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Lack of Oulrage

In “Hllywood Downsizes Women® [Spring
1908], Mally Hoskell states that in 1647,
with very few excoptions, film viewsrs saw
countless instances of exploitation and
abuse of wamen whisked past their ayes
with "hardly n voice ruised in profest.”

It seems that with the right to make a
film comees the right to strip women of their
dignity, guratively and literally. Wommen are
penerally degicted s weak, unstable, inge-
rure, amad submissive, amd their lives almost
always revolve around a particular men, or
men in general. Where there is a so-called
strong female chamecter, b :1.rur|gﬂ:| amelfor
independence are usoally tempered by a
major charecter flow ar hife erisis: The swe-
ceaaful, enl.erm:'mg businesswoman  is
depicted as ca aml umlikeahle: the free-
thirker iz plagued by lonelineas and de
siom, bm.tﬂl her imleperdence FlﬂEntﬁEl';-
fremy pemaining in relationships with men.

There alsn seems Lo be a standard nudi-

n]au&e in all female Glm comtracts. Even
uring sex seened, where mdity b entirely
relevant, any neked bodies that are shown
are female. Aside from the X-rating a film
Ticks for a depiction of male madity (for mea-
sons | am unable to fatheml, pechape there
is something el=e behind the |adk of male
mucity m flma: If male actors appeared
t-I;ILBH]. ke, I'I-ull'_l,rwnnd: "]:lﬂ" male stars
winlde't be 2o big after sll

In our society there is an established
pattern and attituds in which women are
often abused and exploited This might
explain the lack of cotrage when women are
treated this way m film: It &= difficull o b=
angered by & wrong when you do not per-
v it = being woong

Hﬂm:l{r Maw York, NY

‘Woman-Fricndly Corporations
Being a retired Geperal Motors suteworker,
I apprecated keamning from your roview of
The Fermindef Daillor 18 pring 1908] that GAL
tops the “soman-friendly” list.

[ an remnember when women came into
our workforee in Ehe early 1970s, [t was a
mnmurmenlal &ffort, which took a lawsait and
seweral courngeons women b neromplish
(3.0 would oot heve made the L2, however,
without, the efforts of the LLAW. Many of the
berefits are unlon-negotiated, and mest wesea
won by strikes and tedious negodintions.

Tommy B Gomez — Norman, OF

A Magazine for Women with Brains

Az 8 women's studies pradoste of 10O
Berloeley wha just chechked ouf your web site,
I'm thrilled to have found youl It i wondar-
fial o see some maghtful, (saally) well-
theoughit-out artiches, While 1 dun't agree with
evarything, the dialogus: that has been astab-
lished = rich and complex. Kudos for laving

4 — summer 1938

feedback

crented & magazine for women with brains!!
dessics Candwell = Sacramento, Gh

Mary Daly not a “christian®™

A8 1 made dear in my interview
FManifesting the Goddess,” Spring 1995], 1
am not a christipn [mdue]:l_y offensded fo
be sdentafied as such in the opeming pars-
graphs preceding the articles in the section
titled “Should the Trinity Be & Guartet?

1 1eft the catholic church and christisn-
ity in the early ssventies. I have spent the
better part of the past 35 years expoaing and
amalyzing gynoeidal atrocitses
and lngitimated by christionity and other

i redigines

Abso, T npm p Radicnl Elemental {not
“Flement™) Feminkst philosopher,

Mary Daly - Newton Centre, MA
Editor's Note: OTI apologises for the typa,
ard for the mis-fdensification in the gerseral
efroduciion fe the cover sfory Daly was, of
caras, porrechly identified in fer aritole

Returns from Reader Survey
Editer's Nate: Follawing is o sompling af
COMNMRLE e e reveived iR e fo olir
Reader Swoey [Speing 19980 I you hovent

yer reapunded, yon Aave el June 50 dodo so

My reasons bor resding OTT: It covers. mors

thae white women's issuea; isp’ afraid to

inchedie womien's spirituality; and goes beyoad

liberaliom in sdvecating socetal change,
—Michigan

I cam't believe you didn't ask about secipen.
der! Given the level of detail in the survey, 1
pssume this was by design, but just in
ease—I'm male!

—Salt Lake City, UT

1 am a white MBANCPA and a victim of
domestic wiclepes, While fominista say
domestic violenee strikes all classess, inler-
vention services aren't st up for working
wornen. [ can't even get counseling at naght;
and I really nesd counseling. Crisis staffers
asled me seven Umes if 1 recsived pubilic
gssisianoe becnuse they have trouble belies-
ing a profesaional like me G be a wctim,
But my economic status hasn't stopped the
msan {ooan luarting me

We nesd to destroy stereotypes about
victims of domestic violence in order for
working women to obiain help,

—Mame withheld by request
U'TJ' I.I'l?'.!nﬂhu Enﬂmm and constders
them for pullicafion in the mogazine
and on ifs web sife, unless othermise
apecified, Letters may be edited for elar
ity and space. Seaud to OFTT, 97-77 Queeens
Blod., Suite. 1120, Flushing, NY 11374,
ar el onizenesBechonyc cmm,
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on the issues

have never liked Bill Clinton. 1 voted for him in 1992
primarily because of the abortion issue.

I remember my revulsion when T learned that, dur-
ing the 1992 presidential campaign, Governor Clinton
flew back to Arkansas to oversee the execution of Ricky
Ray Rector, a man a0 brain-damaged from a selftinflict-
ed gunshot wound to the head that he asked for his
unfinished piece of cake to be left in his cell for him to
eat when be returned from his execution. How Chinton
handled Boania once he became President was another
place we parted company—the way he refused to call
the mass killings there genocide because that would
recuire an official intervention. I could go on—to all the
“reforms,” like health care, welfare, and campaign
ethicg—but suffice it to say that Bill Clinton is far from
being a progressive or a feminist,

I am no naif | know that politics is the art of com-
promize, and that, as one magor liberal New York politi-
cal operative told me long ago, "There are no issues, only
elections.” And, yes, T hove resd Machiavelli and canee=
opnize and admire Clinton'a brilliant political manipu-
lations—his enormous strategie empathy and his obs-
ous lesdership talents at a fechnion! level; hut
there 15 o vast difference between intelligence and
wizdom, between intellectual agility and psycho-
logical depth. Personally, I cannot relate to his alleged
chariama, or experience his legendary charm, While 1
recognize that many women find he has an erotic
appeal (power being an aphrodisiac), T always experi-
ence him as transparently exploitive,

Clintom does deserve credit for his oontinug
support of abortion rights, particularly his fwo
vetoes of “partial birth™ abortion bills, The fact that
he often acta like a 12-vear-old boy, and 15 alleged to
treat a number of indradual women with profounmsd dis-
respect, does not negate the above. What it does negate
is any reason to respect him a8 an individual or a5 a
moral leader.

True political leadership is about more than sup-
porting the appropriate policies and legislative agenda,
It is ultimately about defining a broader social meaning
within the context of communal values. Moral and
visionary leadership should inspire people to be more
than the least of their abilities. [t should represent
courage, lovalty, fortitude, authenticity, honesty, and
intellectual integrity.

Where does feminiam fit into all this? That depends.
Feminism & a vision, as a radieal way of defining and
redefining the world, depends on judgments, often criti-
cal ones. Feminism as realpolitik—as practiced in every-
day reality—often has to suspend those judgments. The
ideclogist nsks the question: “Is it good for women™ The
politician asks: “Is this the best we can do for women
now? The visionary holds to a higher standard, and

takea the longer view.

What’s a Feminist to Do?
By Merle Hoffman

Feminists may need to practice realpolitik to get the
least bad candidate elected and the nesded bills vetoed
or passed, but feminism—even mamstream feminism—
must continually articulate the transformative goals of
the movement. To resist critiguing Clinton's admitted
and alleged bad behavior is to lose sight of the critical
vigton of feminism. And it misses the 'Ialr_gl_er s EALe; H:.-
my feminist standards, Bill Clinton has defined leader-
ship down. Moreover, when we judge his actions in pure-
Iy operational terms, by stretehing the distance betwean
the vision and the reality, we are in danger of defining
ferniniam down

[n “Feminists and the Clinton Question,” & master-
ful display of realpelitik ferminism published in The New
York Times, Glona Steinem writes that if all the sexual

allegations against Clinton are true, then he may be “a
candidate for sex addiction.” She alse cites polls that
show many Americans believe Clinton is ving, but that
there is sympathy for keeping “private behavior pn-
vate” Indeed. as of this wnting, Clhinton's job approval
ratings have never been higher.

This ferninist defense of Clinton fails adequately to
critique “alleged” egregions, immoral conduct becanse it
is “private,” andfor “has not been proven in o court of
law” {ps if one can find absolute truth there!), and so
should not be judged.

Yee, tolerance and non-judgmentalism are often
positioned as the quintessential American virtues. But
considering the nuanced definitions of sexual harpss-
ment that resulted in the recent dismissal of the Paula
Jones suit, and the partisan contamination of the entire
situation, it should not be the primary ferminisf virtue,

on the issues -5



on the issues

I am not arguing for “traditional morality,”
or for Presidents to be monks, But it is unrealis-

No passionate love lett

tic at best, and utterly naive at worst, to think 0 KisS it—not even to kiss me.

that in this era of media saturation, and given
the litigious, adversarial culture of current elec-
toral politics, anyone in a powerful political position can
have an authentically private life. Indeed, if the person-
al iz truly political, as the mantra goes, how can femi-
nists of any ideological strips ignore the izsue of presi-
dential “character,” which 1= the public manifestation of
a personal value structure? This is a heavy price for any-
one in public office to have to pay, but when one & the
leader of the “free world,” [ think it should be paid.
Clinton and the defenders of his privacy are like
those celebrities whose very existence ie dependent on
media covernge, yet who rail at the “intrusion” of the
press when it is tarnishes their image. There iz a won-
derfil seene in the movie Primary Colors where the can-
didate Jack Stanton, played by John Travolts, complains
that “T just can't catch a break.” after he's accused of
impregnating a teenage girl. It is classic Clinton: All the
troubles, scandals, and difficulties that beset him are
cansed by others—his enemies, "right-wing conspira-
ciea” He is just misunderstood!

The Ultimate Bad Boy

Clinton is the golden child of Entitlement—the ultimate
bad bay, the lovable rogue, somesne who is not responsible
for his behavior And what behavior! There is not even a lit-
ERRFY OF remantic saving grace to theas alleged ancoanbers:
Mo passionate love letters (copies of Whitman's Leaves of
Grrnas notwithatanding), ne dark night of the soul; just a
demand to kiss it—not even to kiss me,

Comparing Clinton's alleged singular “clumsy aexu-
al pass” gt Paula Jones with Bob Packwood's “offensme
behavior that was continued for years” Steinem gives
Clinton brownie points because, even after he dropped
his pants and asked for oral sex, he accepted no for an
angwer, Bteinem would medicalize Clinton's problem. If
the boy did it, then he must have an addiction. Ergo, he
iz a vietim—unlike Bob Packwood, who, even wiath his
own addiction (aleoholism), remaing a predator,

Az previously reported in these pages (Winter 1994),
in an encounter with then-Senator Packwood, in the
middle of Park Avenue, I was the recipient of one of his
infamous unrequested and non-consensual tongue kiss-
¢35, I wrote that, because Packwood had no direct power
over me, 1 “felt no shame or amazement.” Even though 1

foand thae Ettl.-emq:rt.ed iunﬂ annaying, *] atill respected the
ESenator in the

Realpolitik dictated that [ differentiate betwoen the
public politician, who was one of the strongest support-
ers of women's rights, and the private man, who was a
hit of a nerd, somewhat of & boor, and an aleoholic (this
last condition ultimately being his public rationale for
his putrageous behavior),

But Packwood was 8 Republican, and although not

& = summer 1HR

one woman accusing him of sexueal harassment charged
him with abusing his power or penalizing her, he was
forced to resign his office. At the time, Patricia Ireland,
president of the National Organization for Women (then
as now), declared that whatever good Packwood had
done for the women's movement had to be viewed in the
context of asking: “Can we be bought? And if so, how
cheap? (To her credit, Ireland has been one of the few
mainstream feminists to speak out against Clinton's
conduct, though not until after the Hathleen Willey
appearance on 50 Minutes )

The reaction to my article was fascinating, Because
I asked the question: “How ia it that any man could
make us feel like a dog, something less than human, just
by attempting & boorish pasa™ I was castigated for being
insensitive, classist, and not sufficiently “feminist.”
When Clinton is the issue, however, liberal feminists
seem far more willing to cut the men some slaclk,

Susan Faludi, writing in the New York Observer,
seas the issue as a battle between two fypes of women—
the girls and the grown-ups—Dboth of which use the lan-
guage of feminism, but to different ends. It is a "desper-
ately important battle,” she explains, which will deter-
mans “far more then the sexual behavior of Mr. Clingon.”

Faludi separates the two thiz way: “On the one zide
wi have feminiem as channeled through the Spice Girls
and Fiona Apple. Thig i ‘Girl Power” which is derived
only by celebrating vourself, ideally via yvour injuries;
gaining power by talking abouwt what was dome to you,”
She defines Girl Power as enforcing the traditional
female role of taking no responsibility for yourself Tt is
by definition a "destructive power aimed at bringing
down the bogeyman, by having n sulk "o’ sob in front of
adults," ehe writes, Prime examples of this Girl Power
mentality are Clinton's asccusers—Gennifer Flowers,
Paula Jones and Monica Lewinsky.

On the other side, we have what Faludi calls
exhibit A: a growmn-up—Hillary Rodham Clinton. “Tf fom-
inigm i& about anything,” she writes, “it is about women
growing up, about becoming mature and equal players
im public life”™ Mre. Clinfon s an exemplar of the ability
to see “what happened to you in proportion™ and know
*when the public good outweighs vour having a temper
tantrum in public over & offense.”

Mrs. Clinton, Faludi says, embodies the other defin-
ing trait of E.':minism, working for the “sisterhood” as
opposed to working for oneself, the way Linda Tripp
and Susan Carpenter-MeMillan have, Tripp betrayed
Lewinshky by taping her, and Carpenter-MeMillan, Paala
Jones's former adviser, treated Jones *like some dress-up
Barbie Doll” Their erime is not “thinking about fresing



placed them in™

In my view, Hillary Clinton is the main actar in that
traditivnn] box: Good, dutiful, avenging wik: standing by
and apeaking for her man at all cnata, even bo the point
of ernearmpg the women who have aconsad him. Ter puk-
bic dieplay of dissciation equale that of Joan Kenmedy
and Lea [lart.

For Faluds, Hallary Clinton is a gyown-up becanse
ahe refuren to acknewledge that hor husband hus very
publicly mid continually, if reports are to be believed,
mude a ibol of her. Bix; lets Fape it, Hillary acuired her
power the old-fashioned way—ahe married it. What
kind of non-traditicnal vole 15 that?

The feminist movemant always had a great atake in
Hillary as a ferninigt, wan, ul what is sthe pow? Bow cun
we hold her up ar 8 *role model” of & woman who has
made her owmn life, wha hes put herself on the line T
her principks? Rather then doing anything for the mis-
ters, ghe has trangiorined beorsell mto thet ek oadi-
tivnal of women, the most Vistorian of examples, the
et etpbling of pariners,

Halther Galtant Gamtioman o Faminist

Hilt Clinton has shown no public reepect for his wife, and
i we ane Do belleve the meny accusatkong still standing
againat him despite the diemigsal of the Fauls Jones
camc, owne for indmnidual women, Power partnerabips
agide, it is coe thing to discreetly have a mistress; it is
quite anathor to be unable o kesp yonar pants up, 0 yoor
bands off young women whe are werking for youw This
iz mao gallant pentleman, snd certainly ne “ferninigt"”
All womich becnmne the game woman, objectifisd into
"that woman.”

In B semws, Hillarvy hps poritioned heraalf aa the ohti-
mate vichm—an intellipent, ambitious political woman
wha hitched her star w her lusbands tragectory and
suffers Groes hla detours, Which maken har, and bar mar-
rigge, pardonlarly dicey for Rminists to swpport,. Her
defense of her hushand on the Ty show—byr posi-
tioning all charges £3 examples of a *right-eing consgrir-
AcY™—waa 8 masterful performanc, as Fahwli points
out; but was it 4 feminigl ome? Maybe in a larger senee
it was: She was ghowing the world that memiage really
19 what radical feministe have long claicaed it was—an
eronomic and securily (or power, in the case of M,
Clintor} bargain in which the women is required to look
the othey way 88 ber husband takes his pleasore autaide
the relationship. But neither (eminists nor anyone e
¢all her behavior diasociated, or see har ac sapeone who
has cornpletoly sold cut, or eesentially lves thrmugh the
mublic role ghe has created. Iudaad, she iz wiewed us Lhe
prime examples of rasponeikle, adult femindars. Are fem-

bts, no dark night of the soul; Just a demand inisis gownup ooly when ey st 1ks

good middle-dlaes housewives and ignore
ar deny infidelity snd belruyal in emo-
inally inauthentic waya?

Faludi clairme that “Gar] Pewer is all
about wonen staying m that mast traditional of fernd-
tuirw: roles; ga enforcera of pablic morallty whoss power
88 sacial comadenos derives directly from their political
pwerlesances " According to that deflnition, Hillaey is &
girl threugh and Uiouph, not 8 woman,

4 me make 8 disclosure herve. Although cerrenily
tiving separately fiom my spousc, 1 am married, and [
woald abgolutely agree with Mre. Clinten when she aays
that “the anly people whe tounl in any merriage ame the
two that are in b7 I know firsthand about lovalty,
betrayml, jealousy, emotonal bargaining, wd persensl
cemprmiae for the “Food of the relatiomahip.”

But when s marriage involvea fwo public Hguces,
and when thase two are the President and the First
Lady, then the marriage counts for somsething more, It
becomes a metaphor of e family, the Fimst Family,
ak.a, the royal mily; and it i3 throoaph this souple and
their relationship with each nther and with the country
fhat we comne t0 define an ideslized set of American val-
uss. Behavicr within that mardiage w5 not proeate. It
gpalls 0wl and allects everyone, Witoess the ongy of pub-
lic and media attention to events at the White House,

Anrerieans years 1o have a coyul family. In its place,
we have created the "National Entertainment State™ gut
ol the Washingion/Hollywoad Celebrity Axis—though
ironically, there may be more arthanticity in the Aritiah
arigeeeracy than i our firgs families Adtere all, Edweard
VI gave up the throne to “marry the woman [ lowe”
and Princess [h wralked gut of the palace wn find o more
authentic eastance,

I am not aslcing Bill to resign to many the srmnan
he loves, It appears ha loves acthing tut power and oo
atue bt hitnsgel £ The conetitntion doegn't consider wireg-
ulated erections an impeachusble crime. But feminiats
phoubd ol it a3 it is, If ferninism (s to eount e anything
bevord 3 mers interest grvup, we muel vigiluntly puard
itw vision, We cannot bend it 10 eomproamise, or change
dirertion in responee to popularity polls. Char standards
shoukd be e even bigher fir Ehuee in public Life who
would carvy ocur banmer or espouse our principles.
Arknowledging that some of Fill Clinkn's plices haee
been good for Aame women does oot require feminists to
chaaﬂm:eymmhammenpalngmmﬁndmrnn
cor redefine, matragecus beha

Indeed, bacauss the wmnansvnte wua inttrumental
in Clinton’s wetatics, Clinton Rhauld be held te an even
higher ctandard in both perarmal and political behavior.

Clinton owes woren, He owesd ud big, And payment
comes il only in vetoes, or in electoral or Jegislative
oodn, He must artirulate the vislon in his averyday life.
He must onderatand (hat the porgenal e the political.

And that {& the rerd realpalitik of feriniar, W
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ZEN AND THE ART OF MOTHERHOOD
By Phyllis Chesler

oy, Pre had it: With all theae perfectly nice pea-

ple who remain indifferent to the poetics of wuth-

erhipod, if oot hostile to real mothers and chil-
dren—their own, bot strangers' too. I've had it with the
eonlampt, both spoleen and left unaaid, wward thoee of
us who belisve—dare 1 say it?—thut the expericnoe of
matherhond, even vnder patriarchy, iz An ipcompara-
ble human rite of parsgge. A plagus upon those femi-
rists whi were go argry at what mothevhood had dene
to their mwn mothers (or the pamn their mothers bl
poasedd nlong) that they vemained hostile ¢ biological
matherhood in peneral—the mothers of boye i portic-
wlar—gnd who were ne friendlier ta children onderfoot
than were most corporate executives, Two plaguce
upgn those moralizing ant-farminigts who felt {feel
atill) thal rmelbers must marry both hushands aeed
houges, and bory themgelves alive, full-fime, "for the
sake of the children.”

Plepga understand: The aentimentalizing and com-
modification of motherhood that oeoure once yearly, vn
Mothers Doy impressss moe even less Also, being told
thot God wants (mamied) women bo proceeabe and 1ot
all who refiuse His commandment are evil or crazy alic-
its naught bl & fine pagan fary inomoe, And T adeit it
1 have no regpact for gmvernments that put profits ficat
and people lagt, that do oot proyvide pand materity
leave (the United MNations reported that the United
Stabes is one of 313 nations aaong 152 surveyed worid-
wide that fail to do sa), puararteed family income, and
health core for their most productive dtizens

Make no mistake: I do aot romanticize mothers or
raotherhood. The workmg onditions are inhomane,
the cheica to mother more forced than free, (Mo e
offers pirla a chawe: T you want 10 run a mnall eoun-
try, atudy to be sn astraneut, physician, musician,
etockhbroker? O would you rather be an vnpaid, gver-
warked, prebebly impoverished, teolated, not-much-
o] mother of one to fpur thildren who are coraplete.
ly dependent upom you?) The Forced Motherhaod
Experience doeg not traneform every woman 1nte &
saint. Some blossom; others, martyred, shrivel.

Men ean also neurish children, 1 have alwaye becn
drawn to maternal men. Irdeed, many daughtera of my
penernln retemiper fathers, not mothers, as having
nourished them intoe hercian.

Twenty-0re yearm have passed since 1 waxn Frat
pregnant, with Ariel, my only child, Tn the beginning,
we werd iny stranpars to sach other, mere possibilites;
ap he aged, we grew, miraoulously, clossr. We continue
to defy the ao-called normal course of "develnpment,” o
which young bovs, girls too, are suppossd to reject the
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world of their methers, in crder to receive their
father's or the world's blessing,

Miow, in bis 20th year, Aviel towers oyor
me—not fair, 1 jest: 1 should be taller, sinee Tve
read more booke than he has. I am, of eourse,

proud of his height, in every sanse, He's not merely pro-
mother, he's pro his own mother! Cuietly, ha's changed
hia name to mine,

How have I managed (0 wrest a feminist gon from
thin world? Wus this destined, was it something 1 did,
or something my san brought with hier—his gift to mel
18 he "mineg,” philosophically, because his father aban-
doned him—and T was all he had? I doukbt it; too often,
this acenaric leads other, similadly father-wiounded
arne and daughtecs inte overly prizing the abesnt
father, taking the cmniprement mother for granted.

I once thought that men could alao do the work of
mothering/parenting—that, like women, men too could
2o far beyond the obligatione of economic suppart. And
aonwe do. But more don't.

My von's father took excellent, matetnel care of
hirg when ke was an infant. He atayed home and kapt
the veriu] housekeepors company; (ook owr gom (o his
doctord’ pppointments, and to the park daily; changed
hia diapers mere expertly than I; wee always calm in
an emerngency. When thia man left, T was certaio that
he would net divarce cur son, toc.

T waa wrong,

I wish we could raiee young boys to be the kind of
men wha will oever abandon a child, et who do oot
require wifely eabordinaticn in raturn for saying. In &
aenee, whether they are marmied or not, most mothers
are aingle; that is, they shoulder the lignees’s share of
betne and child-care responsibilities. It is, arguably, the
hardest job on earth, Unmarvied slagle mothorhood ia
harder atill. [t means working 12 to 18 hours & 4a3,
saven days 3 week; enduring egcalaling sapenses and
A decling in both ineome and "proepects”;, having licde
time te spend on adult-only social or sexual diversions.

{m the other hand, the children of single motherd
tend te develop a wmore balanced, human Self, embody-
ing both “musruling” and “feminine” trmits. Sone cook,
de the Emily aundry, davghters repair toileta,

A good thing—bat purchesed by great maternal
sacrifice.

iflarically, most writers and thinkere, beth wornen

and mer, have net been motherse—or have

oot written on the subpoct This is = profoand, esl-
lective, logs. “Blother-writers™ (the phrase iz Tillie
Olsen's) have, in the padt, often bean eomdemmned ta
long perinds of “milence " Tnetesd of writing, they did
tha washing, darned tho socks, mended the dresges
tended the vegetable garden, conkesd, proserved, haby-
temded, child-teénded, bushand-tended, entertained,
attanded chawrgh, | .. T am heunted by the aceoumes of
great (ol merely mediocre, but extraovdinery) mather-



wtiters who had to pot off writing entirely, or for
almoat half a lifetime, and whe ¢duld never write full-
tLime, or whiie in A rested state becawze there nevar
Wad Anyons to raplace them,

Most mother-writers had no wife, und no beby-
gittars, sither.

1 ofter, worder iF the “mad* Sylvip Plath might
heve lived a bit longer il oaly ehe'd had a liva-in
babysitber 1hal lust cold winter in London- - wifely
husband, & male Muse willing to become the Angel
in the House ao that his wife, the great poet, omld
composa umdigturbed,

Harricl Becther Stowe had no voom of her own;
eha lived for othere—aiy childten and 4 large extended
fanoily, Thus, she could cnly write apoeadi-
cally, in the intevatices between hor end-

larger than mwysell

For me, mothethood was sornething of 5 reverie
Zen experience, In the bepinning, [ had no responsibil-
Ities odhver than {o oy tdeas. [ was a nun, 3 waior. For
me, having & chlld was 4 pusssge rvm detachment to
attechment.

After Ariel—oh, hire the carth pulled me down,
grounded me, decpened my imaginative veach. I
learned that L could wot do evervibing Tr cverone,
that certrn Jimitatione are not alweys transcendable:
1 could not ke in two places at the aame Lime; wying
"yea" ke one sotormiteaent meant saying “na” to another,
Nouve? Ferhapa, but nothing elie sver taught me auch
gimple life-lesgong

Ap ] lifted up the unhesrghle burden of
ene grmall life, I felb Jike Allae holding the

:}:;:Eﬂ-a-imﬂthcr taaks, Like Charlotbe Pevking Fnr mu., world on hix shoulders. | had o trust that [
ilmen and Heberea Harding Davie, would keep my halatnce eveny when T wag
Hows, too, finelly had s "breskdown™ 1 ha-'i“n lmving it. Just am 1 discovered that “T" was
would t?;::.ruuﬁdn’t you, ifﬁ:;ﬁt&ﬁmt: net oeeded during labor, 2o T hegan to
write t wonld "m ie W . urwleratand that there wre foress at work in
Pm., 'hu:ﬂﬂl whzt an :é::cuamc! thmmm&y d I:I“Id the 1[.'I.i'.|.'i'l."BI"HE h-eyﬂnb:mhuma.n cnnﬂﬂuusmth o )
15, TOUT B 1] 1=: 9 E wWak umn ming o mokher at
allgw you to get to Unele Tom's Cabin for wWas d [ stasted bo comprehand hat life does
neariy 16 years? not, stand gtill, that it iz always changlng,
atother-writer must boecorme Futhloes, ﬂmﬂﬂ' growing, dying, renewing. For years,

As othera (SBappho, Adrienne Rich, when 1 looked in the mirror, I looked the
Toni Moroson, Mery Gorden, o men- fmm “same” to myselll Time enly became real

tirm just = few} have maid: a child ia, for ma when 1 began to measurs it by
nmarg‘unm}ﬂl;; a m,ihammt]ﬁmﬁ“ llEtﬂl:lImEI'It ];?' STV ﬂbu.ir_l]';l?t:; Iuisihlemhegrmrndﬂa I'I'uuc'
a mua p leam: CAME mare -Jeomp ed, in my

11 2nel for only & fom precio, hours at & to " loarned ta fd mray o balance fntel
¥ or anly a few, precious, howrs at 2 g waye ce intel-
time, whila her child is sleeping, or in  AtEACKHMENL. 'ectual and revolutionary work with the

school, above alf, she rmust ba able and
willing to put her work aside when her
voung ¢hild sseds her

I wag nat this kind of mother-wrilur,
wrote nt home, but @y door was abgalutaly ghut
when I was writing. True, 1 always paid someonce to be
“on duty* in my place, DRen, Lhat woran judged me
harshly for turming my beck on my child. Sometimes,
oy son did, fon.

Ariel hes written mn introduction to the 1995 adi-
tion of my book With Child: 4 Diary of Motherfipod. Ha
writea: “My mothee's office door 16 shut, but that meana
nothing to me. _ . . [ knock sley oo her door and enter
befera ghe can reply. Her books surmound har as wsual
and ghe gita with 8 pan in haodd, T off-duty?” she
jnforme me. I de nol compreiend that phrase, and
rephy, You are not 8 texd, Mom. I need to talk to you,™

Touché—little brother, sistor-writer

Before 1 became a mother, my egu Ensw no
mounds. [ never loat "sontrs].” [ thought I eould over-
come all chatacles through the forea of my will, net
by beoding t0 circumstance, o trusting in foreos

work of mothering and earning mooeEy

Thla & kard to do. Belancing—ahifbSng

ane’s waipht while ugpling at leagt five

balls in the air without falling down ar
drepping &oy of the balls—is bsth en art and a
prixcess, [ am still leaming how to do it Om any given
day, L like ac meny other mothers, hed not only to
earn my kecp  whieh, in ay ¢egs, took anywhers from
riine to twelve hours— I alae hed to spend beth quan-
tity and gquality tirme wilth Aggol, aupervise the bouwse-
keeperbabyeitter, attend ooz of Arel’s aftar-school
achvitiea, phone other pareats about summer camps,
pediatricians, clothing aalea. . . . Within a single weelk,
1 wight plece five calls 1o arrange for paternal vigita-
tion, shopping for cinthing, fond, surprises; crganize a
mugenm vigit, o basaball game, a birthday party, & hol-
iday pathering. . . . There's much, nweh ryone,

Givihg birth, becoming a new-born mother was,
for me, beth 2 humbling, and an ¢mpowering exper-
ence. For a long tirne afterwand, when T met people Fd
viswalize them paing homy, ar giving birth: hence, I was
nut much impresacd by out- —continued on poge 57
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THE NOSE JOB
by Sherryl Klginman

t's the start of a two-day workshop

titled “Racism and Saxism on
Campus.” Enrolled along with me are my
colleagues who teach undergraduate
courses that satisly the universily's new
cultural diversity requirement. Fiffeen
undergraduates—mostly Alrican-
American women—are also attending.
Since the workshop leaders are psychol-
ogists, | assume we will be exploring the
roots of our own raclsm.

I'm the white feminist who teaches
courses on race, class and gender |"ve
been doing it for seven years. You'd
think I'd be confident going (rto the first
session of this workshop, but instead,
I've got performance anxbety.

The workshop leader, Phil, ashs es
o sit in a elrele. “Think kack to the first
time you met a person of a different
race, athnlc group or rellglon,™ he
beging, “Close your eyes if that feels
comfortable.”

An image of my family appeari—
muothier, father, brother, sister. What are
they daing here? I'm supposed to be
thinking about others. | close my eves
tighter, but they won't go away. They are
lpoking at my nese. | hear what they are
thinking: Sherryl is ugly and it's all
because of her big nose.

Ancther image: I'm in a dressing
room with my maother, trving on what she
calls “an oultfit.” “You're so skinmy.” she
says. "Why don't you have a nice figure
likie your sistes?” My siater (s five years
obder and, like my mother, has a nice
nose. WMy nose stands out all the mare,
I"'vez bzen madde to know, because it's
glued to a skinny face on a boyish body,

“Mever let anyone photograph you In
profile,” my mother says. “Amd i your
head when they take your pleture; your
nose will ook smaller,”

When did my nose become a family
jokeT My father has a big nose and no
one makes fun of him. But when my
brother annowsnces, "You have a nose
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like Dadey,” | get the joke:
Mine is a man's nose on a lit-
the girl's face.

It is 1965, I'm 13, sitting on my
beed im the roarm | share with my sister,
admiring the coeds in Seventesn maga-
Fine. My mother appears al our bedroom
door, hesitates, then walks in slowly,
as if the weight of her thoughts had
sunk to her legs. She's going to tell me
someaone died.

“I've talled with your father,” she
says, “We're golng to find the thouwsand
dollars to get you a nose job,”

Mow | know the truth: I my parents
are willing to go broke to change my
nose, o make me lsok better, this nose
is worse than | thought, “Is it that bad?"
I ash. My eyes are stinging with tears,
and I'm sure my nose is tuming red and
purlfy, growing as wide as it is long, right
before my mother's cyes,

“Mo, no. IU's not tarrible,” she says,
“Let me show you,” Show me? “Just two
things to flx. We take just a litthe off
that.” she says, lightly sweeping my
busmp with ber index finger. Then she
maoves her finger to the tip of my nose
and pushes it up, gently. “And just a lit-
the Bift here, not much at all. Only a
simall nose job."”

| know that they break your nose in
arder to fix it. | run from the room cry-
ing. | will not do this.

For years | wonder, did | chicken out
or did | have principles?

Her Intent - A Good Hushand
My mother dossn’t mantlon surgery
again, thowgh | know her offer remains
open. Only later did | grasp her Intant.
She was trying to help me get a good
Jewish hushand, a “prolessional man,™
by making me look less Jewish.
After | save my nose from the Knife,
I figure out how to save myscH, | got
funny. | make better jokes about my
nose than anyone else, even my brother
Phil's volce intrudes and pulls me

back to the circle. “Open your eyes
slowly.” He pauses. “Would anyone lioe

1o share what they saw?"”

I'm not gaing to tell my story. My
images don't fit the assignment. But
that's not the only reason. Barry, & Jewlsh
leftist and colleague, will think I'm either
giving away tribal $ecrets or wallowing in
personal trivia. And will my images
unleash the anti-Semitism that my parents
taught me luks in the heart of every
Gentile? “See, they can't even be good to
their own children!”

| remain silent. Tracy, an African-
Amercan student, talks aboul tosching her
white teacher’s hair and thinking i felt
nbce, diike her awn hair. Monica reme -
bars hawing a crush on a white boy when
She was six, and having him twen o her and
say, “Why do you have such fat lips? Then
she shows us hiw she bit her lips for hours
every day to try to make them thinner

Phil asks Monica if she'd talked Lo
hor mather about it. She hadn't, “If you
had,” says Sybil, a colleague, “you lnow
what she'd have said, “You're beautiful just
&5 you ara.'

Astonished, | look at Syhil, *1 would
mever have heard that in my family,” | Burt
“It's in my family whenz | felt ugly.” | foal
heat spresd op my neck and aEr0ss my
face as | begin to tell the story of my nose.

When I'm dene, I'm convinced my
mother has overheard and that a telegram
willl arrive any minute: “Why did you hawe
to tell? STOP Your hurt mother STOP”

Hoping to ward off the antl-Semitism
I'm sure my story encourages, | jump to
socinlogical analysis. “As | see it this
story is about internalized oppression—
gender oppression as well as amti
Semitism. it was bad to have a Jewlsh
nose aven if you were a man, because,
after all, it was a Jewish nose, not just a
big nose. But the real tragedy was when a
girl had that nose.”

Fhil says, “1'm glad you told that
story. It shows that groups that have less
power can take on the messages of the
powerful group, and pass those along to
insiders.”

Barry adds, “Shemyl's story s power
ful because it shows us the narrow range



of acceptable images oul there." “Yes, A
narrow range,” | say, “whether it's lips,
haif of noses. The three of us have sul-
fered because of gendered Images of
beauty we couldnt live up fo."

I'm worred abowut having put my
atoary in the same league as Tracy's and
Wanica“s.

“I can pass as non-Jewish and have
most of the privileges of white people,™ |
add. But knowing this doesn't dispal my
anger as | think back to my near-sungery

LOVING LONG-DISTANCE
Motes from a Lesbian Mom

By Westry Green

v partner kizsed me one morning

lagt May and whizperad, "Happy
Mother's Day.” This was 8 holiday [ was
“allywed” to celebreate, pet T didn't feel
justified in claiming it as my own.

For thi: past two years, | have besn
anly a par-time mom, & summertims
guardian of my epergetic and smart-
ly-sarcastic seven-year-old who is now
g0 tall that we joke hell soon be able to
give me piggyhack rides. Although 1 arm
away from him for nine months of the
vear, we still manage to have an amaz-
ingly close bond. We're like two sides of
one person—put us together and we are
complete. But I keep wondering how
long it will take for the separation to
affect hirm, for our closeness to cramble?

I newer wanted to be a part-time
mather, but given the situation in my
homatoswen, it was either that or no-time
parenting. If yoo've rewd the news
about custoedy disputes involving les-
bian mothers, vou'll understand. A man
who is a convicted murderer has been
desmed a better parent than the les-
hian mother. In my state, Ohio, a judge
granted custody of two children to their
previously absent father because their
bisexual mother moved in with her girl-

30 years ago,

“Anclent history,” my mather
wiould say, a5 she always does, when |
baing wp done-me-wrongs from the past.

It is anti-Semitism that has led
lews to hate “Jewish noses,” but not
every Gentile is anti-Semitic. | learnad
this whean | left my mostly Jewish high
schoal and made friiends with non-Jews
at college. At first | thought they were
being polite when they said they didn't
get my “nose jokes,” but | came to

friend. And then there was the

famous Bharon Bottoms case in

which a grandmother won cos-

tody away from her leshian
daughter. It would have been naive for
me to expect anvthing other than dis-
crimination at the hands of the court,
eapecially in my conservative Ohio
community of 15,000 people. [ts a town
of almeoat as many churches as restau-
rants, a town that has elected sn
avowed racist to the IS House of
Representatives, and where anti-abor-
thon activism is the most dynamic polit-
ical movement.

We had moved there when | was a
depressed, anorexic  16-year-old,
Shortly after, I met Chris, my first and
only boyfriend, in my high school
trigonometry class, As
the mew girl on the hlock
I felt. like an outsider, and
the fact that | wasn't a
big-haired cheerleader
type, =0 popular there,
pnly made me feal more
alone, Chris was the one
person who understood
e, whi was there for me
when [ was at my lowest.

He and [ had an
on-and-off relationship during my first
semester at a local college. But some-
thing wasn't I:'i.gh.t between us.

believe tham,

| discovered | could be baautiful
anly outside the Jewish commnity.

| Ninked up with Gentiles
wha didn't know what a Jew was.
And for whom my nese was just
& nose, W
Sherryl Kleinman 15 o professer of soci-
wlogy ol the University of North
Crraling, Chapel Hill,

FEnowing nothing about lesbisnism, 1
often felt confused and alone. And to
comnpounsd my confusion, and despite
using condoms, 1 became pregnant. ]
had just turned 18,

Calvin was born in Movember
1980 I naively assumed that nothing
much would change after his birth, that
Chriz and [ woold continee to live
apart and T would do most of the child-
rearing. Uur parents, however, rea-
soned that if T liked Chris enough to
have his child, 1 must like him enough
to want o marry him. And Chris him-
self thought maerrying was the right
ll'l.'il'l.g' to do. 1 peaisted, ' never Tr.p]lj
planned on marriage being part of my
life, but fnally, when Calvin was
13-months-old, snd 1 was 20, I wearily
agreed to gel married.

1 tried convincing
myself of all the henefits
of marriage: it would be
better for Calvin, it
would bring seme finan-
cial assistance, and it
would give me a little
respect. The wedding
was a somber affiir; the
ceremony was held in a
Juidge's chamber, and the
Trde wore black.

Having declared a Gender Btudies
minor, | spent the next several years
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studying such eve-openers as Simone
de Beauvoir, Mary Wollstonecraft and
the early matriarchies. I blossomed
into o radical feminist end, as swech,
supported gay rights, which in our
town was not a popular stand to take.
When a literature professor assigned
Lisa  Alther's Kinflicks, @
leshian-themed boak from the 1970,
there was a grumbling of negative
comments from my dlasamates. The
only openly gay student on campus
transferred out after repeated harass-
ment and beatings. This

wis the climate in which

I was awakening to my

of 1996 [ was offered a terrific career
ppportunity in my field, journalism,
The job was in New York City. Feeling
thit some distance might help me sort
oput my life, | accepted the offer.

Chris and I agreed that Calvin
would stay with him for the time being,
until I decided if it was the right mave.
I apent the first several months shut-
tling back and forth between New York
and Ohin, tors between where [ ahauld
live, and how, Every time [ said goodbye
to Calvin [ eried the entire flight back

to New York, I missed his
firat day of kKindergarten
amd his first loose tooth,

sexuality. HEI‘I'IHI*H“”, Seeing that a large part of
Far two years [ tried t his life no longer invalved
to ignare my feelinge for m me was torture, Then ane
other women but the Eal'in da:.rﬂa.lﬂntu-]dmahawns
desire, anxiety, euphoria glad I lived in New York:
and hearthrenk began to isa “Now you and Daddy
choke me. Eventually 1 dan't fight.” he explained.
let Chris in on my secret ":“'Hl"m With that | knew for sure
passipn. At first it was rst w that I needed to make
just sexual-fantasy Lalk, 9 Wew York my permanent
which didn't threaten whose home, And [ wanted my
him—he ba I :
et el S
and we rented lesbian New York never take Calvin away
porn videos, which he from me” he velled. His
found as exciting as [ Hl:tl'ﬂl]‘ is parents sided with him,
did. Later, | was sble to ridina the telling e I was unfit, as a
talk more openly about ng leshian, to be a mother

my sexuality. If was a
turn-on for Chris to have
8 “bisexual” wife, It was
kinky and fun and even
improved our sex life, He never expect-
e me to act cut my desires,

Arcund the time of my graduation,
I fell hard for a woman friend who was
o few years older than me. Though I
never told her how 1 felt, Chris sudden-
ly realized that my interests were more
than a sex games. “Would pou leave e
far her?™ he asked. He knew my answer
bafore [ responded.

What followed was eight months of
screaming and crying, with Chris fling-
ing every homophobic slur at me that
be could come up with, The fights left
me s¢ physically and emotionally
drained it was almost impossible to be
a caring parent. 1 knew I needed to
maks some major changes in my life,
and, ED:iIl-Ei.d.ED.t-BJJ}', durinp, the summer
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subway.

With this, Chris, and by
extension, his family,
became my enemy, His
mativation in denying me
custody was, in part, his rage over my
being able to find happiness withoot
him. But his jealousy wouldn’t win him
o custody battle. That would take out-
ing me as a lesbian mother, 11 toed to
take Calvin, he threatemed, he would
use my sexuality agamst me in court, A
velling mateh ensued, during which
Chris tald our son that the reason [
moved sway was because 1 didn't like
bows, Horrified, 1 tried to explain to
Calvin the different types of love that
adults feel. T am still oot sure if he
understood.

But during that fight it was mode
clear to me that if [ fought a custody
battle I would lose not only my son but
alsn my strength, my self-esteem, and
whatever stability Calvin had left.
Caving in, compromising, would bring
SOTTEE I;mw,:iii.t_'f' to the i.l:l.Ea.'I'I.lt}' that
was filling not just my Life, but also
Calvin's, [ eaved in: 1 was not willing to
risk harming my child.

I am angry with myself for “giving
up” T am angry at the people who act as
if I must be some gort of monster to be
denied my =00, I want to explain that I
gave him up because [ couldn't bear
seeing him scbbing, “STOP IM
MOMMY! STOP IT, DADDYT when
Chris and | were screaming at each
other. I gave him up because | was not
willing to place him in the middle of an
interminabhle battle. I gave him op
because | love him, What it cost me
emotionally T hope he never knows.

Remarkably, today Calvin is a
well-adjustad  first-grader whose
fovorite Mew York sctivity is riding the
subrway. He likes my partmer and enjoys
playfully ganging up on her with me,
He doesn't find it odd that she is a
WOIAL

During the school year we have
long telephone conversations every
n:ig'hl.. He tells me PVETY menl amd
snack he ate that day We talk about
nstronomy, he'll read me the local
gports page, we'll plan our summer (we
are going to the Library of Congress,
his idea of heaven), Il help him with
his homework. To wind down our chats
we send each other many air hogs and
kisses, which can take a while, But the
best part is when he says he wants to
go now and play with his friend dawn
the block, or get back to 5 video | sent
him. This tells me that Calvin s
healthy, Cabvin is okay with the way his
life ig. I hang up and smile to myself,
and try to believe that what I did was
best for him. B

Westry Green lves in Brookdm, New York
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PLAYING GOD, HAVE DOCTORS GONE

by MAHIN HASSIBI, M.D.

on Connecticut's death row” began the unso-

licited manuseript entitled *Heflections firom
Death Row™ in On The Issues’ mail. “I'm the worst of
the worst, a seral killer and sexual sadist” it contin-
ued, *who is responsible for the rape and murder of
eight women in three different states, who has assault-
ed several other women, and who has stalked and
frightened many more. [ have never denied what T did,
and fully confessed to my erimes. The only issue in my
case, from the beginning, has been my mental condi-
tion. For years | have been trying to prove that 1 am
suffering from a mental illness that drove me to rape
and kill, and that this mental illness made me physi-
cally unable to control my actions. T have met with lit-
tle success™

Opinions were divided among the editorial staff at
OTT who read the manuseripl, There (& something
unusual, if not cynical, about a killer and sexual tor-
turer of women expecting to be published in & femimst
magazine, The publisher thought OTT readers should
be allowed not only to share in the horror and brutali-
ty depicted in the story, but to witness the man's sup-
posed redemptive striving. The editor was offended by
the self-pitying tone of the manuscript, and considered
his discussion of accepting "guilt” as convincing as Ted
Bundy's, who said the same. She also questioned his
meaning and intent. Was he arguing that he should not
be executed, or receive a life sentence without possibil-
ity of parole, because he 15 “cured"?

From his writing, Ross comes acrnss as a manipu-
lativie, self-centared, and grandiose indiwvidual, There ia
no sign of those emotions which characterize a social-
ized human being, or of an ability to grasp the depth of
horror that his erimes engender. He writes: "1 was
plagued by repeated thoughts, urges, and fantasies of
the degradation, rape, and murder of women, Having
those unwanted thoughts, urges, and fantasies is a lot
like living with an obnexious roommate.” Ostensibly,
Ross's reason for submitting the article to Q7T was to
describe for an audience of women the “treatment” he
is receiving while on the death row. He claims that
monthly injections of Depo-Lupron, which blocks the
production of testosterone, have diminished the “suf-
fering” caused by his urges and thoughts. "One of the

HM v name 15 Michael Eoss, I'm a condemned man

5710

most difficult thinga for me o
ing that, had T begun receivi
of Diepo-Lupron once & mox
wormen wold he alive Lo
“For some reason, be of 3
hiological hook-up in m
cal imbalance, Lestoste
than it affects the mi ] izl
In 195'1.[“']1 1%, LA -.|r: ]
child molester who was applving for parole after serv.
ing six of his cight-vear sentence, demanded to be cas-
trated, at the expense of taxpavers. The news media
reported that he elaimed he needed help in curbing his
sexual appetite for small children, because, while he
had not as yet killed any of his vietims, he maght do g0
in the future in order to prevent them from identifving
hitn. The media, running with the story, enthused
about castration as a new strategy for fighting sex
crimes. The result was a rush by legislators across the
country to introduce bills mandating chemical andior
surgical castration for a variety of repeat sex offenders
as a condition of parole, In many stotes, the hills
passed, and castration before parole is now law.
Criminolegists, however, are extremely concerned
by the fact that legislators apparently assumed that
the problems of zex offenders strctly reside in their
genitals, rather than their personality, and hence con-
stitute an illness that is treatable. These experts point
out that it is the rage and the emotional imbalance
characterizing sex offenders that need to be sup-
pressed, rather than their sexual drive per se.
Testosterone, the so-called male gex bormone, which is
produced in the testes, is only one (although a major
one) of several hormones known to be inwvolved, along
with other chemical messengers easential to the body'a
functioning, in normal sexual drive, sexual arcusal,
and sexual performance. To name just two: the “brain
chemicals” dopamine and phenulethulamine, which
are neurstransmitters (subgtances that “carry” infor-
mation from one nerve cell to another), play a role in
sexual gratification. It 15 not yet known whether zex
offenders produce more of any of these substances,
including testosterone, than the rest of us.
Even more worriseme than this lack of scientific
evidence: The effects of the two drogs commaonly weed in
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Surgeons playing God ;

with ambiguous genitals, that is int

Do provers. e e reuvived 1» Without considering their underlying |

other hormones, such as steroids,
which are easy to obtain, Like athletes
and body-builders, sex offenders are
able to buy them on the street without
a prescription.

Mor have follow-up studies shown that castrated
gex offendera have a lower recidivism rate than those
who have not been “treated.” (It should he noted that
the “recidiviam rate” for a clase of offenders is not the
tre rate at which they resume committing crimes
after their relense, but the rate at which they are rear-
rested, Amd that iz subject to a multitude of factors,
including the cnme-fighting ability of & given police
department. )

In fact, this 15 not surprising, Experts in all disci-
plines dealing with sex offenders agree that thess indi-
viduals show defects and deficiencies in their emotion-
al, pavchological, and moral make-up. Hence mere cas-
tration, whether chemical or surgical, will not “eure”
therm. Indesd, it may make them more violsnt. In a
number of eases, chemical castration has been shown
to increase sex offenders’ anger and aggression. There
i& also ample evidence demonstrating that the violence
associated with sexual battery is not treatable by any
form of castration,

Michael Ross writes: “The monster within [me] is
still present, but the medication has rendered him
impotent and banished him to the back of my mind."
Fortunately, Ross i8 not free to roam the streets; but
the fact that he has no contact with women also means
that there is no way to assess how tightly this particu-
lar monster is bound.

Castration of sex offenders iz 8 medical or surgical
manipulation of sexuality in order to achieve society’s

for those who had acted against the code of conduct or
the implicit expectations of the community, Abalard,
the 11th-century French intellectual and teacher, was
castrated at the behest of the angry relatives of
Heloise, his student, for having wed her in sscret, In
1&8th=century Italy, voung bovs were castrated in order
to maintain the purity of their voices, these cosirod
sang in operas in which women were forbidden to
appear. And until this century, eunuchs were employed
a5 the guardians of harems in order to prevent ques-
tionz about the paternity of children borm to the
numerss wives and concubines of Middle Eastern and
Agian potentates. In the West, also until this century,
surgeons removed women's citorises, and later their
ovaries, to treat their “mental disorders” which were
often conzidered to be the result of masturbation and
lesbianism. Women were “treated” in thiz fashion
whether they were depressed, suffering from anxiety—
or refusing to toe the line dictated by society or their
farmilies, Many hospitals in the US. performed the
operation long after the method had fallen into disre-
pute in Burepe,

Historically, not all physicians have signed on to
guch programs, For example, the progresaive Seventh-
Century Byzantine physician Paul of Aeging, com-
menting on the practice of surgical castration, said
that turning & normal body inke an abnormal one was
incomgistent with his religious beliefa and professional
ethics. However, few auch doubts about the morality of
the procedure have been raised by the medical profes-
sion of today, even though the FDA has not approved
gither Depo-Provera or Depo-Lupron for this pur-
pose—which means that neither the safety nor the
effectiveness of these drugs for chemical castration, nor
their long-term side effects, is reliably known.

Medical andfor surgical “treatment” for conditions
that have been redefined as “illnesses" andlor “aberra-
tions” by society and its agents in the medical profes-
sion (who, in foct, often lead the charge) is not confined
to efforts to reduce crime. Indeed, especially in the US.,
physicians in eeveral apecialities have “invaded” many
aspects of life that heretofore were not conzidered the
provinee of medicine, Childbirth, for example, has been
medicalized with the “justification” that in some cases



iso reassign the gendéro
rsexual or hermaphroditic
iological sex.

delivery may require extraordinary measures. As a
consequence, this country has the highest rate of
cesareans in the world, and many birthe are induced
here to suil an obstetrician's golf or social schedule,
Similarly, doctors all too frequently consider
menopause Lo be a disease in need of curing.

Physicians in the US. today are also decresing
what shape and size human penitalia should be, Bazed
on little more than the medical profession’s opinion on
what 15 an acceptable size for a female clitoris, and
with even less knowledge about the long-term effects of
the surgical procedure, surgeons procesd to excise
those that are “too big,” and therefore offend. [See “The
Tyranny of the Esthetic," page 16.] They also lie to
their young patients about what, in fact, they are
deoing, and encourage the child's parents to do 50 as
wiell, The result is to severely traumatize the chald,
cauging lifelong physical andior payvchological prob-
lems, ineluding sexual dysfunction, the inability to
experience sexnal pleasure, identity econfusion, and
major difficulties in interpersonal relations,

Surgeons plaving God also reassign the gender of
infanta born with ambiguous genitals, that 1s intersex-
ual or hermaphroditic youngsters, without considering
their underlying biological sex. Children born with XY
imale} chromosomes but with rudimentary penises are
surgically turned into “girla” who are proclaimed “nor-
mal,” though they will never menstruate or be able to
bear children. Girls with normal XX (female) chrome-
gornes but whose clitorizses are declared “phnormally
long” undergo clitorectomies—the same procedure that
human rights activists have labeled “female genital
mutilation” when it ocours in the developing world. In
American hospitals such surgeries are carried out by
Ameriean doctors on American children every day.

Another example: When young bovs lose their
penises as the result of trauma, such 88 a circumcision
gone awry, they are assigned the gender most conve-
nient for the surgeon carrying out the procedure—that
i, they are made outwardly female, given a “function-
ing” vapina, instead of a new penis, because creating a
“vagina” is easier. Conceptually, however, such a vagina
is simply a receptacle for a penis. The distinct sensa-
tions and sexual feelings of the individual concerned

£ thas pr
Eh'E H R E
March 194
Pediatric o
Dhea. Wi
Sigmundson, discussing the
surgery on a bov who loat |
because of o surgical mis
cases where genitals are
immediate surgery
the best courss to fallos
It is interesting tg 3 e
cy'—read “perfectiog le atbribu
United States with # " view of herme
rodites (the combination of Hermes and Aphrodite) as
people with special attributes of God and Goddess who
deserve to be appreciated for their uniqueness. The
Jewish Torah also recognizes hermaphrodites, as does
miodern day Tndia, whose Hyras are accepted by society.
We are on a slippery slope, indeed, when the med-
ical profession maintains, falsely, that newborns (and
even young children) are peychosexually neutral and,
therefore, can be medically assipned a sex, and then
raised to accept a particular gender role. Yet leading
phyricians at some of our top madical institutes hove
tinkered with human anatomy and physiology by per-
forming mutilating surgery andfor prescribing power-
ful hormones, on the bazis of secial biases masquerad-
ing as scientific findings. And advances in medical sci-
ence and surgical technology continue to provide the
medical profession with more, and better, tools with
which to change, reassign, and regulate our bodies and
our behavior, The collusion between some consumers
seeking to change their own zex or their children's
appearance and doctors motivated by financial gain,
individual hubris, and professional arrogonce, has
increased the power of medicine. As treatment method-
ologies are diseovered or invented, the search for dis-
sases has intensified, The tyranny of esthetics, the dis-
gatisfaction with the biological given and the desire to
find quick-fix solutions for complex izsues have found
medicing willing to undertake costly and dangerous
procedures based on little to no information, dubious
research and a shocking lack of concern for the overall
health and well-being of society. B

ATy Ll

Mahin Hassibi, MDY, is professor of clinical psychiatry at New
York Medical College in Valhalla, New York, ond medical
director of Chotces Mendnl Health Center in Moo Yook City,
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SURGERY'S MOST INTIMATE VlgLATION

Sexual conformity at the peint of a2 knife is heing forced on women

BY MARTHA COVENTRY

Big clitorises. e v
America. By big, I mean ovar three-eighths of an inch
for newborms, aboul the gize of & pencit erager. Tiny
penisea, under one inch, aren't allowed cither A kg cli-
boris 18 congidered too capable of becomiog alarmoingly
aract, and a tny penis oot quite ¢apable cnough, Such
genitala are cenfounding to the strictly maintained
and comforting social order in Amorice teday, whuch
has everyone believing that bodies mome in only twe
wauye: parfestly female and perfectly toale. But gfeni-
tals sre surprisingly ambijumus Ome out of every
2,000 babies 18 born with genitala that don't elicit the
autsmatic *1t's & girll” or *It's a boy!" Maoy meora have
ernitals that are percerved aq "masculinized” ar “femi-
nized,” altheugh the child's sax is not in doubt,

The Aaverican Scpderay of Padiatrica recomraendy
surgically eltering these children between the ages of
six weoeks parud 15 ronthe to feahion their bodies into
aomeething closer to perfection. Everyime con then
brouthe cagier, exveapt for the child, who may wall
apend the rest of her or his life trying to et the breath
Aoer casy and full through the fear and shame creptad
by auch devastaling surgery.

Om a Novernber night in 1334, T wes playing in the
bathtub in the cheery, country home of my childhood.
I waa eix yoars old. My motlswr ciroe inand 3at on Lthe
edge of the tub, her kind face lecldng worried I
glanced up at her, wondering, "Time 10 gob out ao
soonT She told me that 1 hed to go to the hoapital the
next day for an operaticn, I knew this srus gbout aoma-
thing between my legs My chest falt tight and thare
was a vuehing acand in my eara. [ begpad net to go.
Flease. But my mother told rae only thet I muat. Not a
wond was giid about what wag going ta happen o why.
The next day, it took the surpecn 30 minutes to rmake
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whose yenitals are declarad nol “normal™ — with devastating resutis

g Uahaped incigion arcund my half<inch clitoris,
remove it, ard put it in & epeciman dish to scnd to the
Iab. He then closed the wound and stitched the albn op
over the atump.

Take no corafert in the fact that this took place 40
vears ggo. Today mest parents and doctors in Uws
eountry are atill uneble to see that a child has a right
to her or his vwn sexual body, even of that body e
deemed "aboormal” by their standarde 3f 2 parent is
uneomfortable, o dostoer tan be Rrund whe will be will-
ing ts malke irrevergible changes in the child'a baody, in
grder 10 easa that discomfert, My gynesologist told me
about 3 case in which he had been involved the vear
befores A woman brought her five:-year-old dasughter
to his office in Minneapalis; the roother felt that the
childa <litoris wae too big, Ho cxamined the girl and
amsured the mother thet her deughtar would grow
inbe her clitors, which was no Iooger than the end of
his little finger The mother left. A few weoka lpter,
he wag called 1110 an vperating room to help ancther
dactor who had run ints travble during & surgical joo-
cedure, On the 1able, he found the same little girl
he had acen earlier. She was herworhaging foom o oli-
torcetomy allempted by the secemd doctor, from
instructions he had regd in a medical Lext. My physi-
cian stopped the bleeding, and menaged to keep the
girla elitoris vroatly intact.

It i rvot: mwerwy i coe culbure to repiove or alter the
elitoris. Not s long ago, such surgery was conumanly
practiced to prevent mestarbation end “unnatural
seunl sppetites” Although such justificutions atll
lurk in the minde of parents and doctorg “Weon'l ghe
become & lesbian™ iy & eoncarn of many methers
whose duughters have big clitoriges), clitorectomies
pained new gtatus tiward the end of the 1050, e &



[ 1 Year (4 Isswas) only $14.95
] 2Years (B lssues) only $25.00

N Faymant Enclosed [ Bl bAe
Call 1-800-783-43203 to charge to your MasterCard, VISA or Amencan
Express card,

1aBE4T



Ml POETAGE
NECESSARY
IF MAILED

M THE
UNITED STATES

BUSINESS REPLY MAIL

MAST-CLASS FERMIT NQ, 272 DENYILLE M)

Fostage will be pald by addressee

O The I5SUes

SUBSCRIFTION SERVICES DEPT. OTI
F.O. B0 3000
DEMYILLE MN] OFE33-9R3%

”Il 1] II ll1 Il-ll 1] l“-ll Il II Ill IJIl IIJIJ”.IIIJ I! " 11| I



B OF bR THE (Ca0raf TS

PHCTEES  (DO8AT

“legitimate™ way to
make & child with
atypical genitals fesl
and appear more normal. Surgical techniques learned
during World War IT led to advanees in the field of cos-
metic penital surgery; at about the same time, a new
medical diseipline—endocrinology, the study of the
hormonal system—was established at Johns Hopkins
University Medical School, A child's body could now be
succesafully altered by surgery and hormones to look
Just about any way vou wanted it to look, And the con-
troversial research into sex and gender roles by Johns

Hopking' John Money, Ph.Db, led doctors to believe

Mariha Coveniry 3 a child, with her laiher [lefl], and
lnday |babew).

metic reasons  some
five times a day in the
LIS, The rules of the
game are gstill the
same as they were 40
years apo: Erase any
zign of difference, tidy
things wp, and don't
aay another word,
After 1 had my cli-
torectomy, my innocent
life became filled with fear and guilt, The
aecresy surrounding my surgery began to
undermine my entire zense of identity, 1 knew 1 had
had something between my legs cut off, and 1 could
imagine only that it was a peniz, Girls were
Barbie-doll smooth, 20 there wasn't anything on & girl
to cut off. Was [ really a boy? Or perhaps the horrible
thing 1 had somehow known about forever: hermaph-
rodite? The study of my father, a physician, was full of
medical booka, but I flipped through them quickly,
drawn to the pictures of children with their eves
blacked out, knowing there was something we shared,

Just because your body may
look “normal” is no guarantee that you will feel that way:
The truth is that the very thing surgery claims to save us
from—a sense of differentness and abnormality—it quite
unequivocally creates.

that by changing that body, vou could make the child
into a “normal” male or female, both physically and
peychologically, Children could be made “right” if they
were born "wrong." And American medicine, and our
society at large, sees “imperfect” genitals as wrong.
That view iz challenged by farsighted pediatric
urologist Justine Schober, M.D., of Erie, Penn.: "Why
should we say that, because this is a variation, that it
is a wrong variation? I all their faculties work, their
sexual sengitivities work, why should we presume
that their bady is wrong? But by seeing a child’s body
as wrong and by labeling such a child "intersexed,” we
turn a simple variation on a theme into o problem that
can and should be fixed. And fixed it vsually is, by
surgery that sacrifices healthy erotic tissue for cos-

vet terrified to find out what kind of freak I really was,
Then, one night when 1 was 11 or 12, 1 found my par-
ents, as they sat at the dining room table, looking at
studio pictures of my sisters and me, My mother held
up my phote and 1 heard her zay the word “bov”™ My
gut heaved. | was a boy. [t was true. | blurted out,
“What wasz that operation | had? My father twned to
me and aaid, “Don't be so self~examining.” [ never had
the heart to tell this man who loved me so dearly that,
by keeping the truth from me that night, by tryving to
protect me from my own wondering mind and wan-
dering hands, he had sentencsd me to a hife of almost
crippling fear in relation to my sexuality, even to a
profound doubt of my right to be alive.

It would be 25 years before I could begin to start

o Lhe issies - AT



COWER

aeking questions agein, When [
finally pressed my dying father a=
gently as I could for a reason why
he and my mother wanted my eli-
torie removed, he said, “We didn't
want you to be mistaken for a her-
maphrodite.” My father was a
gurgeon, MNo doctor had
patronizingly spun to him
tales of “improperly formed
gonads,” or led o him about
my medical condition, or told
him I would become o leshian
if I had a big clitoris, or pre-
tended thatl no other children
like me existed. Just having a
child with an abnormal body
in Hochester, Minn., was bad
enough for my parentz. But
doctors do lie—to parents and
to children, in a gross insult
to their intellipence and their
right to the truth. Lying to children ie a rule atrictly
adhered to, and enforced, by all but the most enlight-
ened doctors. First the aurgery steals wvour body
from you, then les confirm that there is g0 litde
reapect for you as a human being that you don't even
deserve the truth,

X Marks the . . .

Angela Moreno was a happy child growing up in the
late seventies in Peoria, Ill. She was fairly sexually
precocious with herself, and became very Tamiliar with
her clitoris: *1 loved it, but had no name for it [
remember being amazed that there was a part of my
body that was so intensely pleasurable. It felt wonder-
ful under my hand, There was no fantasy, just plea-
sure—just me and my body” Life in the pleasure gar-
den came to an abrupt end for Angela when, at age 12,
her mother noticed her protruding clitoris while
Angela was toweling off after a bath, Afer being
examined by her family doctor, she was sent to an
endocrinologist. The endocrinslogist revealed to her
parents that, instead of the two X chromosomes that
characterize the female genotvpe, Angela had an X
and a Y, She was “genetically male” She had the
external genitalia of a female because the receptors
for the “male” hormone testosterene did not fonction;
that iz, her body was unable to respond to the androg-
enizing or masculinizing hormones it produced. Her
parents were assured that if swrgeons removed
Angela's internal testes, and shortened her clitoris,
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ghe would be a “very normal little
grl,” albeit one born without ovaries
ar @ uterus. This was lie number one.

Just because your body may look
“normal” i8 no guarantes that you
will feel that way, The truth is that
the very thing surgery claims to save
us from—a sense of differentness
and abnormality—it quite unegquive-
cally creates.

Doctors then told Angela's par-

Lett Angela a1 age

i A ents that if she didn't have surgery
Angata lnday a1 26, she might kill herself when she
theoe Yoaes aflee found out that she was different

el linally beamad
Ihe bruth aboet her

grery and her
pexuality.

from other girls, It had happened to
annther patient, the physicians said,
and it could happen to Angela,
Although such speculation is not a
lie, it is also nob the whole truth, In
my talks with scores of people with atypical genitala,
it is those who have been surgically altered as chal-
dren and left alone with their trauma who most often
become suicidal. The isclation from others who have
experieneed what we are going through, the loneli-
nesg, is what kills us. Angela's parenta were justifiably
frightened and agreed to the surgery

The final lie was to Angela herself, with her dis-
traught parents’ complicity, She was told, at her physi-
cians’ suggestion, that her nonexistent svaries couwld
become cancerous and that she would have to go into
the hospital and have them removed,

In 1985, at a leading children’s hospital in
Chicago, doctors removed the lestes from Angela's
absdomen, The clitoris that had brought her so0 much
Joy was net merely shortened, it was all but destroyed.
She woke up and discovered the extent of the deceit; °1
put my hand down there and felt something like the
crusty top of some horrible casserole, like dred caked
blood where my clitoris was, | wondered why no one
told me and I just figured it was the kind of thing
decent people don’t talk about.”

Angela became depressed and severely bulimie. “1
blamed my bodyv. My body had betrayved me. Made me
eomeone worthy of that kind of treatment. T just stwd-
ied and puked.” She was a straight-A student in high
school, but otherwise, her adolescence was a night-
mare. She avoided becoming close to other girls her
age, afranid she would be asked questions about the
menstrual period she knew she would never have. The
uncomplicated sexuality she had reveled in before the
clitorezetomy was gone, and she was desolated by the
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Ioea of erotic sensation. In an attampt to find out the
truth, #hw returned to ber original endocrinologist,
who tald her that her gonnde had not fermed properly,
&tu] her clitoris had grown becauge of an sbnormal
lrvel of hormones. Ehe did aot tell Angela about her
XY atatus or her testee. Angeln fell deeper inte dark-
neas, Aenging that ahe had net been given the whaole
gtary. Finally, at 20, weakened by chronic and
nearleths] hingeing end purping, end auicidal, she
checked herself inta 2 pavchiatric unit,

After her release, she begao seaing a therapist
who finally hit on the connestion betwesn her bulimia
knd the control abe lost ovcr her body at the time of
surgery. Angala knew ahe had to find gut the mystory
of bvar body 1o order to gat well. By now she wea 28 and
could legally obtain her medical vecords, vt it took &
vear fov her to find the couwrage to writs for them.
When she respived them and read the truth about her-
pelll hé could begin at lest to seve her own life.
"Although the doctors had claiined thet Knowiog the
truth weuld make me selFdssbuctive, it was R
krowing what bad bect done 1o me—and why—that
made me want, to die*

In my case, I have XX chromosomas, 8nd my auts
gized clitgrdg wag the cnly part of my body thet wes

ly is “abnormal” and you separate ue from each other
#ud deny vur right to find solace and strength in the
rameness of our expagence.

The doitor who waa kind encugh ta help me begin
to axplore my early surgery did just that to me. T found
the Intersex Sociely of North America cn my own sev-
eral menths aftar my initial visit with kim, and tald
bira later how bealing it hud besn to find others who
knew intimetely what my life had been like. He had
knewn sbout ISNA ell along, he said, bt ddn't pass
e indortmation on Lo moe because [ waa not interasxed.
I wea a real woman. He had tried to séve me from a
pathotogziag lakel, but ended up sofrdng my iscla-
ton inetead,

Noaw asd Improved?

YWhen a beby is born today with genitals that are
amhbiguous, a team of gurgeona, pediatric endoarinelo-
gints, and aocisl workers scramble to reli;ve what is
ealled a "pepchneocial emergency™ Teote are done pmd
orifices explored co determine us nearly es posaible the
baby's "true sex” Then, in almost all casea, doctors
perforin surgery B0 make the child book wore ke 4
girl, because, they say, the surpery required is easier to
petfiortn than trying to make the child look like & boy,

The form this feminizing surgary most often takes

Doctors then told Angela’s
parents that if she didn’t have surgery she might kill
herself when she found out that she was different
from other girls.

nK Jike that of meat other girls,

Do theee facts make you want to differentinte me
from Angela? T say, “Wait 2 minuta, You were simply
& girl horn with a big clitoris, but Angela had a real
pathelogical condition® But the doctors removed
Angela’s cliterin for erxactly the same reagon they
removed wine—they thought it offenaively large, Her
chromossmes and her abdominal testes had oo bear-
ing on the decisfon.

IT vou rush to eee Angela as Mndamentally diffoe-
ent from e, if you eee heor af B real inberdexual And
me 33 juet a normal woman, you do two Yery damag-
ing thinga: You may fee it as justificd to perform oo~
matic Burgery on her and not o me because sbe réal-

i the disgection and removal of healthy clitoral tis-
se—a clitorectomy, slao knewn as "cliloral eoersRion,”
“clitoral reduction,” and “clitaroplasty” Sensitive, arec-
{ile tisgue is stripped from the shaft of the chitons, and
the glans is tueked awey s expertly that all you eee i
the eyte little love button that is the idealized eliteris.
But the pleasure i# lmoat gone, or gone completaly,
for the owner of that dainty new clit If crgmsme are
posdible, and they aren't for many women subjected to
elitoral surgery, the intensity ig greatly diminished.
One wonlan whese clitorie was *recessed” wrikes: “If
urgaams before the receesion worm v deep purple, now
they are a pale, walery puk.”

Poctors maintain that modarn sucgery reteina
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more clitmeal gensation than the older forme of
surpery, but they bape their assurance on nerve
impulzes mepanred by machines—supposedly acru-
rate and unbizsed information—und Dl the real
expericace of thoueonds and thousandg of wemen in
this country. Thin ia because o long-tarm pust-esucgi=
eal stadics have been done, I, who had the old-atyle
aurgery, have clitaral sengation and orgasmic function,
while those subjecied tu more misders surgeries often
have neither How much de doctors truly care ebout
child'a sexunl fulues il they decimats the one organ in
the body designed solely lor pleasure?

In 1966, Annie Groos, then three vears obd, took a
car trip with ber father fram the emall town in Idahe
whare ghe lived to Spokane, Wash. Sihe sat in the back
peat with her stuffed animal, unaware that ehe was on
her way to the bospital, The nert day doctara removad

S5Tanr

yeung girls in Africa to recomstructive surgery of a
young baby is u gient, giant leap of mierepresenta-
tion.”™ But neither V. Gearhdart, nor enyone €lsc, has
gver bothared to ask those of ua subjucted to clitorn)
surgery as children if being taken to the hospital with-
aut exptanation, having your healthy genitals cut and
acarred, then left slone with the reawlta feeks like
mutilation or“reconatructive aurgery.” Cearhart’s mis-
teke 16 to judpe surpery only by the surpeon’s inkent,
and nat by the effect on the child- I spoke with a
worman racently whe is young enough ta be my dangh-
ter, With great effort, ghe told me of her clitoeal
gurgery g9 a child. She implored me, "Why do they
have to dut 20 deep, Martha? Why do they do thac?
OF the notable ferninist voices reised long and loud
in outrage over braditional penital eurgeriee practiced
in parta of Africa, which ara now deneunced ag “female

I challenge them to pay attention to
the fact that in hospitals just down the street in any
big American city, five children a day are losing
healthy, erotic parts of their bedies to satisfy a social
demand for “normalcy.”

her inch-long clitoria, She was never Bven wny explo-
nation of her surpery. As she got clder, her attampta ta
find pledsare in maaturbation failed, and she began 1o
suapect that she was very differant from other girle.
Thew, during & visit &0 her astor's house 03 a tonneg-
er, she found the book Our Bodics, Oursefues: “T etud-
igd the lemale anatemiy and mead about gex from that
book That was when I lsarned | didn't have a clitoris.
I remember looking at (ke diagram, feeling myeell,
and reading whaet a clitoria was over end over. My
Fod, I couldn't figure out why T dsdn’, have one T
eouldn't fathom anyene removing it if it was that
impoctant. T was stunned, aod T held it all o, T wag
only 14. I became depressed. I was disguated with my
bady, and I thowght there was oo hope that [ would
ever be fovaed by anyone. I became a little teenege alca-
holic. I drank heavily every weekend. I rually blew it
becauge 1 had been a veally good athlete and an horor
student.”

Clitoval surgery on ¢hildeen is brutal and illogical,
and no matter what name you give it, it is a mutila-
tiar, Whet I uge the word mutidation, I ean hear dowrs
slamming shut in the minda of doctore all over thig
country, Jobhn Gearhart, a pediatric urclerist at Johne
Hoplcins, haa gaid, “To compare genltal mutilation of
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genital mutilatiocn™ (FGM), net a single woman hes
agid a word about the equally mutileting practice of
aurgically deatroying the healthy genitals of children
in their own countey Like Gearhart, (hey shrink when
wi: deseribe our surgeriea s mutilation. But de they
balieve that African tethers, any mors than American
purgeons, cut their children cut of malicgus intent?
Could their sileren be bechuss thay don't know what. (e
happening in American hoapitrla? T's possible, buk
thia isgue hag peecived media coverage in the past
year, and many of them have had the facts explainesd
to them in person ur in writing.

I could specul=te that these women don't want to
tale an & for an formidable and familiar as the med-
ical profeasion, and that it is simpler to point fingers
at tore barbaric countries. They may not want to
dilube thair canse with the sticky aulbjects of sex and
gendor thet aurround the jssuc of ambiguons geni-
talia. Or perhaps they don't want 1o be aliened with
children they can only see ma freals of nature, Fven
the liberdl-thinking Jojyeelyn Eldere, the farmar
Burgeon General, ralars to childrey who blur gender
lires in o less-than-bomane way When Flders, o pro-
feagor of pediatric endocringlugy who contivues ko pro-
mote “reconzlroctive” anrgery —rcondfinued on page 60
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F ar the person in exile there is only one country,
the country of his birth, and only one language,
his mother tongue. All other countries and lan-
guages seem fictitions in comparison. And these who
undergo forced or voluntary exile will recognize what
Salman Rushdie describes as “a dream of glorious
return.”

Immediately after the Shah's departure from Iran
in 1979, thousands of men and women who had lived
in exile for many years, myself among them, were on
their way home. Many of ws were leaving behind
things of great value. For me it was an American rep-
utation as a writer, a tenured full professorship at a
reapected university, and many friends. But this was
tn be our glorious return, And it was, in a way, The
dark city of Tehran enclosed us as we arrived.
Suddenly, we saw the familiar faces behind the fow-
ers; we heard the languages, the jokes, the poema, and
the sharp, exquisite blossoming of recogmition. We
were home, the dangerous and familiar home,

I had left that home five years earlier because
represaion had twrned it inte a hell; T went back
because I hoped that the revolution would turn it into
a paradise, I left this last time, in October 1996,
because years of the regime’s brutality had turned
Iran into something worse than hell. This was a coun-
try characterized by one turbulence after another,
with its people, and its writers, riging and falling with
the waves. It's very difficult to be a writer in such a
State. It iz dishonest to see women stoned and keep
gilent. Dizhonest to see the languages of ethnic groups
suppreased and keep silent, It is equally dishonest to
keep vour feelings of love, affection, and passion with-
in the preseriptions of hypoeritical legalities; dishon-
est not to write of what happens between twoe human
beings when they are in bed. It is dishonest not to

age and Creative Imagination in Exile by

*

eza Barahen

a

ﬁg’ht tor the freedom of huma rl.Lxlingj:' and for the free-
dom of expression o literature,

It was with this mood and mentality that [ went
through the Izlamic Revolution of 1972, through
prisan two years later, and my ouster from the
University of Tehran later in 1952, Stripped of all my
rights a5 a human being and forced into exile in my
own home, T began illegally teaching writers in the
basement of my apartment. For many years, that
basement was Iran's center of modern, postmodern,
and feminist hterature, It was the collective womb of
creativity for a younger generation of men and women
who read their works to one another, and studied
Iranian and foreign literature. Exiled and oppressed
by the autherities, we worked to eliminate the patri-
archal structure and styles from the literary ereations
of the individual writer. The writing of those of ws
exiled at home became the voice for what was lacking
in the society

T he Islamic Republic of Iran's attitude toward
writers not affiliated with the government—
whom they label spies for Western govern-
mente—has heen one of utter brutality. Barly in the
revolution, s number of prominent writers either fled
the eountry, or were arrested. In recent vears, three
have died in mysterious circumstances, One of them,
Faraj Sarkoubi, the editor of the monthly Adinek,
underwent atrocious tortures. Meny others lived in
fear and in hiding; several escaped abduction and
attempls on their lives. [ escaped two abductions, and
was under unannounced house arrest; for vears all my
books have been banned. Invitations arrived [rom
Sweden, Canada and the United States. Decisions had
to be made.

I arrived in Caneda in January 1997, It was the
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lengest winter af my lifa, as thix new perigd of exile
kept me, my wife, and two of our children both pare-
lyzed and preocrupied. Al my life, it seems, 1 bave
bived in cxile.

Many pecple tend to view sxile se 8 melephor for
micery mnd trapedy, o their metonymiss. But it is
meve paradexical than that, When I thiak of Canada,
Iran doosn™ uppear in my menory and mind. ran and
Canadz are completely irrelevant to cach olher, T am &
dieplaced pecson ot & writer, and my signiticance lisg
gernewhere elee. Within the conbext of Dersian lan.
puage and lranlan literatwre, particularly the lan-
guage and literature of the last 45 years, my work Lax
o partivelur meaning, eannot explain this bo even the
mioet aympathetic writer or publisher in Caneda, But
I dide’t have fo explain anything to the membera of
oy basement workehep. They fnew what 1 was talk-
g akout; we have one anothers blogd in oor veing I
don't exiat in thair eves phyeically; I exist as languags
and Titerature. 1 am mat & poet and nevelist in their
eyes. | am poetry and ficken. But in the syes of my
Canadian fiends, T am o réaume, without any special

world. My city, Tabriz, i a place of fables and ata-

ries, 8 place reportedly rebuilt by Scheherazade.
am & atory in geveral languegea. I am whet the French
philesopher Michel Poucault celled when, discussiog u
tale by Jorge Luis Borges, the Argentinean writer, a
“nim-place,” which exists only 1 leaguage, And (hat
language is not, readily available in & new home. 1 Jove
the multicultural society of Canada, but [ aulfer Mot
a kind of clauatrophobia. With a language and a =ig-
nilicunce bidden in my chest and throat, I move
argurl from one location to another, and from there to
st anathar place, truly a writer in exle, cxperiencing
the eternal intermingling of memory, decire, hope, and
langupge t0 auch n depree that sll places are left
behind, ard 1 find mysslf in my mouth, throat, and
chest—in the artual seats of my peetic languape. Then
the language of dreatns end desives begins to heve
another function. My entire notion of referentiality
changes, and T don™ frugk my eves anyrante, becpuge
they are not equipped to put me in contact with the
raght things, The panoptic wisual acaity, howsver aew,
beautitul and eoelidly strectured, departe. [ don't see
the scanee befurea me. Visiona Fom another memory
came to fingd me, to tprture me with friends who are
dead and pone, with the loved onee wha keep disap-
peanng, Lke Eurpdice, whe disappeared inlo the mists
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of the underworld whea her husbhand, the poet
Crpheus, made a mistake and looked back, Then, the
poct hiae nothing but 8 language, & veice, 2 mouth,

Little is more traumatic then the auppression of
one's mother tongue. The suppression does wot vesult
in a total amnegia. You wae it one way or another.
Racial or ethnic suppressien of the mother toague can
never be total, beceuse you was it with your family, and
friends, But the dominunt lanpuage and ite culture fin
my cage, Peraign} are imppsed on vy, supplantng
vour mither lonpue and oulture (mine i Azard, &
Turkic language), labeling it the language and culture
of trswtors, The impaosition of Armbic, Tarksh, aod
Pergian onn the Kueds in Irag, Turkey, and Iren, end
the impeaition of Poreian on all the Arord Turks in
Iray, are glaring examplea of cultural and linguistic
supprassion Since this 18 done B carly childhood,
yvou look at the innocent faces of your parents, rela-
tives and hometoen people—in fact, the entine popu-
lation of your province—and you wonder whether it
can be true that the langoages and cultuwre of puch peo-
ple ig a0 treacherous. Your mother tomgue becomes 5
¢riminal oospiraey agminet the great afeind culture
of gtate. I you write anything in your own language,
you automatically become a scparatist and a traitor to
the agvereignty of that stabe. So even in wour child-
hood and youth in your own city you begin to live in
exile, and you are told to hate your mother (ongue,
Whut huppens t0 your ewn lanpuage? You aimply
awallow it. How?

[a the winter of 1945, as a 10-year-old echool kd
in Tabriz, 1 wrate a school paper in coloved ke
Azarl, and hung it an the wall. The paper was in my
mether tongue, the mother tongue of the entine
provinee of Azacbuijun. In those days, @ half-
autonomoue gevernment wag in ¢charge of the effairs
of the prevince. In a faw months thet government was
overthrown and the entral prvermment of lran
regained the contro] of the cty and the province, When
1 took my paper 10 schoel sand hung it on the wall, I
wae forced by the achool auwthorities, whase mother
torygue wag the same as ming and that of my paper, to
lick the ink off the gurfaca of the papsr wun front of all
che tedrthers and the studenta. I gwallgweisgd my mother
tongue. I never forgot the huniiation

I had just begun to wreite pudtly, childish pieces of
paetty In oy mother tonpue. Thet door was shut oo
good. The mother tongue, o lemale tongue, 2 language
learned fium the lipe and the caressas of one's mether,
became  hidden thing The Itheu conneetion to which
the hierarchy of aymiax had net vet been introduced,
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tha irregular end spontaneous thythm of hands, sars,
lips, and mouth—all disappeared in that humiliating
licking of the ink.

Alnvost 50 ycara later, | saw o faw aentences by
tha French feminist and philoscpher Julin Kristave
that could have been written ahont the couras my life
took in the mest few years after that mk-licking:
"Writing in impoesible withoul some kind of exilke.
Exide i alveedy i itself 2 form of disaidense " You dis-
aent from the norm, the mnventional and the regular
The language thut hes been swallowred will turn inte
the actual fruit of tanguage: poetry.

here are about 30 of us, all men, whe sit or ke

stretched on the lpor of one of the upper wards

of the prison, Sinee I have been here, I have
bean blindfolded, so T don't koow that this in the
prison in whach I atayed in 1872 for more than g hun-
dred daye. This time, I am kept blindfolded in this ¢or-
ridor for 22 daya. All the cthers are alss blindfolded.
We aro anonyowud,. Without pame, All the solitery-
confroament cells are oerupied by women. Aas Ilie hers,
atrabehed out on the floor, 1 can 3sa under the blindfeld
prezasd on my eves, threngh the crevice between my
nose end cheeks, the solamn parede of the womeon a8
they are taken to the tollets at the end of the corridor.
Theay lock like ghoata horrowed by pricon authoritiss
fom Fhekespoarsan plays. Upright and digmified,
they walk in chadorg, or in gearves and leng coats, Mol
a mingle twean of hair is allowed to escaupe, The acarves
are pinned under the woowen's ching, and in =pite of
the blindfelds concealing their syes, there iz still goras-
thing magnifizent in the way they cirry themsslves,
The covered hand of the first holds a truncheon
extended to her by a guerd, with the others following
in an irregular ling, ench with her left hand placed oo
the shouldar of the woman abead of her. I cath 8ee thia
through the crevice of my blindfold. The guard has
already warned me: IF I Joosenn my blindfold, he will
heat me savarely. Bat when he tald me thig, he also
aecidentally mentioned my name. Tenight, one of the
women passing, whispered to e “Sir. Sir...are
you.. tha poat, Reza_, are wour?”

Some of the men in the corrider are Bnoring.
Beyond the blindfeld, it ia bright, but hazy, as il an
sverwhelming light has beery muffled behind a ¢lead.
The snoring of tha men 15 a great help, but I am afraid
her soft voice will be detected.

“Who are youT™ | whisper to the woid behind the
blindfold, and then kesp silent, fearing that my voice
might have been heard by the guard or cven by the

fthir priscriers cloge to wat. Nothing comes Eom
behind the doge. T think that perhaps ehe doeae't want
o 1ell e who she ig, that ghe was simply cudious aboit
me. Then she apesks,

I am elunned by what ghe aava: "All four of us are
prognant. We're going to be ahat.”

Afran] W make any move that wiil betray this con-
vereation to the guards, I wait, She, too, waita, After
elmoat balf an howr, she suddenly breathes heawily,
o suye;

[t mrwred.”

“Whut?" ] aak inveluntarih:

*Hera. In me. Joy.. The baby, .. I0 here., Boza”

I don't kntrwr what to say

“BDy butterfly” she murmurs. “Here, Rezu
-.-Here,, My butterfly. . Moving . Ilere.. Falm.. Under
erII-H
“Be careful. They mighl hear your voice™ I say.
Then, aftar 8 moment, I ask, "Where's youwr husband®

“Shat.”

“When?"

*Three weelks ago™

I den™ knuw what to say Nothing has prepared
me {0 apeak to this woman wheae hushand bag b
ehot, and who keeps ropealing “butterfly” and acems
to he inviting me to toach and feal her child's move-
menta through ekln, How oan an Irantan woman say
these thiogs to a man, Lo & mere stranger? [3 there
sornelbing wrong with her mind?

Mt's every day.. My buttarfly.. Every day now...”

“Ask theon to take you to the hospital ... Te them
te send you®

“They'll oo, No need Mo geking., They ¢ome
when the pain comes,”

And after & moment’s silense, she agles: “What's
Your erime’™

“T don't kvew,™ 1 whilsper; | am oot able o Uhdnk
about my crime.

¥ou think thay1l et vou go?™

t firat I cannot hear her very wall—or I don't
A want to believe what I hear Heow can any
woman be put in this pesibion® Then I hesr a
few simpls santencos From her And nothing eles, The
next day, ahe 18 retnoved from hev cell. The women are
arying, all of them. After this, no coe tulks te me any-
tnare From behiod the door; theve ave three of them
new going b0 the toilets. A few daya latem I am
removed to another floor, and ansther axile. Her irreg-
wlar Aentences frem belund the door Fing in my ears:
“They'll ehoot...] have oo —contineed sn poge 1
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THE FIRE

WHEN °

By Mary Lou Greenberg

& I held in my hand the sharp slivers of

glass thot were now the only remains

of the shattered windows, my eve was

drawn to s metal object in the debris, It

was a nail, a small, sharp apike two
inches long. [ shuddered, Hundreds of these projectiles
intended to shred human flesh had besn propellad
outward by the blast when the bomb went off, just a
few feet from the main entrance. I could still 2ee some
of the nails embedded mn the bwilding’s masonry
facade, between the now boarded-up door and bits of
what had been an awning, A crater, a foot deep,
marked where the bomb had been planted. The trajec-
tory of the naile and shrapnel was toward the front
door and windows, and the reception area just inzside.
If the bomb had gone off minutes later, women coming
ta the elinic for abortione would have been among ita
victime. A= it was, security guard Robert I Sanderson
waa killed in the sxplosion, and nurse Emily Lyons
was severely imjured. The bomb was not meant Lo
destroy the building—the New Woman All Women
Health Care clinie in Birmingham, Ala., sustained no
atructural damage—but the walls of the reception
area were torn by the nails,

Just as this anti-personnel bomb at the clinic was
intended to rip apart bodies, so0 too was it meant to
penetrate people’s minds and emotions with a chilling
message; If you provide abortions, if you work at elin-
ica or go to them as clients, you will be & target! This
15 the stark reality behind the statistics on clinie vio-
lence: In the last five vears, six peopls have bean
assassinated at five clinics, They included two doctors,
two clinic workers, one clinic escort, and the security
puard i Birmingham. Seven others were wounded in
these attacks, During the same period, two more doc-
tors were seriously injured—one was shot, the other
glashed with a knife—outside their clinies, And thres
phyeicians were shot and wounded by a sniper or
gnipers in Canada, In 1997, there were a total of 12
bombings or arsons at ULS, clinics, the highest annual
rate since 1984,

I hawe traveled to the sites of all the fatal anti-
abortion asssults to help organize pro-cheiee demon-
gtrations againzt the attacks and to zupport the clin-
ice, Wow, in Birmingham, thess bomb shards brought
home to me once again, with vivid, gut-wrenching
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intenaity, the serivusness and viciousness of this war.

But as soon as the yvellow crime-scene tape came
down, and clinic staff were allowed to enter the build-
ing, an outpouring of support and assistance both
locally and across the country turned the intended
message of intimidation on ita head. It was hard for
gome of the local people to approach the building;
images of their absent colleagues, recurTing in news
photos, were vivid in their minds. But as wolunteers
began to sweep up the glass inside and out, and the
clinic’s owner, Mane Derzis, and its administrator,
Michelle Farley made plans for repairs, the work at
hand propelled all of us forward. Workers were aoon
filling the holes and repainting the walls, and
installing new glasa. A shredded sofa was removed
from the reception room, and chairs from an neide
room which had not been damaged were brought owt
to replace . New plants were delivered. And the
phone began ringing with callzs from women who
wanted to make appointments.

“This Clinic Stays Open!"

At an outdoor press conference exactly one week after
the bombing, Jeff Lyons, the 41-yvear-old husband of
the injured nurse, spoke for us all, “I just want to tell
whoever did this,” he said defiantly, pointing to the
clinie, "it didn't work!” Diane Derzis announced proud-
lv that the clinic was open apgain, and with a full
staffi—thers had not been one resignation, and anoth-
er nurse had come forward to fill in for Emily Lyons. A
gign in the window beldly proclaimed: "This clinic
stays open!”

In the weeks to come, Emily's continuing recovery
and courage would be an inspiration to everyone. The
nurse lost her left eye and sustained serious injuries
to her right one; she had multiple shrapnel wounds in
her face and torso, a broken left leg, and damage to the
muecle in her right leg and to both shins. She was
foreed to undergo numerous surgical procedures, and
received intensive physical therapy. Yet this mother of
two teenage daughters by a previous marriage is
hopieful of walking, even jogging, again. In a statement
read by her hugband at a press conference on March
2, she gaid the bombing had not swayved her from her
gtrong belief that women should have the right to an
abortion if they chooge. “Abortion is a legal and legiti-
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mate form of health care, and 1 offer ne apolo-
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asked her how she felt aboot the desth and

gies for being employed there,” she said. Al a rally to injuries caused by the bombing. She muttered

I arrived in Birmingham on FPriday, protestihe bomb-  that she was "sorry” about the zecurity guard,
January 30, the day after the bombing. On  ingand supporl by sorrjer about “the babies being murdered.”
Saturday morning, | and other out-of-town Aborlienclimies,  fypor oot shortion protesters echoed this
activiets from Hefuse & Hesiat! (an organization E:m;puhiﬁﬁ gentiment, One man, who had been at the

formed in 1988 to oppose today's repressive
political agendal went to Surnmit Medieal
Center, another abortion chimie just a block away, to
jein local voluntesrs in escorting clients to the clinie,
When we arrived, there was a small erowd at the
entrance o the driveway Some wore neon-orange
vests with “clinic escort” printed on the front in bold,
black letters, and were waving cars into the parking
lat. But local anti-abortion activista were present, too.
Showing no remorse about the fatal bombing the day
before, they thrust signs with anti-abortion slogans at
the occupanta of the cars and velled, “Don't murder
your baby!" The demonstration was being orchestrat-
ed by the national leader of Operation Rescue
Mational, Flip Benham. Well-tanned, and with a TV
evangelist's perpetual smile, Benham, like a military
commander, eould be heard urging his troops to give
thair all.

One man, who had driven a woman to her
appointment at the clinie, stormed across the sidewalk
to confront the protesters, with their photos of what
they claimed were bloody aborted fetuses. “The bomb-
ing was terrible. Why are vou out here? he demand-
ed. A protester wearing a clerical collar pointed to the
poster of a fetus and began to speak, but the chal-
lenger cut him off: “This is about a woman's life,” he
said, gesturing toward the clinic door. “It's her choice.
Not yours!” A woman helding anti-abortion pamphlets
tried to elbow me away from the clinic driveway [

bomb scene shortly after the explosion, told
the Birmingham News:"T don't like to see any-
baody die, but thev're in a business of death. . . . You live
by the sword, you die by the sword. We've tald them
that they're in a grisly buginess—the flesh trade. You
never know what's going to happen to you. . . There
are 200 to 300 people [sic] killed a week in lhusl.* clin-
ics. That’s & much more tragic loss of life.”

Such rhetoric encourages attacks on clinics and
staff, says David Gunn Jr., sen of Dr. David Gunn, whe
was murdersd outside a Pensacola, Fla., clinie in
1993 —the first physician killed by an anti-abortion
gunman. Az long as anti-abortion demonstrators con-
tinue to call clinic workers *“murderers,” he said, *you
can't be surpriged” by such attacks,

Justifying the "pro-life” activists” kill-people cam-
paign, Bev, Donald Spitz, director of Pro-Life Virginia,
sent an e-mail to a columnist for the Brrminghom
Post-Herald, stating: “Robert Sanderson [the security
puard] was the protector of the baby Killers and was
an accessory to murder. He was paid with blood money
from the babies that were slaughtered. He reaped
what he sowed. He was not a hero or a good person. He
was a killer, an accessory to murder. He deserved
exactly what he received.”

Spilz alse intruded on the web site Emily Lyons' hus-
band set up e net30).com.emily) to enable people to
gend their get-well wishes to Emily and to publigh
updates on the progress of her —comtinued on poge 59
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waoman, Sohaila, receive
thieves have their right hands ampotated, Sobaila
had been arrested walking with a man who was not a
relative, a sufficient crime for ber to be found guilty of
adultery. Since she was single, it was punishable by
fogging; had she been married, she would have been
publicly stoned to death.

Az Sohala, El‘.||:'|:'||.'||l=:tE|._"|.' coverad in the shrowd-like
burga wveil, was forced to kneel and then flogged,
Taliban “checrleaders™ had the stadium ringing with
the chants of onlookers. Among those present there
were just three women: the voung prisoner, and two
female relatives who had sccompanied her. The crowd
fell silent only when the luckless thieves were driven
into the arena and pushed to the ground. Physicians
uzing surgical scalpelas promptly carried out the
amputations. Holding the severed hands aloft by the
index fingers, a grinning Taliban fighter warned the
huge crowd, “These are the chopped-off hands of
thieves, the punizshment for any of you caught steal-
ing." Then, to restore the party atmosphere, the
thieves were driven in a jeep once around the stadium,
a flourish that brought the crowd to their feet, as was
intended,

These Friday circuses, at which Rome's Caligula
would douldless have felt at home, are to become

sushl digplaga. "W hiia Tob ‘ol soch - umpuibistos

cazes, hut the previous civil zervanls didn't have the
courage to do what we are doing. These peopls have
now been replaced, and these events wall continue.” In
fact, the next scheduled program, as announced,
would be one stoning to death and three amputations.

Earlier that same week, three men actused of
“buggery” had been sentenced (o death by being par-
tially buried in the ground and them having a wall
pushed over on them by a bulldozger, & bizarre and
labor-intensive form of execution dreamed up by the
supreme leader of the Taliban, the 36-year-old Mullah
Mohammad Omar. After another man, a saboteur, was
hanged, his corpse was doven around the city, swing-
ing from a crane. Clearly, there ia nothing covert about
the regime’s punitive measures, In fact, the Taliban
insure they are a5 widely publicized as possible. Last
March, for example, the regime's radio station, the
only one permitted to operate, broadeast to the nation
that a young woman caught trying to flee Afghanistan
with a man who was not her relative had been stoned
o death, On another occasion, 1E was announced over
the airwaves that 225 women had been rounded up
and sentenced o a lashing for viclating the dreas code.
Une woman had the top of her thumb amputated for
the erime of wearing nail polish. And when the

Talibs, liks hese boys, are awthorzed o shoot or whip women il they decide any &re Breaking e Takiban's repressive laws.
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stan 15 uncertain: possibly 15, maybe 22 mil-
lign, The 115 Department of State’s figure on war
fatalities—1.5 million—has not changed since 1985,
although the armed conflict there is now in its 19th
vear) For the last two vears, the Taliban have been
trying to win both a seat at the United Mations and
international recognition. Thus [ar, only three coun-
tries have recognized the regime: Pakiatan, the United
Arab Emirates, and Saudi Arabia, And even Pakistan
is becoming embarrassed by its neighbor.

Until the Taliban came to power, Saudi Arabia
was the most oppressive country on earth for women,
and many of the Taliban's restrictions are rooted in
that hardline Gulf state’s gender apartheid. Saud:
Arabia has also been financially supportive of the
Taliban and the religious schools in which they are
indoctrinated. "We have long regarded the Bsudi king-
dom a& our right hand.” says the head of the Taliban
governing coungil.

The Taliban regime claim they are restoring
Afghanistan to the “purity of Islam,” and the Weatern
press invariably parrota them. But authorities in a
number of Muslim countries insist that few of the
regime’s dictates have a basis in Islam. And just as the
UMN. has denied the Taliban a seat in the General
Assembly, so too, the Organization of Islamic

what is illegal grows daily: music, movies and televi-
gion, picnics, wedding parties, New Year celebrations,
pny kind of mixed-zex gathering. They've also banned
children's toys, including dolls and kites; card and
board games; cameras; photographs and paintings of
people and animals; pet parakeets; cigarettes and
alcobwl; magazines and newspapers, and most books,
They've even forbidden applause—a moot point, since
there's nothang left to applved.

“Whatever we are doing in our country, it is not in
order for the world te be happy with us,” Sher Abbas
Stanakzai, who until recently was the Taliban's 36-
svear-old deputy Minister of Foreign Affairs, told me
during my visit. Explaining why his regime has
banned virtually all forms of entertainment, he sayvs,
“Time should be spent serving the country and pray-
ing to God. Mothing else. Evervthing else is a wasate of
time, and people are not allowed to waste their time.”

For women, the restrictions are even harsher
Female education, from kindergarten through gradu-
ate school, banned. Employment for women, banned.
It's now illegal to wear makeup, nail polish, jewelry,
pluck your eyebrows, cut your hair short, wear colorful
or stylish clothes, sheer stockings, white zocks and
ghoes, high-heel shoes, walk loudly, talk loudly or

Afraid of the Taliban's long reach, these Alghan schoolgirts cover their taces ta avoid recognition, aven in a refeges camp in Pakistan,




laugh in public. In fact, the government doesn't believe
women should go sut at all; “Women, you should not
step outside your residence” reads one of the Taliban
dictates,

If warmen do venture out, it muat be for an ezsen-
tial, government-sanctioned purpose, and they must
wear the all-enveloping buirge. Even then they risk
their lives. Mot so long ago, a young mother, Torpeka,
was shol repeatedly by the Taliban while rushing her
gserivusly ill toddler to a doctor. Veiled as the law
requires, she was apolied by a teenage Taliban guard,
who tried to stop her because she shouldn't have left
her home, Afraid her child might die if she were
delayed, Torpeka kept poing. The gusrd aimed his
Kalashnikov machine-gun and fired several rounds
directly at her. She was hat, but didn't die on the spot,
as she could have. Instead, Afghans watching the inci-

which are rarely available, and have all windows,
except the drivers, covered with thick blankets.

It iz now illegal for women to talk to any men
except close relatives, which precludes them from vis-
iting male physicians, no matter how sick. At the time
of my recent visit, the evening curfew began at 7:30
p.m., after which no one, except government troops,
was allowed out, even for medical emergencies. Even
women in labor and needing hospital care must
remain at home until morming.

It would probably be quicker to list what the
Taliban haven't banned. The regime has even out-
lawed paper bags. Like many of their edicts, this
would be laughable if the penalties for infractions
weren’t g0 severe. Break the Taliban's law and you
risk imprisonment, flogging, or worse. And to insure
their dictates are followed, religious police, part of the

Atber 19 pears ol eonlliel, Kabul, ance Ahghanistan’s symbol of medernily. is new (he masl war-damaged and landmined capital in the world,

dent in the crowded marketploce intervened, and
Torpeka and her child received prompt medical atten-
tion, When her family later complained to the Taliban
authorities, they were informed that it was the injured
woman's fault. She had no right being out in public in
the first place.

The burga 15 a garment that covers women from
head to toe, the heavy gauze patch across the eyes
makes it hard to see, and completely blocks peripher-
al vision. Since enforved veiling, a growing number of
women have been hit by vehicles becawse the burga
leaves themn unable to walk fast, or see where they are
going. Recently in Kabul, a Taliban tank rolled night
over g veiled woman, Fortunately, she fell between the
tracks. Inatead of being crushed to death, she was not
serionely hurt, but wae severely traumatized.

To insure women are effoced as effectively as if
they never existed, the government ordered all exteri-
or windows of homes to be painted black. The only
public transport permitted women are special buses,

28 - summer 1988

“Department for the Propagation of Virtue and the
Suppression of Vice” constantly roam the streets.
Often teenage boys armed with automatic weapons,
they also carry broken-off car serisls or electrical
cabling to whip women they decide are not properly
observing the regulations,

Despite its disastrous and very public record on
human rights, when the Taliban was petitioning the
United Nations for a seat in the General Aszembly
last May, its then New York representative, Abdul
Hakeem Mujahid, claimed his government was “pro-
tecting human rights and liberties in Afghanistan " He
also etated that, having put a stop to the “miserable
living conditions under which our women were living,"
they had “restored women's safety, dignity and free-
dom." He then went on to justify the Taliban's ban on
women’s education: Afghanistan lacks the resources to
educate them, he said, adding that the Taliban also do
not trust the values that became part of the education
system under previous governments. Those reserva-
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tiong, however, only apply to women, since the regime
continues to educate boys,

Mujahid omitted to mention a personal detail—
how he circamvents the ban for his own daughter by
sending her to an English-language school in
Pakistan. But this kind of hypocrisy is common in
Afghaniatan teday. Under the regime, cigarette smok-
ing 15 severely punished, vet in every Taliban office 1
entered in Kabul, even that of the head of the depart-
ment of Virtue and Vice, Mullah Qalam-ad-Din, from
whom most of the restrictions originate, used aghtrava
were always in evidence. A senior official in the foreign
ministry chain-smaoked throughout our hour-long con-
versation. “lan't that illegal?” 1 asked. *I can't help it,
I'm addicted,” he replied with a smile,

While touting to the UN. the Taliban's “improved”
living conditions for women, Mujahid didn't mention

the regime's banming of women's employment, or any
of their myriad other restrictions, which have so con-
etrained women's lives that half the population of the
couniry is now effectively confined to house arrest.

Amnesty International calls Afghanistan under
the Telihan “a human rights catastrophe” Afghan
women, struggling to survive in what has become &
police state claiming to be a theocracy, describe them-
selves as the “living dead.”

It is hardly surprising, then, that the UN. has not
seated the Taliban delegation; or, indeed, that the cre-
dentialzs committes has refused even to meet with the
regime’s representative in New York, and most offi-
cials prefer to duck his phone calls. But the UN. has
seated the representatives of some pretty brutal
regimes in the past, and the ostracism is unlikely to
last forever—eapecially with lobbyists for American
vil concerns entering the picture.

Unocal, a California-hased global energy company,
heads up one of two consortiums engaged in fierce
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competition to build gas and oil pipelines from land-
locked Turkmenietan to Pakistan through war-torn
Afghanigtan. In testimony to the US. Congress this
February, John Maresca, vice-president in charge of
Unocal's international relations, referred to the $4.5
billion, some T90-mile project as the “new Silk Road...a
commercial corridor that can link Central Asia supply
with the demand, once again making Central Aszia the
crossroads between Europe and Asia”

Iran offers an alternative pipeline route, but
because of LLS. sanctions legislation, American com-
panies would not be able to participate in its con-
struction—aor, a8 a result, gain any benefit from what
are considered the largest untapped oil and gas
reserves outeide the Middle East. And while Unocal
Bays it cannot sign any deal with the Taliban until
they are formally recognized, this hasn't stopped them

Kol 50 leng age, this avenue was a major, internationsl shepping center. Today, these ruins reflect canditions in the rést of the country

from winang and dining Taliban officials, and arrang-
ing shopping trips for them to purchase luxory items
on their visite to the ol company in the LS, Unocal
already has a $900,000 training program underway, in
collaboration with the University of MNebraska at
Omaha, for pipeline construction personnel, a pro-
gram limited to Afghan males, Additionally, the duo
has established two technician treiming centers in
Afghanistan, also benefitting men only.

Unocal’s main partner in the consortium is Delta
0] Co, a Sandi-owned company, in whose behalf for-
mer White House legislative assistant Paul Behrends
and Delta's American vice-president Charles Santos, a
recent [N, peace negotiator in Afghanistan, are busy
lobbying in Washington.

The pipeline would bring the Taliban some 5100
million annually in transit fees, in addition to provid-
ing thousands of jobs and improving infrastructure—
building roads, supplying electricity, telephones, ete.—
in the war-devastated country, The Clinton adminis-
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tration reportedly supports the
Afghan pipeline, which would
free the new nations of Central
Asia  from  dependence  on
Ruasia, avoid the [ranian route,
and bring needed energy to the
Indian subrontinent.

Competing with Unocal to
build the pipeline iz Bridas
International of Argentina,
whose managing director, Mario
Lopez Olacireegu, has gone on

HOW YOU CAN AID THE
WOMEN OF AFGHANISTAN
Clearly, the Femdnist Majority and NOW
campalgn is hawving an eliect on
Unocal. But this is just a baginning, To
help restone human rights (o wormen in
flghanistan, add your name Lo a peti-
tion the Feminiat Majority i sending to
the LS. government and the United
Mations. Call T03-622-2214 or to trans-
it instant e-mail via the Feminigl

astrous public relations record.
None of which has affected the
Taliban, however, who have sines
clamped down harder on women,
this time ordering that all foreign
MMusalim women working with the
M. or NGOs be accompanied by
male chaperones, which in effect
will halt their employment in
Afghaniatan.

While it may be some time
hefore Taliban coffers are swollen

record saying he i3 not con-
cerned about the Taliban's
human rights wviolations. *We
are just an oil and gas compa-
iy, he saya. “We are not bothered by human rights or
politics,” The Taliban, for their part, say they will
award the pipeline contract to the consortium that is
first able to start construction. Unoeal’s deadline to
begin ia this coming December.

Majority's “Tahe Action™ centes, log on
to http: /A www. feministorg,

by petrodollars, one of the main-
stays of the regimes economy is
heroin production, which they use
in part to supply their war
machine, Afghanistan now produces more of the nar-
cotic than any other country—and much of it ends up
on the strestz of the U1E. Despite promizes by the
Taliban to eradicate the industry, aceording to a report
released last Febrary by the UUN. Inter- national

Lelt: Alghan wemen begging o survive, Righl: Banmed from callege, women sludenis costlimue their edwestion in an endergreund school.,

A number of American women's organizations,
headed by the FPeminist Majority and the Mational
Cheganizgation for Women, have mobilized 1o prevent
the Clinton sdministration from recognizing the
Taliban government unless it radically changes its
treatment of women, They are also campaigning for
Unocal to include women in their training programs.
As we went to press, sources within Unocal admitted
this campaign iz beginning to have an effect. & split
has occurred within the oil company—those who want
to press ahead, and those who do not want a political-
ly embarrassing “rogue operation.” As the TS,
womens campaign gains momentum, Unecal is also
hnding foreign investors suddenly unenthusiastic
about being affihated with a regime with such a dis-

30 - summer 1994

Marcotics Control Board, the harvest of opium poppy,
from which heroin is derived, increased by 25 percent
in Afghanistan during 1997, The Taliban control 96
percent of Afghanistan’s total opiem output, this cowmn-
try's only real remaining cash crop.

Though it was always impoverished, before the
Soviet invasion Afghamstan was able to feed its peo-
ple. Today, after almost 20 years of war, this is no
lomger true. Afghan women, in the rural areas, have
always worked alongside men in the fields. In the cap-
ital, until the Taliban teok over, they often wore
Western dress, served in parliament, and worked in a
variety of professions, including medicine, engineer-
ing, architecture, the media and law. During the long
years of fighting, as men were killed, went missing, or



FREHNT

became disabled, the survival of many families came
to depend on women's income,

Before the Taliban ban on fernale emplayment, 70
percent of the teachers in Kabul were women, as were
50 percent of the civil servants and university stu-
dents, and 40 percent of the doctors. '

Why does the regime insist that women be con-
fined at home? Reducing women to mere objects, the
minister of education says, “Tt's like having a Nower, or
a rose. You water it and keep it at home for yvourself, to
look at it and smell i, It [a woman] is not supposed to
be taken out of the house to be smelled.” Ancther
Taliban leader is less poetic: “There are only Lwo
places for Afghan women—in her husband's house,
and in the graveyard.”

I have been vieiting and reporting on Afghanistan
since 1984, and have traveled extensively throughout
the country, but it was only during my visit last fall
that I gaw for the first time legions of women and chil-
dren reduced to beggary, the result of the Taliban's
ban on womens employment. Many families, having

HE
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gtill receiving one. Maost cannot afford to buy the gar
ment, and whaole neighborhoods muat share one. It can
take several days for a woman's turn to come round;
even if she has money to shop for food, she can't go out
until then.

In Kabul, the number of street children has risen
from an estimated 28,000 to 60,000 in the last vear.
This city, onee & symbol of modernity for Afghanistan,
ig now in ruins—the most bomb-damaged capital in
the world. It is also the most land-mined. Mines maim
andfor kill an average of 25 people & day in
Afghamistan. Two-thirds of them are children. It is
predominantly children who herd animals, or search
for fuel or for scrap metal to sell to help support their
families. Scrap metal merchants will only purchase
unexploded bombs or shells if the children disarm
them firat. Kids doing this highly risky work earn on
average enough to buy just two or three pieces of
bread per day.

Deapite the terrible toll mines are taking, the
Taliban have interfered with programs to teach

Weiled wamen &1 3 supplementary leading cesler for childres. Forty parcent of Kabul is now meduced o lving on food handouts.

sold all their household itema, even blankets, are sur-
viving on bread and sugarless tea, Supplementary
feeding centers, funded by foreign agencies, are dotted
across the capital. Here, malnourished children-—four-
vear-olds weighing 16 pounds, 18-month-old teddlers
weighing 9 pounds—are fed. Their mothers are not,
even though they, teo, are malnourished. Women often
pat once every two or three days, preferring instead Lo
give whatever food they have to their children.
According to new UN. figures, some 40 percent of the
Kabul population now exists on food handouts, either
from humanitarian agencies or from begging.

The legally mandated burgae has alse become a
severe financial hardship, The veil now costs the
equivalent of five months salary—if any women were

women and children how to locate and stay clear of
mines. Board games used by foreign humanitanan
agencies to mnstruct a mostly illiterate population in
mine-awareness have been disallowed because they
use now-banned pictures of humans or animals com-
ing too close to a mine; an alternative, flash cards, has
also been outlawed—as gambling

Conditions are a0 deplorable for women under the
Taliban that many are now severely depressed.
Without the resources to leave the country, an increas-
ing number are now choosing suicide, onee rare there,
as a means of escape. A European physician working in
the ity told me, “Doctors are seaing a lot of esophageal
baurns. Women are awallowing battery acid, or poiso-
nows household cleansars, —continwed on poge 57

on the issues - 31






MHCTCE COREREIE] |

SEMDER PLOLITIES

1o Be Male or To Be Female—
That Is the Question

Gender, Sex and Politics in Shakespeare

by Marilyn Stasio

ben Sarah Bernhardt played Hamlet in

1584, two French critics disagreed ao wig-

lently sbout hey performance that they

malchad ovar to the Spine and onto the

Igle de la Grande Jatle, where they
feught & dwal it which Bernhardt’s champion was seri-
onely wounded. All Paris asd, indesd, rooet of the liter-
ary waorld, took sides in this ranmorcua digputa, which
tarned on the luditrous queetion of whether
Barnhardt, a theatrically towering but phyeically
diminutive actress, conald lay legitimmbe claim to a
cheracter deseribed i Shakespearss taxt as “fat and
scant of breath.”

Ar theatrical prouhahas go, the fatty Eracan was
ot am marderous as, say, tha 1643 Astor Plare Gpem
Howae vok in New York, in ohach 31 lives ware logt
when 8 gang of edmirers of the Amarican sctor Edwin
Forresl atiacked partisens of hig English rival William
Charles Marrendy, who was performing Macheth. All
the mamns, the vitriclic rheteric unleaashed by the
appeavance of & great emale actress in a4 great mele
role was genuinely fisrce—and awfully slly.

Yoo always pget into xlly iseucs when B woman
playve & mane rcols,” saye the actress Kethleen
Chatsnt, who wae nominated for a Tony Awerd in
1553 fer the three male rolea she took in the Broadway
production of Angels fh Amerscg, and who also won
acclasim in the role of Clov in Samuel Beckait's

Endgame. Like Heamlets girth, the

Sarak Bembwedt  fhatter of how & man croasen bhis Knses
(el Inawwt-  qualifics a8 one of thoae silly issues,
wiphaingrapl.  ggyy Chelfant, whe hed problems with
M e movesnent hersclf “T fiaslly had
:."" h:ﬂm my husbend ait in a chair with oo
Gl 71 "3 clpthes on, end s his kmees, 85 1
Eampich could sea whera hig balls go”

TEhoaiey.” An Gerds Teranow points out in

har sxhenetive scholavly study The

Berrnharde Homlel: Cufitre and Conderf, “in opera, in
balket, and in theatre, the female frapexti Tole had by
the 158th cenbury hecome & slardurd convention.” The
baliet was sp “anturated” with femals performers in
mals roles that, "ootaide of Rusgis and Tenmark, maks
dancing was soricusly impaired in the 19th cantury”
And stuge companies in France, England, and America
were 30 hogpitable b woan in clusxice]l male parts
that by the tme Barnhardt andertock Hamlst, mere
than £0 actrepscs bad already had & crack at the rols,

Now, a twnbury later, with adtressas taking to tha
practice aguin, you'd think that the sight of women in
raake trowgers or tights would be lamiliar cooogh not to
stampede the liveatock or send the men dashing oot to
dusl. But, hirmevar Tofty the mole or ambilaows Uhe per-
formance, any womean who takes the part of a man still
finds herself being jodged on the gilly isques. (She's too
fat or boo slender or too soft or too supple or simply too
pracefol when she oroases her meee to be entirely con-
vioring ae & “real” roan.] Hew eorae? Bocase criticismo
formuletad on phygical principles i8 still the safegt,
mneakieat way of saving (withott losd o orwea orodibili-
ty A2 A critic] that women can't play men.

“1had noidea that I was about to be convineed thaet
women cannok ‘do’ men's parts,” the American actrese
Flizabeth Robina said in 190, in 8 commentary oo
Bernhardta Hamlet ahe wrobe for The North American
Revieryr. Befusing ta weigh in oo the sveirdupois coa-
troverey, Robins instend attacked Bernhardt for play-
ing Hamlst g8 “2 scampich schoolboy” Daring amd
irrevarent, it waa an interpretation that delibarately
undarmined the Romantic tradition of that sy, brood -
ing, mernmrial prince of malanchelid wheo was or 15th-
century audianess “a symbal,” 84 Taranow puts it, “of
the spiritually embottled heroc sneitive, creative,
philopophie, irvescluts, pesaimistic, cosmic, And
choorned ™

Unlike the popular, contemporary Hamiet of
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_ nother technique for lan
is to accuse an actress of over-cmoting m a mann
ically “womanly,” rather than simply human.

Edwin Borth (“Hamlet with alb hie sensitivenssa, pro-
fundity and subtilized passion emphasizcd™),
Bermthardts impetbutons young prince wis b Sonide”
and Mrankly comic” for Robins' remantic tagbe. "It wos
agk the gentle prince, che melancholy Dane, that we
were seelng, nor any man of eny sort,” she wrobe, “hat
ah amazringly gond imitatiern f a high gpivited, gomme-
what malicicus boy™

Calling pn actress *boyigh” 8 no cotopliment in the
lexvicon of theatricat cribiciem. It is a snide way of ridi-
culing her perfoemanse and diminighing her person—
and it is skl widely practiced by critieal pundits,
Writing in New Yok magazing in 1882, .John Stmwon
tcrmed Diane Veoora “a runt of & prinee™ in the role of
Hamlet at the New York Shakespeare Fegtival “She
doca oot for 1 mement pass for 2 man,” Simon seid,
eerily echeing Elizabeth Hobine' eriticiam of
Bemmhurdt, "A twelve-yoar-vld boy, ves, though u mather
ernall one—=rith a1l manner of little-boyish tricks and
mannérisme—and, g3 6 collaagus remarked on the way
out, 8 very creditable Poter Pan.”

Ancther technique for landing & dirly critical
punch i3 to accuse Bn actregs of over-emoting in & man-
nur presumed 1o be gpecifically “womanly,” rather than
gmply hurnan When the lrigh-born actress Fioose
Shaw gave her atriking interpretativn of Richard IT
laat year, the Britich preas bit her in & hundred places
for being too wild, too cmotional, o intense, too fren-
zied, tno Haming—lenguage suggestive of & Yictorian
phyeician diggnesing & case of wtenne hyeteria,

Probably the most cutbing criticiern of women play-
ng men's roles is the ferniniast charpe that women
shouldn't be playing twen in the Arst placs.

“This ie 2 very conflicting issue for s feminist in &
post-femtirust peraod,” sayve Barbare Scofield, lormerly
director of undergraduate theater at the Univereity of
Mimouri m KEunsas City. “IT you believe thal women
showld be ofered Az broad an oppartanity a8 men o
exprass their experience of life ag human baings, theo
you have g dilememy with women in male robes, Pavt of
vou believes that women in theater ahould be promot-
ing the work of women,"

H - cummer 19498

The cenflict i even more arnbe when women teke
ot Shakespearean roles, according 10 Sonfield, whe g
writing her dectoral digsertation on the two pre-emi-
nent woemen's Shakespearean ecting tompanics it (hs
country, the Bardoa-haged Company of Women and the
Los Angeles Women's Shakespesare Company
“Ehaksspsars is the King of the Dead White Male cul-
turza] icone, just lilke Elvig ia the King of Rock and Rall.”
she agys, “so thert is tremendoud eriticism from femd-
miate about deing the work of a plagwright who em-
bodies 1he white male patriarchal eoliure of the
wregbern warld.”

mrnh Bernhardt weathered the critical atorm in

Faria in 1894 and took her production. of Hamlet

to Austria, Switzcrland, Hungary, South America,
the United States, and BErglamd, Todsy, all-women
Shakespesrean companise contious ta explore the clas-
sical canon and, in the process, 10 inapiore other femele
Humater professionals to fellew their lead. A little oriti-
iem jEn't about to make thiz pheoomenon go away,
brecause women of vision have something to teach
western civilization about its drametic literature.

Oz of these visionariea g Kyjstin Linkliater, the
artistic directer and cofowndar (with feminist paychol-
ogist Carol Gilligan) of the Company of Woemen, “Our
misgion,” as ahe defined it in 1990, “ia tg hring the voie-
&2 of women and pirls into the mainstream of ve the-
atar in order 1o add fresh reaonance to the aocient
puwer of thaater te iluminate and heal ite commanitg®

The vigion part, drawn from ker seminal work on
vocul theory and techwique, Froctre the Mapyral Vidoe,
haa tn Ao wilh Linklatar's belief (hat the human body
can be transtormed—“on o moleculer leval, ws well ea
on an ithaginutive level"—when the "natural vgice™ is
freed_ “Freeing the nabural veice tesns rermoving the
conditioned defenssg and lmitsticns of pxpresgion that
manifest yocally in musculer tensmion,” explains
Linklatar, who currently tesches in the gradoats the-
ater departmont of Columbla University in Now York
City "Once v releasa those conditioned hatits, sou
free & voice that has A range of three ta fiur netavas.”

These “expandad fermnale voices* are able o amorm-
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modate male characters of great size, Linklater says.
“It was never our intention to interpret Shakespeare’s
male characters from a narrow female perspective,”
ghe pointe out, but to "abzerk”™ them into the enviched
peychic and emotional resources of the freed voice.
Through the provess, the performer finds a source of
“dormant energy” that, when activated, can penerate 'a
sense of being possessed.”

Linklater experienced that feeling of possession
herself, when she played King Lear and multiple male
roles in Henry V. 71 found that, in entering these male
worlds, 1 had tapped a source of psyehic and physical
power that was intoxicating,” she says, “so much 50,
that when I stepped out of the role and back into my
woman's life, the gquestion was;, MNow, where did that
energy ga’

This 15 the kind of talk that can make a feminist
queasy, with its implication that women must assume
male roles in order to access these hidden pools of pay-
chie and E}h:,'sj.;:u] ENETEV. But, as Barbara Scofield
points out, the theory is entirely consistent with Carol
Gilligan's groundbreaking studies in the psychology of
voung girls. “Freeing the natural voice,” says Scofield,
“means freeing the original female voice. . .the female
voice before it came into conflict with the stifling patri-
archal culture and was silenced.”

Other actresses who have played classical male
roles confirm the sense of transformation that made
Kristin Linklater feel “possessed” when she played
King Lear. “Tt changed me,” savs Lisa Wolpe, of her
experience in the role of Richard IIL “T think it made
me o better person because I explored a dark side of
myself and, having brought it to light, I was able to
choose whether to be a relentless force or a collabora-
tave foree in my own life”

olpe, the founder and artistic director of the
\ Los Angeles Women’s Shakespears Company,

saye she was not seduced by the predatory
king's evil soul—but she was exhilarated by the oppor-
tunity to plunge into its blackness. “As g woman, 1 am
always pressing myself to be nurturing, eollaborative,
arl peaceful in the world,” she says, “so it was liberat-

Right: Lisn Walgs &
Amgala, and Karnla
Foreman &3 Isabella
I bt Lo Amgalas
Womens
Skakrspeare
Compasy's prodection
ol kzasive dor Measare,
May 1957 Kathryn
Chadlpn [second fam
tap) plays Ghe in
Samos| Bechell's
Encpare,

Abcrae and right:
Stenas Irom Krislin
Linklater's Company
of Womien's @aduc:
(g o A Laar In
1006,



GEMDER PROLITICS

ext is transformed when wq
especially when they play them in the act of making

ing to be able tn explove, throogh this chaaoter, oy
voracisus, ambiticus side” She adds that it was also
"strengthening to break through those conshicting
rules of order that povam the behavior of woman,
presding thatn to be invigibie and supportive of the
gtatua gue.”

This intorication (hat wormen experenoe when
they play men’s roles seems t0 derive, in large part,
from the nnate political power that maaeulinily cnn-
fers. Although critics like John Simon imply that
wrotrln teke male roles out of gender envy, it denme to
be the power, not the masculinity, that women find
irreaistible.

Arcerding 10 Kuthleen Chelfant, “What men have
I nariral authority in the waeld, and wou don's realize
that unkl vou play a mun " She wrus forever petting the
divectorial nobe thet she was “not regal engugh™ when
playing queana and other famale figures of authority
“Wou think you're being very regel Yow stand up
gtraight, walk with dignity, and you think you arc
being very frm and authoritative. But what ].ruu're
really doing (& ingaiing on your strength From 8 poei-
tign of weakness,” she gaye "Playing a man made me
feal entiled, ao that ] didn't heve to ineist on my
authgrity”

learly, actreesas have much togain, an an artiztie

aind Lechnical level, from taking male rlee To

Barbara Scofield’'s way ol thinking, that alone
ghould Justlfy the practice of playing against gender,
especially in the monumental Shakespesroan rles.
“B0 many actreases just have this langing to do the
work,” she gaye, *to speak thoss warde, to feel theas
Feeling=, to be that cnormous. Wornesn are oot often
given the opporhunity to be enarmoue. IHa a braman-
dous fegling fur an artiet.”

At the garne tirme, there iR sarmething to be gaid for
the fregh ingighte that women brmg to the male roles
they pley and the illvainstion (hat these ingights cast
on familiar texta. Kathleen Chalfant gpeaks of the pro-
found senee of desolaticn that struck her when Clov
legwes Harun at the end of Endgeme. “Although Clovw
is an andrggyneus figure and is elways played by &
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man, the relationship belwesn Hamm and Clovr hes
often becn taken to be the relationship betwean
Beckett and his wife" eays Chalfant, “When vou 96 ic
Bx & maurrisge, in which Clov is in the apperently sub-
garvient peaition, you really feef it when he walks out
on aomecne who is abeolutely helplegs™

To Lise Wolpe, the misogyny of characters like
Heory ¥ Richard III, end Angels i Megsure for
Meamre leaps fromn the taat wihen the lines are spoken
by a woman “Cur audiencus lowe: the seduction scenes,”
ahe gays. “The misggyniet lines alwaya get hupge
laugha, beranse you really Aear them when a woman is
the sednear™

“The huge reveletion for me,” says Barbarz
socfield, “wae how audiences learn about themedlneg
when they are confronted by their own stereotypen
Time after time, people 2aid to me, T oo in with preg-
udices. | came in expecting a freak show" And alwraye,
after the firgt 15 rinutes or g, they pet caught up in it
and thay are able to see threngh their own pogjudices”

IE t8 by iJlurminating che ¢ore imsaca of a taxt, how-
evar, that pender bending really wins ite guit (o be
taken cevipuely, Mauwmnen Shoa, who hes directed for
bueth the Company of Women and the Loa Anpeles
Womern'a Shakeapeare Company, cffers exsmple after
exarmpla of how text is tranaformed when women play
men—especially when they play them in the act of
muking war.

A different thing happena eith the violenes,
bocauae & woman's experienct with viclence ig oom-
pletely different from 8 man's” say3 Jhea, whe s direc-
tor of theater of Emergon Htagn in the divigion of per-
forming arts st Emersan College in Boaton, whers she
alss teaches. “Men's childheod playing a1 war games
thews their semea of viglence, batanes they come to the
ﬂfrﬂ-EE akill ‘Plﬂ._‘_f’i.ng" scldiers amnd cowrboya, But wamen
don't play at violence an children We dem't huve that
experionea with wae 5o, when you put a awerd in a
womans hand there's much more danger, becauss a
wiman takes it more sariouely, You never fesl, a8 you
do with the guys, uh-oh, here comes the fight scene
When it's women wilth swords in their hands, it's oot a



men play men —
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fight scene—it's a scene of violence,”

Erstin Linklater was angered when she heard crit-
ic John Simon say, as he watched a woman play a tra-
ditional male role in Henry V, that, "it was ridiculous
seeing women bryving to play soldiers” since the whole
point was to show that war iz itself an unnatural act. “If
women aren't supposed to make war,” she says, “then
why are human beings deing it7

Another area to which female performers bring gpe.
cial msight 15 the domestic front. Over and over, theater
professionals say that Shakespearean scenes betweon
marriage partners or parents and children take on more
emotional depth with women in the roles.

Likm women

ing moment came when Frances G Co0 a0
Weat, playing Eszex in Henry V ..:-I;T{,mg_ !
and telling of the death of Suffolk spoke  Zars
the lipe: “And all my mother came into  Berskardl, seen

F or Maureen Shen, one such reveal-

mine eyes and gave me up to teare” The D878 M CAQn,
gt i B= pH was judged an

connection the actress made, according appearance, sel
to Shea, waz the connection with her pegermance.
own mother, and the reading became

profoundly moving, “The relationship

betwesn o woman and her mother is totally different
from the one between a man and his mother,” says
Shea, “and when Frances West spoke that line, in that
way, I heard it for the firet time. I heard the whole text
differently.”

A hundred years ago, Elizabeth Robins conceded
that Bernhardt's Hamlet had the same emotional force.
“It does, perhaps, take a French tongue to uiter the
word “father’ with such an effect,” she wrote, “but cer-
tainly, having seen a good many Hamlets, I never got so
vivid an impression of the warm, personal relationship
between the buried Majesty of Denmark and his son a3
Madame Bernhardt gave me.”

Perhaps, to steal a line from Hamlet, “Though this
be madness, vet there is method in it.™ W

£ B TR N

io ia @ columnist for The New York Times and
frequently writes on theater for national publications
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Meditations on Aging a

by Kate Miller

Rnﬂ'ﬁn’ season at the farm, not that bad, but not
that good either: the tedium of a amall commu-
ity, shearing trees, so exhavsted afterward
that I did nothing but read. A season without writing or
silk screening or drawing, Back to the Bowery and
another emptinesa. | cannot apend the whole day read-
ing, so [ write, or try to, A pure if pointless exercise. My
hooks are out of print, even Sevwol Politics, and the
manuscript about my mother cannot find a publisher.

Tryving also to get a job. At first the academic voices
were kind and welcoming, imagining [ am rich and am
doing this for amusement, slightly embarrassed as they
offer the usual new slave wages of 21,200 or $1,500 per
course. Things have gotten worse since I was a young
lecturer at Barnard College in New York, earning $308
a month (they didn't pay during the summer months).
Mow a far more evil system has been inaugurated, not
just affecting teaching assistants in graduate school,
but graduates and Ph.D s A two-ticr system, where the
fortunate have *lines” and "positions” and the ather 50
percent of college faculty, the “adjuncts,” have nothing,
Mo benefits, no assurances, no future. As “temps™ they
are paid plece-work by the course, tiny sums that are an
insult to them as well as their students, who pay plen-
ty and have no idea this is going on, This is now 8 scan-
dal all over the country. Saving the new corporate wuni-
versity a bundle in salary and benefits, dividing the
faculty, and enforcing quiet and cbedience and social
and political conformity throughout our society, T hate
the new American university for outdoing industey in
“cutting back” to temporary and part-time teaching,
Peonizing learning this way, and so devaluing the
learned; the faculty reduced to mere emplovees of the
administrators whoe now rule the academy according to
the harshest corporate model. This in a time when
Columbia and New York University are two of the lead-
ing real estate powers in my city: landlords. Less uni-
versities than businesses malking a profit with endow-
ments in the billions,

I hear the puilty little catch in the administrative
v, forced mavbe to make a big conceszion of 83,000
in my case. But | couldnt live on that, I demur, “0f
course, oo one does” they chuckle from their own
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S50,000 to 580,000 “pogitions.” A real faculty appoint-
ment, or “line," seems an impossibility, in my case as in
so many others now. I have friends with doctorates
garning as little as S12,000 a vear on these measly
courses, cking out an existence at five different schools,
their lives lived in cars and on the economic edge, I'm
too old for that and must do better. "Oh, but our budget,”
they moan, “we really have no funds at all, much as we
would love to have you” Times are so difficult; the
bureaucracy or the legislature so obdurate. “Surely I'm
quahfied? I ask, not as a “celebrity” but as a creden-
tialed scholar with years of teaching and a doctovate
with distinction from Columbin, an Oxford First, eight
puablizhed books. Nor am I asking for anything fancy, no
hotshot professorehip, How about halftime in honor of
my age, two courses a semester and a modest living
wage, | seream silently, embarrassed to put reality into
words. This would put me in a different category, a cat-
egory which does not exist and can only be created
through long, complex negotiations with higher-ups, not
the department chair, but the dean or the provest.
Theyll get back to me.

ut they never do. One woman promised to call
Bme next week, and when she hadn't phoned for

three weeks | called her She “hasnt had a
chanee” to talk with the dean and is incapable of hiring
me herself, even though she is the department head.
More time passes. When five months have passed from
our first conversation in June (it iz pow October), and
sghe still haan't “put thiz dea” before the dean (their
offices are in the same building), I begin to realize that,
for all her charm, this may never happen. We have even
had a drink with the twa other women who teach in this
vast English department, nice women, but 1 begin ta
realize that 25 years after we started proving that
wormen were either not hired or kept at the bottom of
the heap in Academia, nothing really has changed.
They seem s0 vulnerable, so powerless, so hunted.

At another school, the man in charge of the English
department was charming but he too has to eonsult,
this time with the new head of women's studies, since a
joint appointment might be a possibility. Then, through
an entire summer, he just can't seem to make eontact.
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nd Being Unemplbyable

By fall, he has become dubious about her too—she’s a
dim mysterious figure, but all my other informants
know her, say she’s wonderful, vet now it seems she too
“has no money.” Nor does he. Long age he had seemed
to offer me one clasa for young writers of promise, but
now that job has gone out to & committes who will take
months to decide and are very unlikely to decide on me.

begin to wonder what 15 wrong with me, Am [ “too far

out,” or too old? 1s it age? I'm 63, Or am [ “pld hat" in

the view of the “new feminist echolarship™ Or is it
something worse? How much of this rejection may be
due to hearsay about my “mental health,” even rumors
that I'm crazy? I wrote an entire book, The Loony Bin
Trip, to prove that I wasn't, and even debunk paychia-
try, but these folk have never read it. In fact they may
never have read me at all, or are depending on vague
memories of Sexue! Politice being a “bestseller” They
have also never read Fiving and Sita, since they were
“queer” books;, The Bosement and The Politics of Cruelty
were “depressing.” The effect of The Loony Bin Trip was
a perceplion that 1 had "emotional troubles”, mavbe
what 15 left unsaid is that I'm unreliable, “shaky” But
na one will come ot and say it. Meanwhile, the profea-
gor on the telephone drones om for 45 minutes about the
lack of funds, the lateness of the state legislature in
pasging the university’s budget. He hired his wage-
plave adjuncts three days before fall classes began, He
didn’t offer to hire me.

I was hoping for something for spring semester, but
next spring’s catalog is already at the printer. He won't
know till December. He'll call me as soon as he knows,
He was supposed to know months age. I sweat at the
phone, humiliated, furious, listening to his long-winded,
impenetrable language. What's wrong with me? Why
won't you give me a job, offer me something, anything,
a dog bone, damn itT At least tell me the truth. Have |
been denounced or had-mouthed? By whom? What is
the matter with me, for God's sake? Has my feminism
made me “abrazive"? Surely my polite, St. Paul manner
should be reassuring. God knows I'm deferential
enough to these people,

The atmosphers is patronizing in the extrems,
These people are doing me the most elaborate and dif-

ficult favor, going out on a limb, exercising the most
reckless courage in merely making a phone eall on my
behalf, When [ check back, having allowed them
months to do this, they have never even done it They
are all “so busy” The present semester races by, my
chiances for the next disappear.

And now my last hope, the night school, the unfash-
wnable extension in college, where a merciless young
woman laughed at the idea of paying me anything
above the usual peon wage they pay evervone, and then
gave way to the princely young acholar Assistant Dean
whe pledged me double that rate, slips from my hands
as well. Thiz was my fall-back position, if nothing better
turned up. It was all settled last August, just before the
Dean’s vacation trip to France. He would guarantes my
somewhat higher wage; T had only to meet with the
head of curricula and choose course names with her—
after her vacation. But when [ finally reach this lady, in
late September, the deal 15 on the rocks. She'll get back
to me after consulting again with the Dean, no point in
outhning courses they may have no money to pay for
When she never gets back, I call the Dean again, five
times. Secretaries now intervene and protect him for
two weeks, He doesn't get back. October passes.

begin o realize there isn't & job. T cannot get employ-

ment. I cannot earn money. Except by selling

Christmas trees, one by one, in the cold in
Prughleepsie. | cannot teach, and have nothing but
farming now, And when phyeically [ can no longer farm,
what then? As for publishing, I camnnot even publish
reprints; my editor quit the business and 1 have no
progpects for a new editor, even though the book about
my mother has been finished for three years. Nothing 1
write now has any prospect of seeing print. | cannot
earn money in any way, and the idea terrifies me. 1 have
ne aaleable skill, for all my supposed accomplishments,
qualifications and training,

I begin to understand that 1 have invested a great
deal of “self-esteem” in the prospect of teaching. Age and
identity have entered in. If I'm not able to publish and
have thereby lost my profession and must find another
to survive, | imagined [ might age better as an academ-
ic than as & Christmas-tree farmer wringing out @ liv-
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ing on the trees we planted to support the women's art
crlony at the farm. Surely its more dignified to be a
paid intellectual with the status of a professor, even if
only an adjunct? My friends thought so, and have fol-
lowed the job search with baited breath, wishing me
every sort of good luck: a few of them, well-placed in
scademe, were perhaps vaguely embarrassed that their
friend the writer is really that strange marginal figure,
the seazonal peddler of spruce trees,

Some days [ think about “any job,” even forgetting
the specter of age and a seductive appearance, “good
clothes." At this age, toward what 15 becoming the end
of my life, I am unemployable. Frightening, this future.
What poverty ahead, what mortification, what distant
bag-lady horrors when my savings are gone and [ am
supparted by 3350 a month of socal security?

And why did | imagine it would be any different,
imagine my books would give me some slender living, or
that [ could at least teach at the moment in life when
every other teacher retires, having served dutifully all
those long years when [ was enjoving the freedom of
wriber and artist, unsalaried but able to survive on the
little I'd alwavs been used to, and still able to invest in
8 farm and build 1t into a self-sufficient woman's art
colomy and even put a bit by in savings. The savings
might last me as much 10 years,
more like seven. So in seven years [
ghould die. But T probably won't;
women in my family live forever.

Musch az T tire of a life without
purpose or the meaningful work
which alone would make it bear-
able, I can’t die because the moment
I do, all my sculpture, drawings,
negatives and silkscreen printa will
be carted off to the dump.

The Feminist Press, in ita first
offer last fall (it took them 12
months to come up with this), aug-
gested only 3500 to reprnint the
entire text of Sexwal Polifics.
Moreower, they couldn't get around
to it till the year 2000, since they'd
need Lo commission one or bwo
fancy prefaces by younger, more
wonderful women's studies schol-
ars. My agent and I were happy to
refuse this offer, and the next one,
too, for $1,000.

The book also fails to attract
sufficient interest from the powers
that be at Doubleday, who have
refused to reprint it, even though
another division of the company is
celebrating Sexual Folitics with a

long excerpt in an anthology of the
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Recently
a book
inquired Who
Stole
Feminism?
| sure didn’t.
Nor did
Ti-Grace
Atkinson.
Nor Jill
Johnston.
We’'re all out
of print.

10 most important books the house has published in the
100 vears of their existence, A young female editor at
Doubleday gave my agent to understand in a letter,
which she was kind encugh not to forward, that the
work of more recent feminist scholarship had somahow
rendered my book obaolete in the “current climate,”

Zo [ am out of fashion in the new academic cottage
induetry of feminiam, unable to find even the most neg-
ligible teaching assignment in a field now seething with
practitioners, and unworthy of publication as well, how-
ever apurious and underpaid.

ecently a book inguired Who Stole Feminizm? [

sure didn’t. Mor did Ti-Grace Atkinson. Nor Jill

Johnston, We're all out of print, & few vears ago,
femninists pave a rent party for Ti-Grace in a loft down-
town (she was too broke to pay her own), And another
one for Cindy Cisler, who came from rural Kentucky
poverty through Yale University's school of architectuns
and sacrificed an architect’s career to get abortion legal-
ized in New York State,

We havent helped each other much, havent been
able to build sohidly enough o have created communaty
or safety, Some women in this generation disappearad
to struggle alone in mekeshift oblivion. Or vamished
into asylums and have yet to return to tell the tale, as
has Shula Firestone (see page 50).
Chur fragile cohort, unable to be effec-
tive against the real circumstances of
our discouragement, were also too
timid to address them and could only
gtand by and murmuor the formulas
of “mental health” as if it were an
individual’s personal “problem™ with
the world. Thess “depressions” lasted
decades, as our hopes faded —depres-
sions that were rooted in profiession-
al frustration and were solid obsta-
cles to self-realization. Frustrations
we nod only could not resalve, but
could not even succor, until they
finally became disease: we could
rally round disease, Too late: there
wire despairs that could only end in
death. A few had the courage of
direct action: Maria del Drago chose
guicide, 20 did Ellen Frankfurt, and
Elizabeth Fischer, the founder of
Aphra, the first feminist literary
journal.

Elizabeth and I used to run into
each other at a comfortable old hip-
pie cafe in Greenwich Village that 1
visited in the afternoons, writing
some of the darker passages of The
Loony Bin Trip in public to aveid the
dangers of suicidal privacy at home.
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She'd just finished a book that was her
life's work. Probably it wasn't getting
the reception she'd hoped for in the
already crowded new market of
“women's studies” texts written by
sudden specialists in  thiz  feld.
Elizabeth and [ would est an afternoon
breakfast and chat, carefully and gue-
cesafully disguising our misery from
each other. Feminiats didn't complain
o one another then; each imagined the
loneliness and sense of failure was
umgue and personal. Consclousness-
raising groups were over by then, One
had no colleagues: New York 15 not a cozy town.

Elizabeth ia dead, and | must live to tell the tale,
hoping to tell ancther generation something I'd like
them to know of the long struggle for women's libera-
tion, something about history and America and censor-
ship. I might alao hope to explain that social change
does not come easy, that pioneers pay dearly and in
unnecesaary solitade for what their successors take for
granted. Why do women seem particularly unable to
observe and revere their own history? What secret
shame makes us s0 obfuse? We did not create the com-
munity necessary to support each other through imsti-
tutions, against the coming of age. And now we have a
lacuna between one generation’s understanding and
that of the next, and have lost much of our sense of con-
tinuity and comradeship,

ut I have also spent 40 years as a downtown

artist habituated to the existential edge, and

even as [ proclaim all is lost, | am surreptitions-
Iy planning a comeback, if only in fantasy.,. imagining a
ginecure in human righta for extreme old age, matched
editionz of my collected works, and final glory. And just
last weel, after a good dinner and & good play (Arthur
Miller's American Clock), I lay awake scheming till the
early hours, adding up the farm rents and seeing the
way to 8 summer of restoration, figuring to replace the
slate roof on the back of the farmhouse, which is full of
serious leaks that all who patch it claim are beyond fur-
ther repair, then going on to paint every building, the
lavender house, the blue barn. Bundling my sums
together, ecatatic that I have finally paid off my eredit
cards, scribbling at three in the moming that 1 will
plant roses again, the ultimate gesture of success; the
place will glisten. I will have won out after all. Living
well is the best revenge.

And then a trip to see my elder sister, the
banker/lawyer, caps my determination. The Elder has a
computer program that guarantees you survival on
your savings at five-percent interest if your withdrawal
rate does not excesd seven percent—a vista of no less
than 30 years. My savings plus my rat's turd of social
security: The two figures together would give me a rock-

retirement,
no safety
In age;
you work
till you
die.

hattom, survival existence. Thanks to
the magic of programmed arithmatic, T
am, at one stroke, spared the humilia-
tions of searching for regular emplav-
ment, institutional obedience, discre-
tion or regimentation, Looks like I can
stoy forever footloose and bohemian, a
busy artist-writer free of gainful
employment, Free at last—provided 1
live real close to the ground.

There’s subsistence living, And the
trees: hard physical work. There's no
retivement, no 2afety in age; you work
tll wou die. Onm return from Elder's
bucolic life in retirement, where at a sporty 658 she no
longer practices much law because it “interferes with
traveling” (she's not only fond of Italy but has five
grandchildren in various parts of the United States), 1
found a letter full of pieties, but no cigar. It begins by
saluting me as Professor and spells my name wrong,

T regret to inform you that you are not among the
finaliste chosen for the senior feminist theoristicritic
pogition open in our department. [ regret, too, that it
hae taken us longer than promized to arrive at a deci-
gion, But the response to the search was astonishing
both in the numbser and distinetion of the applicants.
Members of the committes commentad again and again
on the difficulty of selecting individuals from a pool that
contained so0 many women like you, whose thinking and
writing have shaped and reshaped fominist inguiry for
two decades.” Hard to believe there were so many fish
in the tank from my age group. And the lucky “finalists"
get to pive 8 “major address” at this university for free,
after which the ultimate winner of the contest actually
gets a job with four courses and commitbes work
thrown in, Just to consider it wearies me, What good
fortune to have Aunked out,

As for the other jobs, they still don't call back. The
two courses at the might school have dwindled to ome for
less money, but anything else might interfere with my
own travels, The trees will keep me alive for the vear,
and an obd flame beckons me to New Orleans to trv out
her hospitality and the better restaurants; it might be
time al last to 2ee Paris again on & cheap ticket, sinee a
friend there has offered me the use of a gtudio for a
while, And in May, the German erazies are having a
Bertrand Russell type trial in sbsentia to condemn psy-
chistry for its abuses; Thomas Szasz will be there,
and Jacques Derrida. They want me to play juror and
paychiatric survivor, Sweet revenge and a free ticket to
Berlin. Why not? W
Eite Millett, Ph_D), iz a scudptor and aethor Her books inelide
the groundbreaking Sexual Politics, which she wrote in 1570,
She divides her time between New York City and Poughlkeepaie,
New York, where ahe founded an art eolony for wosmen,
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PAINTED LIKE A MAN, DISAPPEARED LIKE A WOMAN
LUISA VIDAL, THE DAUGHTER OF MODERNISM
BY MARCY RUDO

work at Els Guatre Gats Cafe in Bareelona during

the 1897-1898 geason. One of them would redefine
peckorial space and the centuries-old European way of
portraying the human form. The other would becomse the
guintessential Modernist, producing authoritative alle-
gorical and genre paintings and portrais, Both won the
recoEnition, praise and reapect of their peers. One would
become mythic; the other, by virtwe of her gender, would
remain ohsoure, meely indexed in the art and%r history
texts of cur era.

Wheen Pablo Picasao, educated at art schools in which
fermnale enrollment wae forbidden, exhibited his work to a
vircle of other artisls al a bohemian cafe, he was doing
what was expected of a young talent. When 21-vear-old
Lamsza WVidal 1 1876-19181 didd the sarme, it was considered a
tranagreszion of monumental proportions because,
although of enormous talent, Vidal wag a woman. In 19th-
century Spain, the idea that a woman might have a pro-
fession—Iet alone a career-—was unthinkable.

Despite attempts by devoutly Catholic Spain to
obstruct the advancement of women, which included for-
bidding them any formal eduocation (50 percent of
Spenish women then were illiteratel, Luwisa Vidal
received excellent instruction in foreign languages, litera-
ture, music and art. Nurtured in an exceptional family
environment, where artistic creativity, with professional
aspirations, was not just tolerated but actively encour-
aged, she alzo had the good forfune of being raised in the
racified cultural atmozphere of twrn-of-the-century
Barcelons, the chief city of Catalonia, in northeast Spain,
and the epicenter of all things modern on the notoricusly

T wir revolutionary Spanish artists first exhibited their
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backward and patriarchal Therian Peninsula.

Vidal's progreasive father, Francesco, was a Catalan
Willham Morms, A talented cabinetmaler, he was an
innovative designer of furniture, and a great promaoter
of the Modernist movement (the Catalan version of Art
Mouveau) A regular eollaborator with another Catalan
eccentric, architect Antondo Gawdi, Francesco Vidal had
an international clientele that was aristocratic and cul-
turally sophisticated. His wife, Mercedes Puig, came
froam & family of musicians, and was hersell an accom-
plished pianist.

The couple had nine davghters (and three song), and
encouraged all the girls to pursue professional artistic
carvesrs They emploved as their ¢hildren’s at-home muswe
teachers such promising young talents as cellist Pablo
Caszala. Luiga, whao was the second davghter but the most
driven, received instruction in her father's workshop from
hiz moat talented emplovees, among them artist Joan
Gonzalez (older brother of the soulptor Julio Gonzalez)
and lumimniegt painter Arcad: Mas 1 Fondevila, And feom an
early age, ehe often accompanied her father to Madnd, to
the Prado Museum, where she copied the works of
Velazquez and other masters, learning directly from the
best of Spanish painting.

Though all the sisters were highly accomplished—
among them were a violinist, a cellist, a sculptor, a com-
poser and o poet—it was only Luisa who, while acknow]-
edging early on the sacrifices implicit in an artistic career,
nevertheless took advantage of the opportunity to pursue
a life in art. At a time when women were supposed to be
the “Angel of the House™ (a term the Spanish then used to
refer to o wife and perfect domesticated zervant), Vidal



Oipposile page: Luisa Vidal and ber sistars, phabegraphed in
1504, Lel o righl, Maria, Frasguila, Carletia, Luisa and
Roosima. Aboea: G with fos=s, oll on easwas eirea 1903,
Right: The Hocrmenees, edl on sanvas, 1905

Abowe: Teresa YVidal, pasial on papss,
girea 1903, Right: Skatzh of a Woman,
eharcesl and pasiel oo paper, circd
1808,
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strove to step outside this life without options. Raised
almost as & boy; inculeated with such "masculine” trats os
independence of thought, aesthetic adventurousness, a
great capacity for work, and competitiveness, the voung
painter began her career, pechaps without realizing that
as a professional female artist she would forever be bat-
thing the social corrent—maore aptly, riptide—of her times.

After attending the Universal Exposition in Paris in
1900, Vidal was determined bo return there to further her
artiztic education. Her desire to study in Paris was char-
aeteristic of all aspiring turn-of-the-century artists. For
Vidal actually to do ao, however, was scandalous—women
simply did not go anywhere unescorted—and required a
remarkable amount of ecourage and eonviction.
Nevertheless, in 1901, at the age of 25, Vidal left for Paris,
acrompanied only by her familys blessing. She i the only
female Spanish painter of the era who is known to have
studied there,

Vidal took classes at the famed art schools of Pars,
She studied plemn-air painting {impressionist theories of
eolor and light were still an innovation). Her teachers,
who included Eugene Carriere, Georges Picard and Joan
Gonzalez, having broken with traditionalism themselves,
offered her new ways of seeing—and a new way of being
seen: they viewed her as an artist, not a fernale who dab-
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Ledi: Carloia Vidal, adl on eanvas, circa 1905
Below: Amang (Ma Sowecs, oil on canvas, 1905,

bled in painting; she painted nudes, not the flowers that
were the commonly accepted theme for female painters,
And it was in Parg that Vidal came in contact with the
European feminist movement, largely through her friend-
ghip with the managing editor of Lo Fronde, an
“advanced” French jowrnal written and printed exclusive-
v by women—professionals like herself

Vidal's return to Barcelona, in 1902, coincided with
a moisy, incipient. ferminist movement, which ghe enthu-
gipstically joined. Although history has made it appear
that women were excluded from, and wninvelved in, the
Maodernist movement, in fact, female activista were often
at the forefront. The work of writer Caterina Albert (her
1905 novel, Solitude, written under a male pesudonym)
addressed female sexunal awakening before D. H.
Lawrence gave it a shot. And in 1907 Catalan journalist
Carmen Karr founded Feminal, a feminist magazine for
which Vidal illustrated the monthly short story. Many
other women also organized to fight for women's rights,
albeit within the constrainta of a conservative, Catholic,
machizgmo socety that ndiculed and fried to thwart
their efforts,

A prolific and driven painter, Vidal continued to
exhibit her work, as she had done since that first show in
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Lelt Frazquita Vidal, sdl on camvas,
umdabed.
Right: Maria Vidal. oil on caeag,
circa 1911,

Ahove canier:
Sell-porirail, il ea wood,
clrea 1893,

Els Quatre Gats Cafe. Bhe participated in group and indi-
vidual art exhibitions in Barcelona, and showed her work
at intermational exhibitions in Spain, Mexico, and South
America. Everywhere, she exhibited bold, dynamic por-
traits rather than the insipid still lifes expected of
adies.” Critics, all of whom were male, were awed as well
as :?.'tl:ll'hpﬂ:l, uﬂing words such as “virile” to deacribe her
talent. In surprized admiration, they would wnte: “She
paints =0 well. . | she paints ke 8 man!™

Thiz narrow appraisal haunted her entire caresr. But
it was the price levied by socisty when a woman of Vidal's
genins rejected the circumseribed, domestic world of
women to embrace the public life of the artist. Vidal took
such praise of her “mascaiine art” in stride, and went on
perecting her skills and garmering portrait commissions
and exposition awards, A renowned and sought-after por-
traitist, she painted not only her family and friends, but
members of the Catalan aristocracy and men in public
life. Her depictions of children are exceptional, both in her
formal portraits and in her genre paintings, which pre-
sent a unique record of intimate family life in that time
and place.

Although it appears she had several opportunities to
marry, Vidal elung to her independent status, occasionally

referring humorously to herself as a hard-working spinster,

She waz also an asiute businesswoman, managing
her own income from her work as portraitist and ilustra-
tor. After the death of her sister Carlota in 1905, which
wiss followed by her father's nervous breakdown, she was
suceeasful enough to take over the economic support of
her family, Friends and colleagues also counted on her for
financial, emotional, and critical support, which she was
able to provide. In 1911, she founded her own art acade-
my, which she ran until her death in 1918, She partic-
pated in eultural and social events, primarily thoss involv-
ing women’s Fghts: at the beginning of World War 1 she
helped found the women's pecifist movement.

Luiza Vidal's energetic artistic and social endeavors
ware abruptly halted by her untimely death, from
influenza, at the age of 43. By thos time, after 20 vears of
assiduous work and of facing down obstacles of every
kind, she was a popular, and highly regarded, public fig-
ure, It was only afterwards that she and her work fell—or
were nudged—into near oblivion by the writers of art his-
tory, as 15 the case with g0 many women artists. Semehow
wie mugt rewrte those chronicles. Wl

American author Marcy Rudo is the Mographer of arfist Luisa
L"m'.:r.l' ."E'-.l'r.l-' m.r.'nh's ker hame L Hun'q"fr:lhm:. Sp!'l:l'.lt.
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m sure most people don't go around all
the time thinking about what race they
are. When vou look ke what vou are, the
external world mirrors back to you an
identity consistent with vour tdea of
yvourself. However, for someone like me, who
does not look like what T am, the mirrors are
broken, and my conaciousness, or lack of con-
sciousness, takes on serious implications,
Am [ mentally “pasaing™
All my life I have passed invisibly into
the white world, and all my life [ have expe-
rienced that sudden and alarming moment
of consciousness when 1 remember [ am
black. It may feel like I'm emerging too
quickly firom deep in the ocean, or touching
an electric fence; or like a deer stuck in the
headlights of an oncoming car. Sometimes in
conversation with a white person who does-
n't know I'm black, suddenly a feeling comes
over me, & precursor—though nothing at all
has been zaid about race—and 1 either wait
helplessly for the other shoe to drop, or try
degperately to steer the conversation in
another direction, or prepare myself for
painful distinctions. My desire to escape i3
indistinguishable from my “blackness” my
race, and T am filled with shame and fury
People have asked why my parents, my
grandmother and I never “passed” over into
the white world, It was unthinkable, With
my dark grandfather driving, my grand-
mother and [ would ride in the backseat of
my grandfather's Cadillac as if we were
being chauffeured. We'd shop the misles at
Saks Fifth Avenue when there wasn't even a
black elevator cperator. On the one hand,
there was alwayz a feeling of anxiety that
gomething would betray what we really
were; on the other, T think we were really
quite self-possessed, almost arrogant.
We aaw ourselves, with all our struggles and
complexities, as rich in culture and history,
fierce, determined, strong, and even beauti-
ful. While we wanted the privileges white

IBLACK AND

people had, we had contempt for what we
zaw as their pale lives,

I truly cannot remember when I first
learned T was black. It is as if every experi-
ence | have had of realizing I am black, all
the way back to grade school and before, is
tainted with that fear of discovery, of being
recognized as black, Mow T realize that the
depressgion that made me begin the work of
this book was really a first re-memory of
"killing” voices from my childhood. It was
like feeling returning in a limb that has
been asleep,

House Hunting - September

Last mwomth, I called a real estate agent.
“There 15 o house [ think you'd be intersstad
in,” she said. “It's on an estate on Highland
Avenue, and the people are very particular
about who buys it.,”

My heart shriveled. Should T find out
whom they are "particular about™ Should [
let her think I'm white and go without Bruce
to see it When | take Bruce we are shown
entirely different neighborhoods, all-black or
integrated.

I decided to act dumb: “Oh, really? Why
iEn't it a multiple listing? What are they so
careful about™

“Well, you know, sume people like to do it
this way. Let me have your phone number;
I'll call you back.” But she never called back
I wonder if our name i known: “That black
couple looking for a house in town, and the
wife looks white.”

This week I called another agent and
plaved 5 game. “We'd like to look at the
house you're deseribing, bul we'd also like to
sew 8 house we heard about on an estate.”

T see if T can get the owners on the
phone and we'll go see it.”

When Bruce and T pot to her office, of
course she hadn't gotten hold of them. *The
man works at night. No ane is at home™

“Td still like to see it. Drive by on the
way to the other house”
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She got leat! Imagine a real estate deal-
er getting lost in her own town! “That's all
right,” I reagsured her. “We can go past it on
the way back.”

The house she showed us, in the inte-
grated part of town, was expensive and run-
down, On the way to the “particular™ house,
once again she got lost. We had to direct her.
Bruce said, “There it ia! There it is™ It was
all lit up. And she kept driving. Finally, half
a mile down the road (1 waa waiting to see if
she would ever stop), I said, “Why didn't you
stop at the housa™

“0h," she stammered. “Thd we pass it

I felt & hopelessness descend, Mo matler
how clever and determined 1 am, they can
alwavs find a way to=top me. T decide b ook
for a house in another community, one
where we are nol vel known, and this time
I'll go to the real estate agent's alone.
Octobuer
It's the overriding reality 1 must get
through, Each time [ drive down the streets
and zee only whites, each time | notice there
are no blacks in the supermarket or walking
past, I think, I'm not supposed fo be here,

Some part of me doesn't give a fuck
about boundaries—in fact, sees the bound-
aries and is determined to dance over them,
no matter what the consegquences are,
March
We finally decided on Upper Montclair,
New Jersey. The neighborhood 1sn't inbegrat-
ed but the schools are, since busing is n
effect. Many afternoons, instead of asking—
not wanting to arouse the suspicion of the
roal estate agents—I would sit outside one of
the neighborhood schools at lunch hour like
a pedophile, counting the number of black
faces. Though sometimes I'd be brave and
ask, T didn't only want information; [ wanted
tp commit a small revolutionary act—ito
leave the impression that the world is full of
liberal white parents who want change,

Last week the people acrozs the street

REALITIES

WHITE BY TOI DERRICOgRN:

gave us a cocktail party. [ felt grateful, but
out of place. I couldnt get over the feeling
that I had to prove myself different from
what I was sure almost all of them took for
granted—thal Bruee and [ didn't know any-
thing about wine or art amd had never seen
an Oriental carpet in our lives—yet at the
game time, [ had to be absolutely “mysell™;
thot was the only way [ could eam their
respect, Suddenly, right in the middle of my
urgent desire to belong, came my hatred of
them and everything they stood for.

April

Thiz marning [ put my car in the shop. The
neighborhood shop. When [ went to pick it up
I had a conversation with the man who had
worked on it. 1 told him I'd been afraid to
leave the car there at night with the keys in
it. “Don't worry,” he said. “You don't have to
worry about stealing as long as the niggers
don't move in." I couldn't believe it. I hoped 1
had heard him wrong, "What did you say? 1
acked, He repeated the same thing without
hesitation.

In the past, my snger would have
gwellad guickly, T would have blurted owt
something, hotly demanded that he take my
car down off the rack immediately, though he
had not finished working on it, and drivem off
in a blaze. [ love that reaction. The only feel-
ing of power one can possibly bave ina situs
ation in which there is such a sudden feeling
of prwerlesaness is to “do” something, When
you “do” something, evervthing ie clear. But
this is the only repair ehop in the city, Might
I have te come back here someday in an
emergency”?

Blowing off steam i3 supposed to make
vou fieel Better. But in this situation it does-
n't! After responding in anger, T often feel
sad, puilty, frightened, and confused. Perhaps
my anger isnt just aboul race, Perhaps it's
like those rapid-fire responses to Broce—a
way of dulling the edge of feclings that lie
even deeper.
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| asked Bruce
and he admitted that, partly, it was true. He was

allow him to be seen i a different way.

I 1e¢ the tenmicn stay in my body. I go home and sit
with myself for an howr, byt be prasp the feeling—the
odnr of sell-hatred, the hibng sterch of ahane,

The Clab - July

Lagt week a young woman who lives down the sirest
cama over for dinner We pot into 1 conversation about
Tall ODakg Country Club, where abe in the pwimpming
inatructor. T asked ber, hesitantly, bat uwneilling oot to
get this information, if blacke wera allowed tp joim
(Everybody on our block belonge; all had been teld
about "the dub* and zsked to join ag erom e they
migwved in, We bad sever been told, or exked to join.)

*Mo," she said.

“You oeatt the peapke on this block who have had
18 ower for dinmar, whom 1 have invited to my home for
dinner—] can't awim in a psol with them?™

“Thats the rule” she said, ag if she were slating a
mathematical Eaet,

Four deys ags Ann, the woman down the gtreet,
called to gak if my- son could baby-git, Ilike this woman.
Eagy to talk to. She and her busbend are members of
the club, and I tomauldn't resiat telling ber the story

She gaid, "Oh, Ted, John and I wented to invite you
and Brucs to b& 0w guests at o dinner party. Sevaral al
us gaid we would turn in cur regignationg unless you
coold come, But tho majerity [l it seuldn't be a good
idea, hecanse yoo would sce all the good things and
want to join, aod aioce you couldo’t join, it wonkd just
hart your ard be Fustrating, sohn and 1 wanted o qudt.
I feal very ashamed of mymelf, but the oext summer,
when P atack in the howge with the kids and nothing
to de, we'd start going again.”

Augwet

When I'm with Bruce, L feef black, feel as if I'm taken in
k¥ hig blacknese, ag if his bleckness falls en eoe, g if it
cagts 2 powerful shadow. Perhapa [ ssmume we bocome
the things we love, and [ assume everyone clge cam See,

Whatever in taintad of Bruce is ales tainted of me;
whataver s beloved of him in ales beloved of me I
become what he is in regtaurants, in real estabe
offices—at times raluctantly, but without question,

Do T, given my place of trembling rdentity, glip over
and bacome tha thing 1 am closast to? Tf ee, no wender
I marricd a black man! To have married o white man
wigld have been terrifying, to Iove a white man woald
have made me feel constantly edrift from my most
primitive cells, How frightening to be awaeh without
constructs! To be placed mutside the walls of the cityl To
lose kinshig, memory, and begin aguin with oothing, a.
& — summer 19598

liquid aelf; aa I do again and again each day

Knowing wharn we love and hate holds reality in
plece. His bedy protects me, stands between me and a
kind of ansibalasion.

April

I poes Loy going out together on Friday nights. I peek
through the shutfers when [ hear thewr yoiens in the
alpaat, They come out, all at the game time: the
Haldwing walk zrroas the street and pget ints the
Lleoyda' car, the Stevenscs wave at them as they poll out
of thetr drive. They're all going to the club for dinmer ar
& party. And they make noise oat thers, the ooige of
happineas, gs if they want ma to hear and ba sad.
Auguat

Saturday morning Bruce grvd 1 spend & couple of hers
tallding eboat the club. I want to try aod poin, to 2ue
them, but [ just dom™t kave the energy and guts ta do it
erithoat him, He aaye he's tired of talking ebout it. He
claimg I'm taking thig hard because it's tha fivgt tinse
T'wir diraetly Ralt the resulta of racism, the first (ime I'va
been refised becanse Fen hlack I don't get the constant
remiinders that people with dark skin grow so asms-
tomed to that they are oftent not bothered. Ho zays my
eolor has given me a kind of mobility. The pain I fesl
onow 5 the pain most black people experience when
they nra children, when they realize they cannot
egcape from Fheir akin,

When ] finally talked to Ann again—ahe never did
inwite wa tn the club—ushe invited us to their home for
dinner, and we went, sick with enger but wanting to be
forgiving. She poached salmon with créme fraiche and
sarved it on her grandmother's ching, with sterling,
and damask frgm Holland. I #at in the living room as
aick 4 if T had saten fecea, my Jing pulled back like &
frightened dog's,

That night my heprt tonched gell-hatred. It wak as
white g white Ught. It burned my cves Uke 5 halo-
cauat. I hed te enter and be one with it before 1 epuald
Torgive myself
Do o
[ saked Bruee if he had married me bewzawse of my light
akin, and he admitted that, partly, it was tue. He was
awure that my colon, especially in businems, would allow
him to be gean in a different. way.

I had always thought that Bruce was the one e
agh in the world who leved me for ayself. Wa hawe been
married for twenty years and never teiked about calon
Nerw I see that | am partly & shield be is holding up for
protectlon. He, 1oo, has 3 secret in tha coroer of his
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if he had married me because of my light skin
aware that my color, especially m business, would

bt that atends between s like & mirror we don't
want to ook mito.

I wand b tell him how, when we pull up in front of
& hotal, I want to rush out of the car door, to goin before
him jart in caps be will be given an inferioe oo, Dften
I don't becavse T don’t want him to be “crmasentated ™
nat b have the normal power of & male to get 2 hotel
oo, it T distrzat what women are supposed to truse
in their men—the power of acquisitien. T often foel T
could do batter slane.

Thimking Whita

At a recent dinner party for my mothear, my black
friende astonished e by seying that I lepk whiter that
ghe does. But I had always thought thal she lecked
whiter than I, Waa that my way of relecting her, ol not
wankting to be liks ber? Or waa it my way of “ennobling”
what I carme from? Someona aaid Pd better have a good,
clear picture on my book; ehe aaid that, in & way, it is
brave of me to gay I lmk white, becanse saying you look
whita, at Ieast to some black people, is a red flag of pre-
Fumphion, arvogpnee, and porhaps even inganity.

“She think ghe white” was one of the worst meults
that codild e hurded daeng ehildbood, ragped nearly
out of the subject’s hearing.

“Ehvz think sha white™ might indleate, not that you
wgre 4 pretty dress, but that you wore it in & certain
way, a8 il you wera proud of it as & fact of wour being,
g il vou deserved it, took it e 2 personst sccomplish-
ment, 34 il in agme way it created B hardoess around
you, et you apart, pave yoo not oonly an identity of
your owz but one that separated you from the others
and shut them put

“Bhe think she white™ i3 not the same as “Sha
wenls Lo be white” [t meane, ghe thinka she s white. [t
aima not cmby tg make the hearer think that she haz
drme semething wrong, but ko aszault the very idea of
the self, ke deal a shatiering blow to the center of all
thoeght. lan't that rpcism's graatest injury?

What Wakos Tou Black?
Tt ia always p questivn asked by whited whe, I suppost,
think, lpoking at me, that the necesgary attriites—
calar, features, hair, or perhapa something more subde:
apeech soma pivenway inflection of being—are misaing.
Some have said, shocked: Bot nothing about you is
blackl This expresses g purzlament, a coriosity, but it
ean alss he an aceusation, am il they ware saying: Look,
riow, bleck s me thing that I am absolutaly sure of—
Yo owe e An expiaciation!

Black people hever ark. We underatand that black-

nesa in hoth teal and unreal, that it can't be explained,
nailed down, or verified. That it ic an attribute of the
body, slighthy:, like & halo,

You btghtT a roung girl asked me as ohe pamsed
by on m atrest in the gmall town I Loviglana that was
my mothers childhesd horne. I hed aever heard it said
that way before "Bright®™ [ asked.

Was it something in my bedy thet gave me oway?
That, girl, with her Southern X-ray eyee, having pecred
mare deeply and eoncertedly into misegenatim? Sho
looked prowd of herself, as if she had caught me hiding.
Or perhups she was amiling because it made her happy
to find me Wn, Or perbogs, like thosa girle whe combed
and brushed my “poed” hair, ohe saw me ag 50 example
of what could in fact burat out of any oo of ug Sirls—
ot ke “throwback™ our mothers werned us about,
making ua worty throogh all v pregoancies, and
check firat, bofore Snpera and Locs, our baby'e camm—but
a“bright” child, like me.

Faca in Fapy

Can whites begin to understand end take in the pain
cf this raciet wiety? En ofren white people, when a
decy pain with regard to racism i untsversd, want it
to be immediately addressed. healed, releasad. Black
peonle have had o Live with the wouwssda of racies for
ganerations. Kven poodwill and hard work won't maks
the peraonal hurla cease. Perbaps ewarerdas can
insure that we do not pass the damage on ta others.

Things don't change. Mewoweek, Oetober 1984—
blacks have inferior iotalligence, re; The Bell Carve.
I¢ ag if, ng matter how much I heal myself, the world
keeps broaking my imegs wls shacds and sticking
theg imto ey heart I am supposed to disbrust and
hate myself. How ran T cxplain o you that, at the
same time, I do Jistrust myself, the world has mare-
ceeded: I won't let this hapypen, T *ill wot think what
the world warte me to think. And chat, in scme way,
my confession is & kind of subtecfuge, & tactic, & Wiy
of ovarturning the darnage. It is the silenca that I fasr
more (han anythiog, the pretense, the way it seeme
that, in the milcnee, auddenly aome violence eprings
ent thet iy wneonnected, Ie it better to kesp tuoge
logking oeat”? Wl
Errorpied ffom The Black Nolehonks by Thi Derricofle TR
Norioh E -[.'m:pa:ru:, Neww Yark) Flarricotte I 2R arard-
winning writer qad the reeipisnt of twe fellmmships from thi
Nationg! Endowmend for fhe At She & an ossociare
prafeacor of English of the [Mniversizy of Pittsburgh.
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AIRLESS SPACES

By Shulamith Frestone
Semiotext{e), New York, 160 pages

Firestone writes of times gone by,
of poople rendered anonymous by the
Hafkassque routines of institutional lfe;

dreamaed | was on o sinking
ship . . . hera and there | saw

strange goings-on, |ike in 3

hulamith Firestone's Ainess Spaces

is a poignant, poetic, but stark
account of her years spent in and out of
psychiatric haspitals, Feminist-activist
Firestone s atso the author of the
brilliant and influential The Dislectic of
Sex (189T0). | have been haunted, and
saddened, by her long silence. | now
undarstand it

Many women wnters, feminists
included (Charlotte Perkins Gilman,
Harriet Betcher Stowe, Catharine
Beecher, Frances Farmer, Walarie
Solanas, Kabte Millett), have written
about their severs psychological dis-
friss, and/or forced, aften dangerous,
psychiatric hospitalizations. Firestone is
clear; She was unable to manage her
lita; she needed help. She writes: “|

Grogz cartoon. . . . | woke
{ram this dream in 8 panic that this dis
aster was real, and that | was picking
all this up by e.5.p. | even called UP to
sk if there wask any recent news of a
sinking liner, and they sakd yes, but it
was in the Bermuda Triangle, 50 no
attempt would be made to find it."

Like s0 many, Firestone found o
help in the hospital. With telling detail,
she describes the forced medication
and the farced showers, the dull food,
the complete lack of privacy, the failed
attempts at friendship, the utter
absence of tamily support, the difficulty
of relating to someane
who has “senk"; that
i, Someans wh §s no
lomger able to “pass”
for narmal.

of unnecessarily brutal attendants and
strife among patients; of death—by sui-
cide or “natural causes,” She reminds
me of Hathalie Sarraute in Tropisms,
Firestone captures the moment, its
intersticas, with a dreadiul clarity and
honesty, She does not spare hersell.
She is without self-pity. Her compassion
lies in her rendering of each painful, but
relevant, detall into word-porteabts of
people, both as inmates and ps “real”™
people. She writes abltuares of both
Valerie Solanas and Allen Ginsberg, and
of less-wellhinown people, who wers
dearer to har
| look forward to
Firestome's next work. l
Reviewed By Phyllis
Chesler

Excerpted from

AIRLESS SPACES
by Shulamith Firestone

sare she bad long
since gtopped sweat-

aff the private rooms, ome
of which was inhahited

The Forced Shower

Corinne  was  waiting  for  the
Environmental Control Board to
send in a water inspection team. In
fact, she knew they had already been
in the hospital, and the word was to
bring those water levels up to nor-
mal, In the meantime, she had been
without a shower so long a few more
days would hardly make any differ-
ence. The thing is, you see, she actu-
ally wanted a shower, just not one
with 40 percent formaldehyde in it
She had waited many months
because the water in her apartment
had 116 different poisons in it, all
hsted in the CLA manual, which is
how vou knew they were hard poi-
eons and not just the “medication”
thal was pretended. She nareowly
eacaped seizure &t mealtime by dow-
ble-guessing them and hastly rfns.
g under her armsa, though she was
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ing. Sull, one of the
aidea nosed into her
room and said, “Get
ready for your show-
er, girl, one way or
the other” [t was
phout B30 at night
and shower times were usually in the
mormings. She guessed they had
migsed her at dinmer. Mow she willed
thizm with all her strength to go away
and forget about her She was gen-
uinely surprised when this didn't
worlk. The whole team appeared at
her door about 15 minutes after the
waming, security cops and all. She
went limp. Someone took each of her
four hmbs and someome else eradled
her head. "But | agreed to take a
shower as scon a8 the waoter levels
pass inspection,” she protested to ne
cne in particular, Her limp body prac-
tically brushed the Ooor, only the stiff
limbs held up.

They toak her to one of the showers

by the ancient Chinese
crone whi nesded a 24-
hour attendant. A stool
filled maost of the small
shower. They forced her
down oo Lhis even though
she wae still going limp
for the cameras, =0 much =o that her
torso hung limp from the waist all the
way to the fleor, her arms flapping
Then they got brutal, all with maerr-
ment. (She had always noticed that the
more SECUrity cops were on the job, the
mare of a geod time they had. Maybe
they were posing for some candid cam-
era too.) One spaped between her legs
and ancther got her hair worked into a
shiff lather. Bhe was beyond velling that
the soap was worse than the water,
being about B percent chemicals. How
did she know all this? It was 5iu:||;|-|-|:.
Eead the Isbel of the shampoo body
wish. Didn't a hospital the size of Beth
Abrpham have even zome leftover
lvory Saap from ten years ago? Was the



WHAT ARE WE FIGHTING FOR?
SEX, RACE, CLASS, AND THE FUTURE OF FEMINISM

by Joanna Russ

St. Martin's Press, New York, 476 pages

oamma Russ, best knoswn for The

Femalks Wan (1975) and other works
of feminist/New Wave science fiction, is
wonderfully and sccurately described on
her unofficial home page as a “lesbian
feminist science fiction fantasy wiopia
hiorror postmodernist author with a
wicked sense of humor,™ With this as a
backdrop, | eagedy awalted the opporiy:
nity to read her third nonfiction ook
ever, in ihe works for 13 years: What dre
W Fghting For? Sex, Race, Class, amd
the Flshurg of Raminisrm.

i don't think I've ever had such a
mixed reaction to a book, On the one
hand, it's very slow reading, often
tedious, After putting i aslde, | some-
times had to force myself to pick it up
again. Absent the fast that | was read-
ing it with the intention of writing a
review, | doubt I'd have persevered. On

budget so weak you had to wash with
what amounted to a glorified paper
el full of medieation and pure cham-
icala?

“She's anorexic too. She hasn't
been eating, she's kst even more
weight since she got in here.”

*How would you koow? You've
mever evien seen me undressed before or
taken my weight.” Corinne shat back,
They had her standing naked up
agminst the small mol of attendants
crowdesd inbo the bathroom.

“Evelyn Eldred,” Corinne read her
name off her badge, actually jabbing
her with her index Anger in the throat
area, “you are fired™ Evelyn's face con-
torted, and she pulled out of her pocket
a couple of needles, “Hold her down,”
she gaid, and with maximom impact
they jabbed her in each naked buttock
85 she stood there leaning up against
them.

“You forgot to wash the soap out of
my hair" was her last attempt before
they dragped her out limp agan and
dumped her on her bed. Someons

What Are We

of everything that weant
threugh Russ' mind,
avery sentenca she aver

read that held meaning
X, WAIE, CLASY, AB T TV i Pisias for her
H Ilt' F“7 A related difficully =
g Ing £ | thetack of a clear onga-
the other hand, thare nirational scheme.
was always 8 gem to be Because there was 0
found, a reward for my much material, and the

efforts, In the end, |
wias pleased | had reod
every word, and with
some reservations and suggestions, |
can recommend It 1o ethers,

First, the problems. Chief is that
Russ tries too hard bo say @ v pdhing
she thinks, feels, or opines. | found
myself actually laughing at the copious
nobtes at the end of each chapter. A few
chapters even had their own appen-
dices. And then, af the very end, there
are four more chapters, which Russ
calls “leftovers.” it was as if she'd had
one more thought. and into the mamu-
seript it went. In some ways the book
reads as I it were a stream of con-
SCioukness, an unexpurgated collection

grabbed her long tangled soapy hair
and pulled it to the top of her head on
the side under & rubber hand, The
lightz were glaring and she managed
through the sedative from the shot to
aek somesne Lo turn off the light. "Tum
it off yourself” said a big back woman,
one of the guards,

Corinne lay there for hours in a
daze. Mot exactly the shower ehe had
dreamed of She doubted she was even
clean, But that she would have to con-
guer her fears and take showers hersall
from now on there could be no doubt.
She wasn't going to let herself be put
through this again. And why did they
gedate her at the end, when it was all
over, rather than at first? Because she
dared towave a finger at the head aide.
They treated vou as a leper, they were
seared of patient. aggression, the small-
et infraction brought out the whole
hattary.

Carinne went to mealtimes like a
wounded creature for some days. Her
dreadlock served only to remind the
staff of what she had just been through.

JOAMNA RUSS

sentences wene sa long
and fall, it was difficult
to figure awt how one
chapter related to another, or the point
of the whaole, The kook jacket states
the book's intertion is o connect “the
feminist movement to struggles for
raclal and class eguality,” arguing
“against the shift in contemposary femi-
nist theory—Firom the direct political
struggle of the 1960s and T0s to a
depoliticized focus on women's psychod-
ogy and personad relations,” charting
the “scapegoating of separatists and
leshians,” and Introducing the need to
“sceept the leadership of wamen of
color” |, howevar, was unable to fomma-
—Russ continued on page 52

It wis matted and staff wath chemicals
but she had alveady tried to get a brush
with no luck. All she had was a semi-
bruzh for pocket or purse. so it was this
or nothing. It toeok howrs to comb it ot
girand by strand, and in some places it
wias 50 clumped she feared she would
just have to cut inte it and leave o gop-
ing hode,

Finally, very proud of herself, she
managed a modest braid, bot she nobed
that her hair was ne longer thick and
Tusuricus bat thin and wispy as if the
chemicals had burned away whole
strands. From here dates Corinnes
haircut, which tumed out to be a bowl-
on-the-head sort of job, what with the
exigencies of hospital posses, the
money required to visit a professional
atylist, and other problems, From this
time on Cornne began to look like a
mental patient, not an  atktractive
woman who jl,:m.l: ]1.r||1-p-|‘:r|.-|‘:|:| to b
thrown into a mental hospital. B
Shulamath Frrestore (e a fesinigt theoris
and eardy ecfiviat lving in New Yark City



FREUD'’S PARANOID
PSYCHOAMNALYSIS AMD
By John Farrell

New York University Press, New York, 275 pages

Russ condinned from page 51-
late amy such description of overarching
purpose and interntion whike resding the
book. Frankly, | got lost in the details.
Finally, the outdated references are
very dizappointing, heavy as they are,
Pedhaps it would hawe been betier if
Russ had framed the book as a review
of, and reflection on, the classic works
of second-wave feminist theary: as such
it would have made more senga. & the
baglnning, the eadar (s eager to leam
something new, to be taken down & new
path, to expand her consciousness and
awareness and her list of things-to-do-
about-all-that. Having just finished hear-
ing Jim Nantz, the spartscaster who ran
the show for CBS at the 15998 Winter
Dlympies, deseribe the “global communi-
ty of man,” even as the U5, women's
hockey team won the gold medal, |
laoked to Russ for “ammunition.” What
I found instesd ware many references
from the feminist glory days of the
19705 and "B0s, and nothing written
since, Valuable as many of these ideas
&fill are, we already kndw about the
importance of coalition-bullding across
lines of cpdor, class, and physical abili-
ty,dizsability. A more serlous conse
guence of wsing references from the
past is that some of Russ’ conclusions
are simply mo langer valid. Far example,

nﬁu.‘l[rifil:ll.'lﬂ. rvegalomaniacal philogo-
pher demands tatal submission from
his pupila. He telerates no dissent; they
submit. They are inducted into their
rale as devoleps Ihn:lugl'l furtave, cultic
rituals, and don rings on which are
mllmfntﬂ-r&irk'inl;.ug'huﬁ, i imrkation of
the emblem worn by the classical god
Jupiter The students swear unswering
loyalty to their master and his precepts
pnd commit themselves to absolute
secrecy. Ther teacher proclaims himaalf
“the conquistader,” “the giant,” and
identifies himsalf with history's con-
quering  hercs: Moses,  Caesar,
Alexander the Great, Hannibal,
Columbus, William the Congueror,
Wapnleon. Obsessad with conteol of both
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it is o bonger tree that leshians are
invisible, Maybe in some places, of
course, but thers ane too many counter-
examples for Russ to make this state-
ment S0 categorically. And in my own
field of psychology, it has been many
yeEars since psychamnalysis was the the-
ory against which all others wese mea-
sured, | recently heard a speaker say
that the only mental health practithoners
who still subscribe to Freudian theory
are & few male psychoanalysts who live
an Park Avenue in Mew Yaork City
Outside the arts and humanities, psy-
choanalysis is just not very important
these days.

But then there are the gems, From
the very beginaing, even in the ackpowl-
edgments, | chesred out loud when
Russ announces that it is ohay to steal
her ideas, and that she approves of the
tendency of women writers to use excla
mation points and italics for emphasis,
And in every subsequent chaptes, |
underlined something that | loved.
Examples abouwnd. | share Russ' con-
tantion that feminism as paolitical action
has bean abandoned in favor of intro-
spaction: an emphasis on the anigue-
ness of woamen's issees and problems,
on the “interior” life. | applawd her invi-
tation o return to activiam. On & mene
subtle plane, | loved her speculation on

EST:
ODERM SUSPICION

# precepts and the per-
senalities of his move-
menit, Ehe lemder
dencunces its renegades. Thaose wha dis-
play independent thought are excom-
municated; those who guestion ther
teacher are branded weak, mentally ill,
ar both. The followers’ rﬂl.ei,ii_q;ln.—shipz
with their leader exhibit an identical
|r::|l:.‘|:-|::|11: '.l.'l,rrﬂhi]_ﬂl.ﬂ chwabnn gIves way
to tenszion, followed by estrangement
and brtber accusation by the master. He
gi=s g0 far as to gleat when a tea-gnfted
student retorns trauwmatized from
Warld War [, and commits suicide,

Thiz is not the leader of a lunatic-
fringe group, but the progenitor of psy-
choanalysis, Sigmund Freod, whose
imprimatur is stamped indelibly on the
field of mental health, whise vocabu-
lary has become popular parlance, and

the reasons that heterosenual wormen,
even feminists, find it frightening to
guestion the “natwralness” of women's
attraction to men. | particularly appreci
ated the quotes from feminisis of color,
describing their alienation from the
women's movement. Although the
quotes were not current, the collection
Russ pulls together i still exciting, an
nspiring rerminder, parhaps especially to
white wamen, but slso to feminists of
ewviry hue and persuasion, that we had
petter realize “we will lose any possibil-
ty of developing an accurate map of the
widd . . . [unless we have] the ability to
understand the interconnections
betwesn diffarent kinds of oppréssion,”
Whibe this is nat the ook for some-
one who ks looking for new material, it
is an excellent study to dip into. IU's did-
ficull Lo read cover to cover, aven in
many sittings, but it is a rch resource,
inchuding many of the best quotes aver
compiled in one place, a reminder of the
basie principles, the raw roots, of femi-
nist theory and practice. B
Reviewed by Ellen Cole, Ph.D., profes-
sor of payehology of Alasko Pocifle
University in Anchorage and former
ectitor of Women & Therapy and the
Haworth Press series, Innovations in
Feminist Studies,

whose influence continues to grow in
aeademic vircles. John Farrell’s original,
penetrating study, Frewds Poranoid
iest demonstrates how  problematic
the legacy of Frewds genius i, calling
ko gquestion many of the most cher-
ished precepts of payvchoanalysis, While
providing a chilling chronicle of Freod's
formation of the esoteric Peychoanalvtic
Committee in 1913, Farrell coptests
such proverbinl Freudian beliefs as the
eentrality of dreams to human psychol-
oy, the hidden significance of minar
errors such as ships of the tongae (those
eo-called Freudian shipel, and the role of
goovunl desire and aggreszion as prima-
ry mativators, These assumptions,
Farrell argues, emerged from s darkly
skeptical mode of thought which
assurmes that each banal impulze doaks
a vicious secrel, Avcording to Freud, the



physician's desire to heal mazks desply
rooted sadism, just as the social
activist's promotion of equality disguis-
e4 fundamental hoetiliby to others, “&nd
for the psychosmalyst, of course,” writes
Farrell, “sverything we do is worthy of
suspecion, except for those actions that
are overtly selfish. vinlent, or libidmalky
driven, These things alome can be trust-
el to present their true aspect to the
workd.”

In Frewds personal and profession-
al lite, in his theoretical vocabulary and
his clindcal method, suspiciousness rein-
foreed by grandicsity and the desire for
contred reached the level of full-blown
parancia. Frevdian paradigms, Farrell
claims, could never have emerged in a
normal research enviranment,

Farrell's study aims to uncover the
intellectual background of Freudian
theary in arder to sobve the addle of the
high regard for peychoanalysis among
clinicians, scholars, and lay people
Farrell places Freud at the end of a line
of thinkers—principally, Bacon, Locke,
Hobilses, and Hume—who, from the 17th
century on, reised doubts about the reli-
ability of the mind. Freud’s contribution
tir the field of epistemaology was that of a
systematizer; he found consistency in
human psychology “by the banishing of
all motives but those of a total and sys-
temic lustfulness and selfishness to the
realm of mere appearances., "

Perhaps it was this confident gaug-
ing of human behesvior that insured
Freud's popularity throughout much of
the 2Mth century. According to the
movement’s own, self-heroizing history,
the turn- of -the- century medical com-
munity was outraged at Freods revolu-
tirnary findings and punished the mas-
ter. But in fact, secording to Farrell, psy-
choanalyzis alicited no such violent oat-
cries: “Far, contrary to psychoanalytic
dogma, the movement has commanded
a depth of commitment among its
adherents, and a level of acceptance
among intellectuals, which exceed what
is justified by the scientific validation of
the theary.. It seems to be, for many
people, a compelling, almoet irresistible
body of doctrine”

Farrell explains the cult of Freud in
terms of the satisfaction that reduction-
iet theories offer by condensing human

experience into symbalie codes. By
aEgressively negating the thoughts of
hiE E.I'I..EJ].'EH.I'IdE. many ol 'l.lhum wara
female, and discrediting their accounts
of their awn experiences, Freud estab-
lished himself as a figure of heric
authority. According to the double stan-
dard that he set, only the analyat,
whose diagnoses are simply “correct,” is
free  from Eu!p:it:inuu inwa:al;.igati_un:
“Making & withdrawal from all intellec-
tual commitment, he establbishes ilho-
efon and error a8 universal stractisees. ..
Bul when it comes to the certitude of his
own claim, the redoctionist makes an
exception.” The highly charged dynams-
ics of dominance and submission inform
psychoanalytic theory and practice,

By 1933, Sigmund Freud had
become o cultural icon. In that year, e
brought together his previous, scattored
writings on the subject of
womner in the seminal eesy
“Femininity” Here, Freud
argued that the turning
point in femele pesychologi-
cal  development occurs
when a young girl perceives
that her clitoris 18 inferiar to
the male penis. Acceptance
of femininity entails living
with ones status 85 a “cas-
trated” being, although the
wigh to be male lives on in
the wneonseious, asserting itself in
many sublimated forms, According to
Freud, the secret lerking within the
female mind is anatomical jealousy:
"The fact that women must be regarded
as having little sense of justice is oo
doubt related to the predominance of
envy in their mental life, for the
demand for justice iz a modification of
envy and lays down the condition sub-
ject to which one can put envy aside.”
Frewds ideas about womens innate
passivity and hysteria permaated med-
ieal discourse throughout most of our
century, and his paternalism set the
tone for relationships between paychis-
trigts and their patients Hie hostile,
sweeping claims about female psycholo-
gy have been atiacked by eontempor-
ary scholars, but those scholars teo
often rely on Freuds owmn terminology,
acrusing him of unconscious rage
or hysteria.

By putting aside Freodinn rhetaric
and operating outside pevchoanalytic
categories, Farrell shows the extent to
which Freud's conclasions are without
foundation. While he does not deal
extenzively with the subject of pender,
his eritique of Freuds pathelogical
authoritarianizm has profound implica-
tions for feminist scholars of pevcho-
analy=is and for all mental health pro-
feszmonals who retain aspects of Freoud's
PrOgTaqmn.

Farrell’s mast 'imal.g'inn.ﬁvn BORTHEAS-
tion s hiz equation of Freud with the
delusional protagenizt in Cervantes’
Dvon Quizole, a character with whom
Frend had a lifelong fascination.
Convinced that he s persecuted by
invisible, all-powerful  sorcerers,
Qruinete tilts at the windmills that he
believes are giants: he is an impover-
ished pgentleman  who,
though the Age of Chivalry
iz long past, poses as &
medieval kaight in serviee
to “[ulzines,” the great lady
who may of may nat exist,

Freud, an anonymous
researcher hoping to be
hailed, ome day, as “a
Eemius,” a Jew in an
increasingly  anti-Bemitic
Austria, and o man beset by
cocaine addiction, cast him-
self in the mle of modermity’s mast
determined knight. Convineed of the
antaponism of his  eolleagues, he
plumbed the depths of human con-
sriousness 0 a quest as farcical as
RQuixote’s and as teleological ss that of
any medieval pilgrimage. Each foray
could vield anly one result: a hidden vio-
lent or sexual arge. IF we acoept John
Farvell's premise that Freudian logic is
contaminated by its own suspicion, then
we must conclude that the women of
Froud's OIS —the “sastrated female”
the “hysteric”—are, like Quixote’s
Duleines, the produst of a deloded
vizsion. They are the creations of a
misagyniztic philosopher posing &8 a
scientist, W
Reviewed by ohaclyn Geller, a PhUD. can-
diidte in Engliah literature ot New York
University and an instruchor in (s wri
ing program,
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WOMEN OF A CERTAIN AGE
THE BIG 3-0, 4-0, AND 50
by Molly Haskell

“Marriage iz a catastrophe for
women,” the young Clarissa and her

of the unconscious forces the
issue, What comes Lo seem in ret-

A warnan who, just past 50, reviews her
entire life on the eve of a party, and
waanulers if she married the vight man.

A woman who, just furned 40, falls
convulzively into an affair with a much
younger man, threatening her marriage
and her sanity

A woman who, just reaching 30, has

the choice of two
men, one represant-
ing dull secuarity,
the ather & danger-
OB UnKnowT.

A whaole life
hangs in the bal-
ance, and a mmove
thiz way or that
will alter the rest of
her existence. The
mament of reckoning doesn’t have to
oecur at one of the crucial ages—30, 40,
or 50— but it so often does. At the *hig
five-oh” ar the "big fowreh,” time stops;
it's as if you've emerged from the woods
into @ elearing at the top of a hall, and
vou're obliged to look both backward
and forward, The present has to be
faced: 1z it all that youw expected and sa
blindly pursued, or is it arid and point-
Tess? You might continue treading water,
but spme unexpected event or eruplion
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rospect a5 o resobved “turning
point” is, at the time, a furry of
terror, panic, and possibility.

Three new movies pay riveting
attention to & woman's twists and
turns at moments of ersis—as it hap-
pens, those three critical apes nobed
above, Such attentiveness to groswn-up
women and their rites of passage isn't
exactly a staple of mavies today, which,
reflecting the youth culture around
them, preefer their women as mis-
tresses and ingenues—at the blos-
soming peint rather than i ol
flower, That's why these ventures
into the labyrinths of female pay-
chology, two directed by women and
ane by a man, are themsehees mile-
stomes, and not to be mizssed.

Whi wauld have thought that
snyone would even dare to adapt
Virginia Weall's Mrs Dalloway,
much less do it successfully? With
its noo-linear, stream-of-conscious-
ness style and fragmented narra-
tive, the alender, groundbresking
15925 novel would seem impoezible to
tranzfer to the sereen. Yed the seript by
Eileen Atkinz, who has come to "inhab-
it” Virginia Woolf in theater pleces like
A Reom af Cne's Chon and Vita and
Virginde (with Vanessza Redgrave as
Vita Sachkville-YWest) is a masterpiece
of Ane-tuned sympathy. The director is
Marleen (orris, the Dutch Almmaker
of, most recently, Antonio’s Line, but
rxore memarably of the exploaive Femi-
nist parable A Guestion of Silence, in
which a group of women in a boutique
turn on 8 salesman in homicidal laugh-
ber and rage.

With clarity and grace, the maovie
slides back and forth between past and
present, betwesn Mataseha MeElhone
g5 the young Clarisss and Vanessa
Redgrave az her ruefully retrospective
older self Without the lesst effect of dis-
tortion or special plesding, Woalfs fem-
inkso seeps o every crack of the flm,

adored friend Sally Seton agres. Yet
what choice have they? Certainly not to
run off with each other, though the pas-
sionate lkiss they exchange may be the
epatic kigh point of their lives, And g0,
for the rest of her life, Clarissa hes
ascillated emotionally between twao
men: the one she marred, the kind,
conventional Richard Dalloway, and
the one she spurned, the charming
“fulure” Peter Walsh, who will turn up
on this day of days.

It is 1823 a beautiful June day,
and Clarissa ie planning one of her par-
ties, walking through London, return-
ing home, seeing to the flowers, silver,
clothes, As Big Ben tolls the hours, with
the pardens of Westminster in full
bloom, medernity intrudes: planes,
“autocars,” advertizing in the form of
skywriting, and reverberations of the
Great War, only recently ended, One
disturbance on the horizon of Clarizsa’s
clear sling 15 a young man she soes
but never meets, Septimus Warren
Smith (Rupert Graves), a shell-shocked
war veteran whose madness and aui-
cide—an uncanny projection of Weolfs
W d.E'pl.'E-EE:il:ll'.'l and death—eome o
intrude on Clarissa's party.

We mest the twa men whio TEpre-
sent the poles of her existenss: Richard
Dalloway (Johin Standing), a pelitician
who never guite made it inis the
Cabinet (becyuse Clarizsa didn't devote
herself sufficiently to hiz career? Or
because of his own inadequackesT), and
who would really rather live in the
country and hunt. Peter Walzh
[Michael Kitchen) lives in India and
menages (barely) to stay afloat, while
continually falling in love. Legal prob-
lems with hiz latest parameur have
sent him to London, where he dropa by
to see the woman who broke his heart,
and confiren in his own mind that she's
thrown her life away

Etched no leas vividly than the
men ig the deaughter, Elizabeth, who's
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at wiar with her moether, and has fallen
into the company of a religivus fanatic.
Thie funny, pitiable woman despises
Clarissa—her class, her frivolify—but
wilts before her social confidesnes,

What an extraordinary array of
characters, of social lavering, of insight
into lives so distant from Woolls own!
The interlscking sulbsctratios, and the
free-association  technique  once
thought expsperatingly  difficult and
avant-garde, now seem to reflect the
way we live and breathe. The novel
even anticipated cinematic conventions
like interior monelogue, jumps in time,
and intersecting or parallel story lines.
Muoreover what was regarded as sectar-
ian, ag *femining” and narrow in its
focus (ms if Mre. Dalloway's life-or-
death concern with the suceess of her
party had been Woolfz point of view)
when 1t was ]:.|1.:||:|:||,5h:em:ir now proves to
b the early-2ith-century novel with
the widest grasp of modernity, of the
social msues and tensions that would
come to haont wa. (And after all, isn't
giving a party an existential moment
fraught with peril, no less terrifying—
and perhaps less senseless—than going
inko battle?)

Atkins has wisely streamlined the
book by restricting the interior mono-
bogues to one veice, Mrs, Dalloway’.
Vanessa Redgrave gives yet another
great performance as a well-heeled
sovialite, musing on her past, wonder-
ing just what she and the world are
made of Her Mrz. Dalloway, silly and
majestic by turns, wise and giddy, dom-
inates the film, but remains richly
ambiguouz. Weither “good” nor “bad,”
neither a complete failure nor a
regpunding success (though her party
=), she has accepted her life and her
limitationg, itsell a sign of breadth of
sensibility—of higher aspirations
acknowledged and retained at least as
an ideal.

Unable to include everything,
Gorria, Atking, and their first-rate cast
have nevertheless done an amazing job

of suggesting and implying
mast of what's in the book. For
example, the screenplay does-
n't include Walsh's wonderful
obaervation on Clarissa and
Richard: “With twice his wits
she had to see life through his
eves: one of the tragedies of
married life.®  Buot Walsh's
thinking is transparent in
Michael Kitchen's superb per
formance, the way he conveys
the intellectunl arvogance of
the superior outsider, and i1t’s also clear
that this is the view of a still-embit-
tered rival who can only see marriage
85 @ state of possession. He will never
understand that the reason Clarizza
turned him down wae that, for all his
eleverness, he would have allowed her
no ToMn for maneuver, nd “room of her
awn’ in I']wuhml‘.rlap}mhn: chambier of
hia too-intense Love.

In Posi Codipm, Animal Triste
Briritte Roilan directs herself as a 40
ish marred publisher who, despite an
enviably charming husband and chil-
dren, becomes crazly besobled with a
much younger man.

The film opens oo a shrilly ambiga-
ous nale: a cat claws the air and mews,
presumably in sexual Fremzy, but ia it
agony or ecstasy? We are forewnrnad:
this love story will net be a tidily
detached chronicle of an amour fon, but
a deseent into the bowels of passion, of
nature raw in toath and claw.

Roiian's Diane Clovier arrives at
the apartment of ome of ber authors at
an hour when many Pansiens, the
writer, Francois, and his girlfriend
included, are still in post-coital sleeg.
Unperturbed, Diane ousts him from his
bed, urges him to the writing tahle (he
is suffering from second-book block),
and while standing guard, looks up to
see Frangois’ roommite, Emmilis, n dark
Apollo with black curly hair, emerging
from the shower. He brushea past, pives
her a |_-i.|-|'n:|n_g'-i_|:|g1 rarroais ook, and the
die 1g cosL.

reste

Cevturr, Amimal

Never far from caricature, Redan
boldly depicts the arc of this consuming
passion, whose early charm and humor
gradually degencrate into nestiness
and fury Diane's husband, a lawyer
played by Patrick Chesnais, is never
lesz than sympathetic as he iries to
maintain his dignity and that of the
marriage. In o funny and scary coun-
terpoint to DNMane's story, he takes on
the defense of a woman who, after
vears of suffering her husband's adul-
tery, finally murders him.

Oine of the saving graces of Dane's
life iz the delight she takes in suoeess-
fqu_-,r :|'|||.1rf.uri|'q.;,I her wrters, and Rodan
keeps that zide of her in view while
auwdacioualy recounting  the nasty,
brutish side of the end of the affair,
aparing nothing in her salf-exposure,
Bhe drinks, she lets herself go, she
fumes at Emilio, displaying (as one &0
often and self-destructively does) pre-
cisely the behavior ehe knows will drive
him sway, And, in one of the mest
remarkable seenes ever flmed, she
etands nude in front of the mirror, pick-
ing apart her aging body “Am [ atil] in
the game? she wonders as she exam-
ines her beeastz, her zkin, hey flabby
underarme. With this openness and
genmernsity, Eoilan makes it eagier for
all of ns—women on the screen, women
everywhere—bo look at ourselves mome
honestly and forgivingly . . . and, ket us
hope, for movies to confront and take in
stride the desires and inhibitions of
WO — continued on page 56
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woems by Mary MoGimnmis
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These poems are described as sensuous,
passionate, fierce and unseatimental.
Blind since birth, she has written with
power and hugmahu;ll wﬁ
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TELL YOUR STORY
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How to Build a Short Story

by Colleen Mariah Rae
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“Colleen Bae teaches writing from the
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Men Need Space
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A Presence of Angels
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poens by Judyth Hill

A Prezevee of Angels is filled with the
craft of writing and the Juminoss
presence of muses and angels. In Men
Meed Space this standup poet ex-
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ships — funny, wise and bald.
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Haskell continued from page 55—
a5 they grow obder but no less pasgion-
ale.

The young and prececious Edward
Burns (The Brothers MeMullen and
Ske’s the Onel sets his new film, No
Looking Back, in a working-class
Rochaway Beach, Mew York, community,
and takes vz deep into the heart and
dilemma of a pretty voung woman who
works as a waitress in a diner. Clawdia
persists in postponing the date of her
marriage to a local boy, and is then pro-
pelled into a terrible quandary when her
old bovfriend Charlie, a charming ne'er-
diewell, returns to claim her

Lauren Holly iz marvelous as
Claudia, ane of those women who fallz
into the crocks between feminism and
old-fazshioned housewifery, betwesn the
examined and the unexamined life.
She's thoroughly diszatisfied with
small-town existence but has no idea
where to go or what to do, and e con-
ception of herself as a whole person,
with a destiny outside marriage.
Michael {Jon Bon Jovi) is good-looking
and sweet, but dull and barely making
ends meet, while Charlie (Ed Burnsh,
thowgh no more of a swccess, neverthe-
lees represents the lure of escape, The
problem iz, he's not & good guy—a bt
like her father, who's cut cut for Las
Wegas, leaving her mother [(Blythe
Danner} bitter and depressed. And in
fact Charlie has left Claudia once
before—right after she'd aborted his
child, The slow progress of Claudia's
move toward awakening and indepen-
denee magically mireors the baby steps,
the hesitations, of real life.

One iz not surprised at the degres
to which women directors stay with
their female leads through ups and
downs, but it iz rare for & male direc-
tar—even one who has already shown a
real liking for women—to give such
lensurely attention to a fermnale protago-
nist. Here, as in the films of Gorris and
Fotan, a camera s s0 unhwrriedly at
home with its eentral character that it
can live with her, trace the very progress
of awareness in her face, and allow her
to expose her vulnerability when she
feels rejected, frightened, off her game,

Mo less interesting is Burns' treat-
ment of the character he himself plays:
EE‘L."Lr]'il:'.. ﬂ'l.-l'lll.ﬂ]!l tharrning.. 1% mare 'I:h,a.n
just feckless; he'ls & bit of a awine, mean
with his buddies, and nasty to a college
girl wha won't put out—a pay that even

his mother, ns we gee in a brilliant scene
that opens the film, doesn't wamt at
heme. As writer-director Bums carefully
locates his film, painting a bleak picture
of the way elimate and the economy work
together to erode hopes: salt air and win-
try despair seep inte everything—the
paint peeling from houses, the cars rust-
ing om the atreets. And the conselation—
gitting around the local bar guzzling beer
with the same people night after night—
really isn't one,

Alsg in the must-ses category are:
Clockiatehers, a brilliantly sly first film
by Jill Sprecher, working with her co-ace-
narist and sister Karen, about four
"‘I;.namps" in m sterile wn:‘lp[at\e wha
became friends and are then torn apart
by suspicion. Both black comedy and sur-
real melodrama, the corporate satting is
a malignant character in its own right,
and the four actresses—Parker Posay,
Toni Collette, Lisa Kudrow, and Alanna
Uhach—show why they are some of the
hottest new talents around.

And Wilde, an immensely moving
and beautifully acted story of the great
dandy, his marmage, his emerging homa-
sexuality; the trial and its aftermath. It
gepms Lhat the greak Osepr has had micre
films made about him than Jesus, but
this E:nr]]mml_'r' fusr:in;l.ti.ng and 'FI['DP]]E‘I:.II:
gender bender iz given perhaps a defins-
tive turn in Stephen Fry's gentle, sad,
not-entirely-sympathetic performance,
in the company of Jude Law's no less
definitive rendering of the selfish but
gorgeous Lord Alfred Douglas. In his
passion for the vounger man (for youth,
beauty and anstocracy), Wilde throws
himzelf headlong into a masochistic folly
wherely he harms and loses everyone he
lovea.

Director Brian Gilbert makes what
think iz a 'I'I'LE.jl:lr' mgcaleulation o fes-
turing scene after scene of male nudity
and levemaking, an excess presumably
intended to push the envelope for homao-
geccuality and steer clear of Merchant-
Ivary refinements, but it adds nothing to
the stary and will scare oflf moviegoers
who are either uninterested in or made
uncasy by acres of in-your-face male
flesh. B
File eritic Molly Haskell is author of
Holding My Own in Mo Man's Land
(Oxford University Press) and From
Reverenee to Bape: The Treatment of
Women in the Movies (University of
Chicaga Prezz).



ward pomp, by uniferis of wny sert,
All the Empsrers were nokod . . . new-
beraa This vivid, visuel epprecigtion of
bumen conmectedneas did pet lagt for-
aver, ot fom time ko Gieme it ceburns,
and when it does, [ meognize it, Thepe
fealings put me in touch with longings
for Nature and for solitude, foor pll that
which ia ryrelical, seagnnal, sacred.

1 becarne: wware, as T had oot been
belore, of (he lmprtance of pityels,
famity lifs, community-—and Eheip
eching abecnes: in %0 many lives, For
many yYoung parentz blogd relatives
stopped living around the corner some-
time ofter World War IT. In my tlee,
faw divoreed mothers-ecd-=children
wore invited (& bo part of the social life
of mavried couples. Hingle maothers
drowned abene; we didnt live oollec-
tvely. Thore waz, ay yot, 7o |eabian
baby boom or aingle-parent adoplion
mavement. Toduy, vven grandmethers
ad grandfathers hove caretrs, or they
are too old, or too ill, or temperamen-
tally unmuited Wr pasent & grandchild
for more than a few boors & mondh,
They nesd care themselvas—and
danghters, oot sensd, tend to do
thia wark.

Therafare, moet mingle mothers
wha want @ Tamily life within & oooo-
munity mnst create and maintain
them on their wwn. Thy eragtivn of fam-
ily amd somunity are ﬁul].r laher-
inbensive, dauntiog tasks in late-B0th-
ernipry Amprlean mibues,

Oo Mether's Day, sentimental
Americans spend over §300 oulliwa on
grecling cards, Atazingly one-quarter
af all fwers given in 4 PeAT AMG PIAr-
chased go this commercialby-treated
holidey. My suggestion? Use that
maney b efect peliticians whoee prior-
ity is raiging the standard of liviog and
mprrving the at-home working condi-
tivns of primmry caretakars, year
round. By the way: Only eemeonc who
hes lesroned bow te spcialize s child
without breaking his or her apirit is
worthy of being elected 1o public office.

Btart voting feminist Mothers iato
office. They probebly won't abuse their
power in eexual ways for af leagt 60
yaars, Aftar that—look vut! B

...............................................................

P.i'nﬁlt Chepler, PRI first pubfr-!ﬁﬂi
With Child: A Diary of Matherhood tn

1070, Jt ia currendly being rmavsed by
Four Wails Bight Windows press

Tidibax condinned from poge §—
becfuae they fra easy to And, But ita
u very painful way to die”

Spoghmal, s 24-year-yld former
teacher, ceferz t0 hersell an being
“turied alfve” The yautg woman bt

ber night arm up 4 the sheuldes; and
her right leututhauﬂgh.munemug
attack three years mgn, Aftar het injuny
when she spent weshs in a poorly
Eq"'jFFB'i hﬂﬂp!lliﬂl, Spughmai wag nob
awrprigingly, e¢ depraased she wanted
tor die, A lifesaver, literolly, was & jub
she found with # Weatern rﬂjnrw
that enabiled her to wark with the dis-
ubled. Bot four siontha later, whee the
Talibwn ok Kabul in Seplember 1996,
ahe wan foreed to atop working,

Todey, she weara & hudly fitted,
and painfil, prosthosis—bedly fitted
bEcsure, In hfgha.n.[.ﬂ.t:a.u ira, [alse
limbe tome in only thrae sizes
Digabled ag she is, walking is diffRenlt,
aed is imprasible i sho in wearing &
burga veil, Sincs she cannot go oul
without ane, ghe hasnl bkt the honse
i bwo fenry, “There are so maoy daye
when I am too depregged Lo gl out of
bed, Why shenald T? There is nothing for
me ta do S0 reany tienes T aak, Why
didn't [ diz when I was injured™

1 offered to taks Spaghesi oul fir
g short cxcursion in my jecp. She
refused "I ary afraid It is too danger-
mas, i vy and me, Afgheane are oot
allawad to be with Ebeaignars, or talk
with jwma]‘im. T we are ¢ll.|._g.|.'l1.|, the
Tuliban will beat us, maybe woras. And
aoyway, to po out bricfly woold B o
peinful. It will remind me of what I
have loat, One day of freedom all
maka Lhis priagn ae much worae”

Intermstlons Coamplicity

A mape concarn today i how mmt of
the internaticoal comimunity operating
in Afghanistan ia going akng with the
Taliban’s reatrictions oo women ot of
fear of having their agandes fored to
dogs, Cowplicating this weue is the
fact that 3 ommber of UN. officiala
powted thers in senior posilidns are
From developing couniries whare
women are treditionglly sacond claes,
Copsequently, Chey ronglder t.he
Teliban's reftrictions of1 WOIMET UnLm-
portsnt, or chooee Lo ook the wiher
way. {ne such head of a UN. agency in
Kabul has often told collesguas, “the
gender issve is boo dengerous, T doa’t
plan ta Mgk my career over it”

Re-evaluating
Your Personal

Lif¢ oy Carcer?

%bese proven tesis ore
economieal qrd dasy to fake
(ir e comfort of your own
Bome)d, and propgide amM
exetiieTt sharting froint far salf
rmproseraens
Salf-Discovary- Meanm-
your alellls pew help
derrlop me posidee soelal
relilionghips. (F497
flompadion Compahlality fosl
ol af additiunal cusk )
Total Fersoh- Provides an
indepih eviluation of Four
Wtal perzonality, (F393
Cargar Mappeir- Aagessed youn
abllkl=s, lnterests and personaliny
tRlts, matching them o 2006
tupatons, (5 149)
Monmy-back graranier i nof
copyloialy natified

Call A_N%5, For Frose
lelephone Conqualiatiaon

1-888-T43- 1500

The directar of & maps Amencan
humanitarian mgency in Kabal, wha
aakad that hie name ot ba ueed for
mecuTity Peasend, kdouibled ha Beand
“pereonadly sbhorrent,” but fel he
bad oo choice when he had b tall hie
femule cnployess first to wear the
durge, awd them to stay home 1 Felt
wwlal that T wag fireing them Lo vail,
Whan you only ses women in furgos,
you realize the power of mveniog a
woman like that. ¥ou don't treat them
like people anymore, juwak bits of ¢lith
moving drwn tha street. But on a
pragmatic level, that's what hed 1o
happen to keep evarybody safe, and to
keap our program moving

"Whan the Taliban started threat-
puing #nd then beatlng oor guarnds
and drivers, wa had no choima. When I
raalized that no obe, Bo Authorlty, wos
goinyg ta abap tha Taliban from beating
wamen if ther worked, it beceme an
isgue of pratecting the staff I know
that is & rationalization, but they
have decoonstrated whak the conse
quenses are af not complying with
thair adicts, And #0 you gy romise,”

He admita that there ia an
“ueredible  —cembnusd on pogy 58
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Talthan confinwed from poge 57—
drift in the internatiomal community
here with regard to the gender isswe.
Women are told: '‘Stay home, suffer
vour fate, it's easier for everyone.” Its a
slipgery slope we're on”

One agency in Kabul, Oxdam, which
15 hepded |;|1,r g retirsd American p:l"ﬂ-rBB-
sor, Mancy Smith, chose to make a stand
againist the regime, and closed down her
piiltirnillion-dollar program until such
time s the Taliban remose the restric-
tions on women, With her agency
charged with restoring 40 percent of the
water supply system to Kabul, a project
that would alse benefit the Taliban,
Smith, a wiry 65-year-old, told the
regime her agencys mondate was to
relieve poverty, distress and suffering,
and that inchoded women's, “We con-
cluded that our core principles are not
negotiahle,” she says, “Chdam will work
with women in Kabul or not at all "

Afphan women alse defy the
Taliban. 1 visited several underground
schools that women were running for
girls out of their homes. Operating one-
room school houses accommaodating
atudents aged six to 24, these dedicat-
ed women were breaking the Taliban
law on a number of counte, including
the one forbidding gatherings of unre-
lated people. In a city where paper and
pencils are now hard ko acquire, the
teaching aids were handmade from
gerape of whatever they could find,
including stones and twigs.

While these women risk their
salety to kesp teaching, much of the
regime that threatens them are either
illiterate or nearly so. Even the
Taliban's Ministers of Edwcation and
Higher Education bave little school-
ing. Most Talibs (the name means reli-
gious student) are young zealots, grad-
uates of the regime's modraszsas, so-
called religions schoolz that are based,
for the most part, in Pakistan, and
funded in part by the Spudis. In these
cloister-like environments, bovs grow
up totally segregated from any
women, including those in their own
families. The highest honor they can
carn there 15 that of gard, 8 Mushm
honorific given to those who memorize
and exn recite the entire Koran, and a
number do. Sadly, however, they learn
to do s0 in Arabic, a language they do
not understand, and 15 not taught to
them. Consequently, they have no ideq
of the rights given to women in Ielam.

“lzlam dictates that education is
mandatory for both males and
fenales” says Zieha Bhorigh-Shamley,
Ph.D. chair of the Women's Alliance for
Peace and Human Rights in
Afghanistan, based in Washington,
D.C. Hassan Hathout, M.D., PhoD., the
director of the sutreach program at the
Islamic Center of Southern California,
agrees: “At the time of the Prophet,
Muslim women attained such scholar-
ship they became teachers to promi-
nent men.” They also worked, In fact,
the Prophet met his first wife because
she was his employer. “The medical
corps of the Prophet’s army was an all-
WOILAN CHTPS, and In some hﬂt-ﬂ&s,
women took up swords and josned
active combat. Women participated in
public affairs, were involved in negoti-
ating treaties, wers even judges. Islam
declared gender equality through the
Prophet's words, “Women are the sib-
lings of men.”

Islamic scriptures are very clear
on the veil: Only the prophet’s wives
were requited to cover their faces. In
fact, when women undertake the
Islamic pilgrimage to Mecea, the Hag,
they are required to do se with their
faces wuncovered, They alse mingle
with men not related to them.

“*Obviously, the Taliban's military
prowess far exeeeds their knowledge of
Islam,” says D Hathout. Perhaps the
regime's most important oversight is
the Prophet Mohammad's tesching:
“There is no compulsion in Islam.”

When I raised these issues with
the chief mullah of the Department of
Yirtue and Vice, and asked him why, if
such things were good enough for the
Prophet, they weren't good enough for
the Taliban, he grinned and changed
the subject. The regime’s Sher Abbas
Stanakzai was more honest when he
admitted, “Chir current restrictions
are necessary in order to bring the
Alghan people under control. We peed
these restrictions until penple lesrn to
obey the gpovernment.” W
nrﬂJT Gﬂﬂdﬂl!‘fl. f‘(ﬁlﬂr Dlrﬂn Thg IEE'IJE'E,. 15
an  aword-winning Journalist  and
human rights activist, She is the author
of Caught in the Crossfire (E.P. Dutton),
a book on the conflict in Afghanistan,
ard Price of Honor (Plume-Fenguin
Books), which examines how Islamic

extremism is affecting the lives of
Muzlir ioomen.



Birmingham vaptineed fram poge 36—
TECOVETY. Addressing himgelf to the
woumded ourse, Spitz wrote: “Emily, (here
BRE iHANY, many penple who halicws you
reapad what yiu, sowed, [ am ane of thom,
1 Ieyms you prod e f the BABYKILLING
busineas. Y¥our hasbend in poing aroond
showing your picturs for sympathy He
dostn't, wbow ooy mictures of the babaea
¥ou halped murder Why not?™

The oetonal media gave & plathirm
te cthera ta proongdn the samc messaps,
Wichmel Broy, whe served four yesrd in
jail for & string of dlinic hombings in the
Washingten, IO, area, told 8 nationwide
audisnce da ABC.TY's Mighthae that he
hed oo miegivings abeut the clinic bomb-
ing, “ghven the henefit thet sames from it
ard the imgoes at siake.” Eray alze
pralsed the Acmy of God, which had
claimad credit. for the 1997 bombings of
oo abortion climc and & leabiag-cwoed
mightadub in Atlants, &3 well &z the
Birmingham bombing,

Oun the surfaee daiming to ba “pro-
life" et spproving cold-blveded muorder
reflertes pither twlsted lagic or rank
bypocrisy. But rmuch words prowide meral
justifiretion And encouragament for
those whe plant the bombe and pall e
triggera

Sweh justification alse indicatss that
the movement's rasl agends i@ b the
protection of so-ralled woibern Speople,”
but & politice]l campaign bent an denying
wUICE, &1 wny coal, the vight o decide
how their ves will be lived,

Anti-gbortion compaigners’ cam-
enenks to the media cannot be dismizsed
as the rantings of lene crazies. They
mngt be for what thay are: rallving
eriea for the brutal, storm-trmper wing
of tha anti-gborton movement, & move-
ment that s fundsd and sustaloed by
perwerful, well-orgaoized, weall-onnerted
forees Fddlng behind profeascdly moral
rEvaLimme.

A number of the Birmingham-banad
gntsabortion proteaters aro pech of A
eowroritted national moverent that has
harasasd shaortion providers and clinic
diente acrome the country. | had seen Hitar
focen in Deyton, Ohic in July 1887, when
they helped Crperation Resens blockada
and clnae elinice there, Putgide the clinies,
OR leadars prevechied and testified ahout
the “gloriea” of wiemen submitting thmen
And thie pest Janoary 22, the 25th
Anniverqary of Boe v Wade, thase same
people were present in Bt of the

Huprema Cmrt, whire they participated

in a lacge wot-abortion areh They wee
the thoge #who bollied and shoved pro-
theice demonstrators an the staps of the
[enart, a8 we hald up w larpr banner that
read "They com't have our day or owr
lives™ The Rev. Spics was Hare, 1o, hold-
ing 8 aigh readmg "Frea Banl Hul—
Execute Abartioniesz” Hill 44 the meo
convicted of killing Th, Jaroes Bayard
Brition mnd olimic aocort James Berrett,
in Penaacoda, in 184k,

Buch zcabots are unyialding o thelr
determination to inEmidate women and
aborting providers mod, ultimately, to halt
abortion entirely "IF ol dan't want 4o be
pregnant, ksap your kege cloped|” anarled
éme man ko 8 poung pro-chaies wemsn ak
the Sumesne Cowet.

But there is committed determing-
Lpn on the pre-chosce aide, too, a8 opecn-
plified by the courspe and dedication of
the clinic employess and edenrets in
Birmingham, They had been semsoncd
oyer B pericd of a dozen yesva, desling
wilh ant-phortion peoterters who hoe
eontinoally tarpeted both the Sueamit
and {he New Woman glimes. Many ol
employvees and ascarta live near the dinie,
g when the bomb evplodsd they lesor
immediataly what hed happeaned. People
prampily began mobilizing, and grief
quickly targed to resobe sa yolonteees
started cellinpg the Birmingham Clinec
Defense Teprn's hialine ta wer: what they
could dow Some local people wha had ot
beer inrotved befive offered ko be eacorts
Cehers stapped op their activism becaung,
ad ome aaid, “Wonen can't be truly equal
untl they can oonbrol thair bodies. Tve
derided] that this fight jn mine 58 lang as
it takes,"

Mo Access Means No “Cholcs™

I roajor wrbar aress whers thera are rel-
atiraty few restrictive laws, the senilabil-
ity of AlwwTign 19 easy bn take for pranted.
But fr women whe bive in stebes with as
Medicmid fending, waiting perinda
between the tire they first vieit & cinie
and whao they can yot the abertaon, par-
ent comeget and notifeation laws, and
pther ragtrictions, chiaining an shortion
PEQUITES ToEjor meswrees A extenive
plenning, or, because af thia, may not be
wo opting at a1l Coneequently, for mil-
linme af women whe are poo, under 18, oo
lire in the 34 parcent, of 1S conntiee thak
heveé oo abortlon provider, “choice” effec-
tively does not exist, Promm 1678 to 1352
aereRn tn sbortion decrease] with an 18
pervent drop in the number of providers

natiunwide, Hural areas ame hardest hit,
with at leaat 15 percent of woroen in
mony  atatcs—induding Alebama,
Kanpas, Kentncky, Iowa, MEopessta,
Misaiggppi, Minsouri, Tenpeasec, snd the
Dakotas—baving to travel mone than 100
miked e gel an abartion. The met of bans.
portation and cvernight accommodation
cen be prohibitive fae thake on los
|75 £,

Dranwing the Lise in Biingieam

The Birmingham bombing was partof'a
many-pronged atlack an  abortiom
vighta and neeoss, The respanse ta the
atack, however, mdicates that we may
be moing coward o oew Ievael of netion-
ol unity and support for the providers
who malee “choice™ pogaible Watiomsl
crgaricalims, including the Feminist
Majority, National Organization for
Wonzen, National Aborlsm Federalion,
Plooned Parcothood, and Reafose &
Rewiat!, unmediakely seot repurementsa-
tivey 10 Binningham And thres daye
after the bombing, the Birmingheam
Emergeney Coulitign for Choice orge-
nized & prateat rally

Then, on Matvh 14, well-ksicwen
feminists and lemders of many
Whahingtm, [N -based organfradong
catne  Ligefher with {he staffa of
Birmingham ecliniss and Iocel and
natinnal sctivists &l the hiwberc 160
Street Baptist Charch in an encoursg
ing ahaw of pational unity and reselve
[Tha chiureh wis the scene of the rmeist
bombing that Killed four littls girls in
1963 ) The thewe of the gathénny wan
in the proclamation: “Wa're drawing the
line in Birminghaza!"

Tudax now eod has replaced the
eharda of glase which covered the lawm
of the: Birmingbam clioic after the
bombing A new mareoo awouig wilth
crisp whitc kttoring shedes the door-
way And a new level of energy and
determination to defend abortion
Aocexs BRd wonney's lives e socting ot
of the harmer of that early morning
it Jenosrye B
Mary Lot Gremberg i an achivist and
Writer whn Axe defemaded cfinicd cubd
worked with abortion prooiders around
Hhe coundry,

For more information oo bow you
can suppurt clinive ond providers,
it Hefuse & Heslat! af A18.713-
5657 0 e-mail: refosed calyr. com
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Violation continued from page 20

for girle with big clitorizes, was asked
about the wizsdom of genital surgery on
such children, she responded with,
*Well you just cant have an 7"

Each woman has her own reasons
for turning away from this issue, But
challenge them to pay attention te the
fact that in hospitals just down the
street in any big American city, fwe
children a day are lasing healthy, ervot-
i parts of their bodies to satisfy a
social demand for “normaley” There i3
no Federal ban to save them. The
aurgery 12 lefl ool of the law against
FGM berause it is deemed “necessary
Lo the health of the chld on whom it ia
performed.” But as secial psvchologist
Suzanne Hessgler alt the State
University of New York at Purchase
pomnts out, “Genital ambiguity s cor-
rected not because it is threatening to
the infant's life, but because it ia
threatening to the infant's culture,”

D-:u:tnrs and parents believe sori-
ety will repect a child with
atypical genitals, and the child
15 made to pay with her or his body for
this shorteoming of sur culture. What
15 happening in Amencan hospitals to
healthy children is just as mutilating
L the bedies—oo matter how exquis-
ite the surgical craftsmanship—and
violating to the souls of these children
as FGM. And frequently, the surgical
craftamanship falls far short of
exnquisite,

The atrict sexual apenda o bod-
ies in America extends to little bave as
well. To grow up te be a real man, a boy
will have to be able to do two thinge—
pee standing up and penctrate a vag-
na with his penis. If a little boy has to
agit ke a girl to wrinate because his
urethra exits somewhere along the
shaft of his penis rather than the tip(a
condition that can cccur in as many as
& out of 1,006, he may be subpected to
many disheartening surgeres over the
course of his childhood to correct this
“defect,” amnd be left with a lifetime of
chronic infections and emotional trau-
ma, And il the baby is born with a
“too-small” peniz that doeetors decide
will never be big enough to “success-
fully” penetrate a woman, physicians
will probably make him inte a “girl”
through surgery and hormone treat-
menta, because, in the words of one
surgeon, “It's easier to poke a hole

than ta build a pole.”

In the 40 vears since surgical
intervention to “correct” genitals that
are viewed as abnormal was first pre-
scribed, treatment protocols have
rarely been gquestioned. After all, it is
much more comfartable for dectors fo
assume all is well than to start digging
around to find out if it's really troe.
Tntil recently, all discussions of what
iz done to people’s sexual bodies have
been hidden safely away in the pages of
medical texte, where real lives are only
“interesting cazes,” and pictures of gen-
italz are disembodied curicsities or
tenching tools. Many doctors would like
to keep things that way, For example.
Dr. Kenneth Glassberg, a pediatric
urologist associated with the American
Academy of Pedintrics (AAP), insists
that people who speak up and tell ther
gtories are doing a disservice by "scar-
ing patients away”

In a blatant disregard for patient
feedback not seen in any other medical
field, the AAP still advoestes earcly
surgery and imsizta that the "manage-
ment” of children with atypical geni-
tals has improved over the past sever-
al decades. Their refusal to consider
the reality of the lives of people who
have been treated by this protoecel can
be: hkened to an mstronomer gazing at
Mars through his telescope while
ignoring the real live Martian tugging
at hiz slegve. The messy truth of what
happens to children treated with
surgery and hormones iz simply
ignored by the AAP, as they atubbornly
cling to a treatment paradigm that has
never been anything but axperimental

Cosmetic genital surgery on chil-
dren is out of control. As the practice
has careened along unexamined for
decades, illustrious careers and repu-
tations have been made, consciences
have been swallowed, and terrific dam-
age has been done. For a doctor even to
hesitate before operating  takes
tremendous effort and self-refloction,
The need for babies to have genitale
that look typical has been perceived as
g0 unquestionable that surgesns travel
all aver the world to ]:E:“[urm EUTZETY
on children free of charge a2 a “human-
itanan gesture.”

Drr. Justine Schober challenges her
fellow surgeons to realize that “when
vou do [this kind of] surgery on some-
one, vou are rezponsible for them for
the rest of their lives.” In less than tweo



hours in a sterile operating room, a
child’s personal and sexual destiny can
be changed forever. The stakes are
exeruciatingly high for the sake of
appearances. Angela’s story, Annie's
gtory, and my own tell only the amall-
st fraction of the terrible fallout from
theee surgeries. Mo one is naive enough
to say that a life in a body seen as
aboormal is a ticket to bliss. But it is
not the bodies of these children that
are wrong, it is the wav people ses
thern. And i these children grow up
and want to change their bodies one
day, that will be their right. Nobody,
but nobody, no matter how loving, no
matter how well-intentioned, showld
have the power to sleal precious parts
of & body from a child before she or he
evin gets started i life, B

Mortha Creventry is currently writing o
baok abouf childbood genitnl surgery in
America. She lives ard works in

Minreapmiis

Poet continned from page 23

doubt. . . Theyll shoot me for sure ., . At
childbirth . .. My butterfly is born and
immediately after that, T am taken out
and shot.”

These sentences were spoken to me
in Persian, 1 am writing them in
Engliah. Meither of these lengunges is
my mother tongue, This is exile, what
Julia Kristeva, a fellow writer in exile,
ealled “a way of surviving” How did this
process of my survival take place? At
hame, in the factory, in the marketplace,
even at gchool among the studentz and
the teachers, the mother tongue was
used. But the written form of all schcal-
ing, the written form of all business,
police, law courts, movies, were in
Persian. The language of literature and
poetry was also Persin. The mother
bangnee desarved only humaliation and
subjugation, like my mother herself in
relation bo my father, who abways domi-
nated her, Linguistic exibe is the linguis-
tic schizophrenia of all individuals and
peoples who are sulyected to language
domination.

The process of love and hatred
begins, It is something that was always
there in relation to my father, bul never
in relation to my mother, The love of the
mother 1 total. Without my mother, |
would not have been the person [ am:
poet and povelist. In order bo appreciate
something, [ had to look for the mother-
Iv elerment in it. Imagination means the
discovery of the mother in everything we
touch. But more than anything else in
the world, it is language that i mother-
Iv. The moether plaved at langunge with
us. [t was through her that gemerous
love became the poetic capacity of lan-
guape. Poetry is a language in which
words fall in love with esch other; they
stop h.a_'l.l;ing pxtornal, non-affectionate
use, A poet writing poetry in a chosen
lnnguage will not be & great poet unless
he discovers the mother-child relation-
ship in that language.

wile in literature takes different
Efm'ms_ It was Samuel Beckett's

pwn chaice that he wrote most of
his plays and fiction in French. It would
have been impossible for me to write my
poetry and fiction in Azari Turkish. It
wias Vladimir Nabokev's choiee that he
wrote most of his later fiction in English.
Looking for the other in language, tradi-
tion and the poetiea of fictian, James
Joyee experimented with the devices of

writing itzelf, His self-exile from Ireland
was ane of the greatest things that hap-
pitned to world literature. To bhe sure,
there are great moments in the history
of evary nation when a writer feels for-
tunate that he can stay with his people
and be enriched by the experience and
write about it. But exile i2 al=o an adven-
ture, an experience in another warld
that pets one's imagination going in
directions uwnknown, both techaically
and spiritually. Joyee's letters and his
firat nowel show that he intentionally
threw himself out of Ireland to embrace
the experience of not only the Continent,
but plso continents of artistic adventure
An imagined territory was created in the
wirks of these writers that had nothing
to do with their periods in history, or
even the countrigs in which they lived.

This kind of exile goes beyond wdeo-
logical, philosophical, and political
baondries. In exile, you exit the norms
and conventions of thinking and imagin-
ing. It ia the desire to see heyond, to go
“on exile,” as Dante did when he traveled
through the imagined stages of imagina-
tion itself

While 1 was learning Persian, | also
began studying English, my window to
Bhakespeare, Joyee, Virginia Waelf,
Gertrude Stein. When my mother was
ﬂ_]."lng' of Alzhemmer's disease 10 @ relire-
ment home in Tehran in 1995, 1 had
already  begun writing a novel in
English, which in my mind I planned o
call “Our Lady of Seribes”™ It was & poet,
sharing his foml with others. An hour
before her death, [ took the seed out of o
date amd ratsed it to my mothers lipe.
She lifted her frail arm, took the date,
divedesd it 1mto two halves, and handed
me cnie half She rased the second half
to her lips, slowly kissed it, but did not
eat it. She died half an hour later, with
her half of the date held between her
finpers. My movel was bansed fram pul-
lication in Iran. [n the third month of my
most recent journey inle exile, L was
published in Sweden. | am writing now
from Canada, of continents past rising Lo
claim the future. B
Reza Barakeni is the author of 45 books
of poetry, fiction, theory, and liferary orif-
terarn. For fhe lasf 35 vears, he has been
in the forefront of the struggle for democ-
rocy and hieeeni J'l'g'.ﬁ.lﬁ ik TP, aoed s
Juiled wnder both the Shal's regime ard
Islamic Republic of Iran, Today he lives
irt Toronin, Careda,
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BELLA ABZUG 1920 - 1998

Pioneer, visionary, feminist, mentor, revolutionary, woman of the

people, principled politician. She had a great heart and extraor-

dinary energy—and the courage always to speak truth to power.
Comrade and friend, she was always right ON THE IssUEs:

| “I am not elevating women o sainthood, nor am I sug-
gesting that all women are good and all men are bad. Women have screamed for
war: Women, like men, have stoned black children going to integrated schools. . . .
Some women. They, of course, have a right to vole and a right to run for office. I will
defend that righi, but I will not support them or vote for them.”

Un abortion laws: “I think women will not give up this right, nor will men who pro-
maote the right of choice . . . no matter what any court says, or any government or any

church.”

“We don’t so much want to see a female Einstein become an assistand professor.
We want a woman schlemiel to get promoted as guickly as a male schlemiel.”

Give 'em hell in heaven, Bella!
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HIGH SCHOOL CHEMISTRY LED HER T0 A LIFE OF CRIME.

As Director of the Delaware State Police Crime Lab, forengic microscopisl Julie Willey
catches murderers. rapists and thieves by analyzing hair and fiber specimens, 11 a job she
has today because. in high school, she didn't think it was uncool Lo take chemisiry.

There's a whole world of interesting jobs in science out there, Find oat ow sou can Baen

your daughter on Lo them,

Call 1-B-WEG-4-GlELs, Or vigil us on the Internet ai hibp:fsaw academic.org,
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