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Autthor’s Note

My apologies to friends whoese houses, dogs, gardens, man-
nerisms, clothing. and landscapes 1 have stolen for this book.

I have also stolen literary quotations. *Indefinable rapture”
comes from Mary Ellmanm’s THinkingg Admrt Wamen: ((iarcourt
Brace, Jowanwwiich, New York, 1968, p. 95). The warious
quotes from literary womem are as follows: “Howm are we
fallen! fallen by mistakem rules”—Amne, Coumntass of
Winchillsea;; “Women live like Bats or Owils, labour like Beass,
and die like Worms"—Whnganedt Cavendish, Duchess of New-
castle, both quoted by Virgimia Woollf in A Royw: of Ongiss Gwn
(Hateouty, Brace, & Woild, New York, 1957, pp. 62 and 64).
“Anyene may blame me whe likes” is the beginning of dhe
fameus feminist outbuist i Chatlotte BroM®s Jae EyFe)
“How goed it must be to be 3 mamh when you Wank e iravel,” is
guoted by Tilllie Olsen from Rebeeea Hatdling Davis's letter &9
a friend in Olsem’s Bisgraphiall essay en Davis in Life in de
o Witlgs (The Feminist Press, Old Wesibuy, New York,
1972, p. 101). “John laughs at me but one expects that in
marriage” occurs in Charlotte Perkins Gilmam’s The Ydlow
Wallppngrer (The Femimist Press, Old Westbuny, New York,
1973, p. 6). “It had all been a theraypsutiic lie. The mind was
powenlless to save her. Omly a man—"" is part of Mary McCar-
thy's story, “Ghestlly Father, I Comfiess” in The Compaoyy She
Keepss (Harcoutt, Brace & Wonlldl, New York, 1942, p. 302).
The last quotation, “[/Revolve in my/Sheath of irmpossilbles—"
is pait ot the eleventh stanza of "Purdah™ in Sylvia Plath’s
Winieer Theess (Harper 8¢ Row. New Yeork, 1972, p. 41).

Some of the above have undergome minor revisions, but
there are no major ones.

For those interested, the strike referred to in the title is the
shirtwaist-makens’ strike of 1909-1910 which occurred in New
York and Philadelpthia. It was the first gemerall strike of its
kind and the first large strike of womem workeis in this coun-
tey. It involved betweem ten and twenty thousand working
womemn,. mest between the ages of sixteem andl twenty-Five.
They held out for thirteem weeks in midwinter. Ome magis-
trate eharged a strikef: “You are on sirike against God and
Nature, whese prime law it i§ thak mamn [sle] shalll earn his
bread in the sweat of Ris Brow. You are o sirlke agaimst God.”
Detaiils mav be found in Eleanst Flexnens Centriyy of Satusgle
(Atheneum. New York, 1970, pp. 241-248).






“You are om strike against God*—ssriid by a mimeteenth-
centuny Amgriicam judige to a group of women workers from a
textile mill. He was right, too, and I dom’t wonder at him.
What 1 do wonder is where did they get the nerve to defy
God? Because you'd think something would interfere with
them, give them nervous headiaches, hit them, mudidle dhem,
nag at therm (at the very least) and prohiibit them from daring
to do it, just as sormething interfferes with me, too, tries to keep
e away from eertain regions. As 1 write this the eold Mareh
Faln 1§ turhing the pew growth of the trees and bushes an
intenser yellow and red, a sett of phanio fall in the tangle of
weeds ahd bramble euiside my windew. But somediing
doesh't want me te think abeuk thak. 1t's tee beawtdiful. | onee
hadi a friend ealled Rese, whamm 1'd kpowh for years, whe lived
iR & Shufh that RO MAkter oW she painted the wails, it il
losked rotien. The 1ast tMe | ever saw Rer was jiust B@fo% 1
started teaening: 1 was tWen-nine. | Went t8 ¥i§l[ her IR East
New Yotk (Brookiyh) whete she sHil [tved With et mather
ahd we talked, a8 We always aid, aBak: Att ARG aBBu: fhe
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Buzz off, kmot-head.

Yourr attitrdde towartd yourr thenitiinivgity is amtfivetetetn!. You hoge @nd
yet you fhetr. You attract! men, butt you dviiree them ewayy. Whaa! o teangle
is /nere!

I giggled.

You do not like mem, Esttleer. Yout havee penigs eenwy.

They have humanity emvy. They domt like me.

Come now, mem ane afieeddd to you, arenet they?

Thett’s not what | said, kiddo.

He comes back every once in a while, very sterm andl severe;
them he goes back up into a cloud to clean his fangs. We get
along. After a while you tame your interior monmstens, it's only
natunal. I dom’t meam that it ever stops; but it stops mattering.
I trudged down the hill and up the hill to home (then up the
stairs). My kitchen is always a greeting; I dom't know why. [
doni't like to cook. Yet my apartmenit always strikes me—atter
each smalll absence—as something I've created myself, with
my own two handls, something solid and! colonfful and! nice, Jike
an analogue of myself. It greets me. You can see that this is
going to require an awful lot of (natwredligin) paddiimg while I
walk home, climb steps, sleep, or go from one room to an-
other. But in recompense [ will telll you what I was thinking all
the way home in that chillly, fragramt, August night: I was
thinking that I felt sexuellly deadl, that [ was perpausdlly tired,
that my bodly was cold and self-contained, that I had beem so
for eleven years, ever since my divoree, and that nothing I had
dome or could do or would ever be able to do would ever bring
me back to life. I didmt like that. Not that it was a tragic
feeling; it was onlly something mildly astonishing (in the mid-
dle of all the things I do like and ewnjoy). It amazed me. As [
thiew the windows opem to the night I thought that at least [
had fed my showy, neunai, insecuie, exhitbitionisie person-
ality to the full over the last few yeats, that in this one way (@nd
mamy otheis) 1 was very happw, | emjoyed myselt dremen-
dousdly, but there was something else I didm't have, another
way in which [ was depnived. Yet a mild feeling, believe me. At
least so far,

I'll tell you somethimg: my psychoanzlhst (I meam the real
one) used to ride around Manhattam om a motenapadle. It was
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only mobile bits of landscape. Untiil you learn better, you think
that a landscaped world cant hunt you or please you. you
needm’t bother about its soul, you neednit be warv of its good
looks.

Umtiill you learm better.

I went out one night last August to look for my friend Jean,
who's a graduate student in Classics here. The smailll town [
work in (1 teach English) has a collegiate appendiix stuck on
one end, two smalll sireets om the hill down from the Univer-
sity, andl in the mote impoitant block, the one restauramt that
stays opem throughoutt Auguss, even after summer school has
elesed, the kind of plaee that's ealled Jer's, Chailiie's, oF
Kent's; you knew what | meamn. Earller in the evening there
hadl beef elouds sailing aeress the Mmeoh, Up there in that deep
inky=-blue; 56 it was abyious (8 everyene that it was going e get
Mueh warmer oF myuch ealder by Mething. | passed the mel:
anehly parking Meters (Unused NeW), the Pizza eary-ouk, he
electiobits pars stare ﬁfi8§&€‘lb the Taund, the drugsiare,
the Indianh Pouiigue, 1406 sOmeRedy has stuek on 2
stHre pote and palnted AU MIRYALSOIOr {8 AAVEIHSE 4 BHVALE
Novse that seils i‘iﬂ%%—tt'h'i% 188KS Very 8ad undel the street
Hgﬂ&% and is {%alll the Eﬁi‘i'fhéi{eés& thIng | have ever §88ﬂ i
% i }8 88¥ f8f %a I H*”\e ey %m 24l Bl W%dex the
E 1§Hi%\9{ 8‘” sEseess fel 3 Flr lX 1(9111 {11}18
111 ll[pl ll EI“LJI C

&l Reautiiy alé;
YT 3gHate Ba

in fier arms from red

m Jaer arms_ {rom [}Iﬁe

CISe n p] sle

céldent m Which shé

Kheeta

dmad e(l et KNe&eap

But she wasn't there. Nobodh: was, 1 meam nobodly 1 know.
There was someone I'd met at a faculty cocktaiil party, if you
can call it met, butt [ ignored him because L reallly had thought
that Jeam would be there, or somebodly. Andl 1 might have seen
him in a play. not met him. 1 meam he might have been one of
the Cormmuniiy Plévers; that's embannassimg. So 1 jumped
whem that fellow came over right after 1'd sat dowm, 1 mean
the untriend, smiling suavely and saving, "Waiting for some-
one?” And what ean you say whem you jumped. when you
thought vou didit knew him, when voki denit; know: him, not
reallly? Afe vou going o turn down the ehamee? That's a lovely

mm
--_
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way to end up with no chamses at all. Andl I'm thirty-eighit. He
frowned and said umesdily, "Um, cam I sit dowm?” I'm not
going to be meam. Four years ago—#butt it's differemt mow—
four years ago was my Israelli graduate: studemt whom I picked
up here out of sheer despenatiiom right after I'd mowedl here
(from another college five hundlred! miles away), sheer des-
perate loneliness (and because I knew I hadl to learm how to
pick tip mem in bars)—he approwed of my not wanting car
doors opemed for me like most demanding American weamen
(but nome of that pierced my ghastily haze of distress) and told
me his views on Ameniica andl the pollitics of campus; revohution
and what he was studying and whw and what I should be
studying and why-. I said ves, yes, yes, oh yes, not even telling
him | was a teacher, gibbering like anything out of sheer
terror at exisience (1 hadl just got divoreed, too) and later blew
up at him whem he tried to kiss me "beeause you're §6 under:
standing:.” Beeause it was a fake. Beeause lie wasml dhere.
Beeause | wash' there. Beeause he didn knew that | knew
that he didm knew what | kpew and didm wanl (o know.

Yes, dear, oh yes yes yes.

Why do mem shred napkins? Three out of four mapkin-
shreddlers (rough estimate) are malle. Femalle mapkin-shred-
ders are really napkim-strippens, i.e., they tear napkims into
lictle strips, not shredls. But mem who tear napkims tear them to
shredls.

My new napkin-shreddenr sat dowm, a little dark fellow in
Bermudla shorts and knee socks, and Goddamnit there went
his hand out for the very first napkim. Blindlly, appetitivelv
seeking. Do you think I could ask him? Do you think 1 could
say: Please, why are you tearing that there napkim into shred-
type pieces? (Or pieces-type shredks, possibily.) Wiw? Why?
Why? Oh, put your handis in your lap andl leave the mapkin
alone!

Now, now, he's as nervous as you are, dear.

I said, "Your maplkim—"

"What?” he said, alkanmed,

I shook my head to indicate it was nothing. Eirst we'll talk
about the weather, that's number ome, and them Il listen
appragintivedly to his accoumt of how hard it is to keep up a
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suburbam home, thatts number two, and them hell complain
about the number of studemts he’s got, thaits number three,
and them he'll tell me something complimentany aboutt my
looks, that’s number four, and them helll finally get to talk
about His Work.

“I've got an article coming out next May in the Jowmala! of the
Critinigan: of Criticism?,” he said.

“Ofn, congratoikions!™ 1 said. “It’s such a fine place. They
dom't keep you waiting, do they? Like Paramateter Sttudies.”

(My anallyst and | often discussed —years ago—my compul-
sion to always have the last word with mem. We worked on it
for momtfhs but we never got anywhere.)

“They didart keep me waiting,” says Napkim Shreddenr (dhus
neatly dodging any memtiom by me of my seven anticles in
Parametdey); “Perhaps you saw my attiicles there—the iimagery
of the nostiil in Rillke?"

I made myself look frail and little. *Oh, no,” I said. I just
can’t keep up, vou know."

(So far, so good.)

He then told me what his article in € of C was aboutt and hew
he was going to make it into a book, none of which I par-
ticularly wanted to hear—mon didl I want to taik aboutt mine,
which I also find extremedly borimg, why inflict it o1l strang-
ers?—but it's a sign they like vou, so I listened attentively,
from time to time saying *“Mm" and “Mm hm" and watching
the front window of the restauramit in the hope that Jean
might walk by. Wiy are yow tefiinge me alf thisZ—binut that's a line
for the mowies. Besides Lknow winy. Andl. as usuail, the burden
of matunity,, compassiom, consideratiom, undenstamaiing. toler-
ance, etc. etc. is 011 me. Again.

"Oh my, really?” I said. (I doni't know at what.) He heamed.
He beganm to tell me aboutt a gramt he was going to get. He told
me this in a confidentiall way (leaning very close across the
table) and 1 thougitt in a confused fashion—or my manners
must have beem slipping—or I'd beem watching the front
window too long—anwwmawn, one ouglit to help. oughtn't
one?—so L answered withoutt thinking (mvy amathst andl |
worked 011 this too but we didarit get anvwhere):

"Demit do it. jlust donrit do it. Thaey make vou work too Ihard
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for vour momey. 1 know; I've gottem gramts from them twice."

There was a strained silence. Perhaps 1'd discouragedl him.
He told me the names of his last four artiicles, which hadl been
published in various places; he told me where, and them he
told e what the editors had said about them (the articles). He
was talking with that edge in his voice that meams I've
provoked something or done something impellite or failed to
do something | should've dome; you are supposed (o show an
intelligent inteiest, arem’t you? You're suppesed to eneour-
age. o 1 analyzed the strengihs of all these separate editors
andliipwinals andl praised all of them; 1 said | adwired him and
Ltwg% feallly sgmething to get inte EB@)%%JJ@)%H%IFS as 1 very well

AW

“1 often wonder why womem have careers,” said Siredded
Napkim suddinily, showing his teeth. I dom't think he can
possibly be saying what I think he’s saying. He isn't. of course.
Never mind. I'll stand this because Reallity is dishing it out and
I suppose 1 ought to learn to adjust to it. Besides, he may be
sincere. Thene is a humam belng in theie. At least he isn't
telling me about something he read in the paper om women's
liberation and them laughing at it.

“Oh goodhess, 1 domt know, the same thing that makes a
mam decide, L suppese.” 1 said. trying to look bland and
disarming. “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” he said. The drimks had come. He opened his
mouth to say something and them appeared to relent: he
traced circles with his forefinger om the table. Them he said,
leaning fiorward:

“You're strange animalk;, you womem intellectuails,” he said.
“Tedll me: what's it like to be a w«oman?”

I took my rifle from behindl my chair and shot him dead.
“It's like that,” I said. Ne, of course 1 didm't. Shredder is omlh
trying to be nice; he would reallly like me best with a fever of
102 and laryngitis, but them he’s net like everybody;, is he? Or
does lie say whatt they onlly think? It's not worth it, hating, and
Lam going to be mature and reallstic and not care, not care.
Not any imiore:

"At least you're stilll—uh—dheasriivad!” he said, wimking.

Don't care. Dom't care.
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1 said quickly, "Oh my, I've got to go,” and he lkoked
disappointedl. He's beginning to like me. | am a better and
better audiemce as I get numibedl, and although I've played this
game of Impness You before (and won it, loo—though 1 don't
like either of the prizes; winning is too much like losing) I'm
too tirecl to go om playing tonight.. Will he insist om taking me
home? Will he ask me out? Will he fight over the bill? Willl he
start making remanks aboutt womem being this or that, or tell
me I'm a good womamn because I'm not competitive?

Oh why is it such awful work?

Shredder (coloring like a schoolboy) says he hopes [ won't
laugh but he has a few—tih—odd hobithiies besides his work;
he’s always beem trememdhusdly interested in science, you
know (he tosses off a frivolous referemee to C. P. Snow andl the
“two cultutes") and would I (he says, shyly) like to hear a
lecture next Thunsdky om the isomeriic structure of pol ami-
nates? As | wouldl. actuallly, but not with him. (His eats twrned
pink andl he looked suddnlly rathes nice. But will it last?) |
domt want to make a bafflefield—sorry, battlefield=ot mv

rivate life. Bafflefiend! Goodltwe, Mi. Bafflefiend. 1 will

eave Shredder and go look for a Geed, Gentle-but-Firm,
Undienstandiing, Virile Man. Thalis whak my psyadiganalyst
used to keep felling me o do. T aveid quanieling 1 let
Shredder pay for the drinks (a bargain for him but net fof
M), t6 avaid endirss squabbling insistencies | let him walk me
arehnd the eornes 8 what | said was my RoM&s; and o aluek
the usval unprasant seene (“Whais the maiier with vou?
Dot ¥ou like men>") gave Bim My—saHnedy ficiiovs=iele:
phone nwmssr. 1 waited inside the Building unkill he'd van-
1shedl upmilh and then shipped ovk inte the stieel and sterted
off in the BpRRite Airection. Spoiled:, spailed. All spotled. My
pevEnoanalkst (WiB Nas in redlity Beeh dead fof 4 decade)
£3ie 84t 8F e EIGHAS andl §W88&%@1 ah Ak 33 1 HFUaged home;
great £laws at the readx. Batwi %i Blagk againsl he MS8H.
5~5@55m& gsh%%%%eemnﬁ slime. Eregtera. (Al the wax from
New Y81k

You willl neverr get nmayvied!

All right, all right. Countt Draculule.

You thewr fudfifivment.
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Buzz off, kmot-head.

Yourr attitrdde towartd yourr theniiiminyity is amtdiveustent. You hope @nd
yet you fhetr. You attvact! men, but you diizee them awayy. Whea! o teangle
is /here!

I giggled.

Yow do not like men, Estteer. Yow havee penigs cerwy.

They have humanity envy. They domt like me.

Come now, men ane afireeddd to you, arantt they?

Thet's not what 1 said, kidde.

He comes back every once in a while, very stern and severe;
them he goes back up into a cloud to clean his fangs. We get
along. After a while you tame your interior momstens, it's only
natural. | dom’t meam that it ever stops; but it stops mattering.
I trudged down the hill and up the hiil to home (then up the
stairs). My kitchen is always a greeting; I dom’t know why. I
dom't like to cook. Yet my apartmemt always strikes me—after
each smalll absence—as something I've created myself, with
ry own two handks, something solid and colorfful and nice, like
an analogue of myself. It greets me. You can see that this is
going to require an awful lot of (naturedliiic)) paddiimg while [
walk home, climb steps, sleep, or go from one room to an-
other. But in recompense I will tell you what I was thinking all
the way home in that chilly, fragramt, August night: 1 was
thinking that | felt sexuallly dead, that [ was perpriuedlly dired,
that my body was cold and self-contained, that 1 had beem so
for eleven years, ever since my divorce, and that nothing I had
dome or could do or would ever be able to do would ever lbring
me back to life. I didmt like that. Not that it was a tragic
feeling; it was onlly something mildly astonishing (in the mid-
dle of all the things I do like and enjoy). It amazed me. As I
thiew the windows opem to the night 1 thouglht that at least I
had fed my showy, neunais, insecuie, exhibitionistic person-
ality to the full over the last few yeais, that in this one way (cand
mamy otheis) 1 was very happw, 1 enjoyed myselt tremen-
dousdly, but there was something else 1 didm't have, @another
way in which [ was deprived. Yet a mild feeling, believe me. At
least so far,

I'll tell you something: my psycheanalhst (I meam the real
ong) used to ride around Manhattan om a motenayelle. It was
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his one eccemtindiy. 1 think he was secretlly proud of it.
Whemever patients in our group (what a word, patiésts)) got
audiiblly worried about this rather dangerous habit, he would
(I think) be secretly delighted; he would beam without @ppar-
ently being aware of how pleased he was, and then this tall,
balding businessmam would say, O let us analyze your anx-
iety.” He never analyzed his own liking for the motonyale. He
was throwm from it in a collision with an automatliile and died
in the street, leaving behind a widow (badlly provided for) and
two smalll childrem. He was yotinger tham I am now. You may
gather that 1 didm’t entirely like the mam and that’s tmue—but
when he comes zooping dowm from his black cloud, fangs a-
quiver, I think of his death and it warms me. It pleases me.
The mam was such a fool. I try to make myself sorry by
thinking of his wife and children—itthenet’s his poor wife, com-
pelled to believe all that nomsemse, yes, and live it too (don’t tell
me she never sneaked a peek in Freudl, just to see). Did she
have the wrong kind of orgasm? Did she succeed in remounc-
ing her masculine protest? Hypuosriiioally I try to make myself
cry, thinking that I should feel sorry for anyone in such an
accident, all that blood over the street, etc., the twisted motor-
cycle, etc. Them I'm not pleased. Them I have a very different
reaction.
Snoork! I laugh.

To be sexuallly dead. ...

Well, people pretemd to be better tham they are. That used
to meam frigid, but now it meams something else. The truth
that's never told today about sex is that you arem't good at it,
that you dom't like it, that you havem't got mueh. Thatt you're at
sea and unhappy. Whem 1 was mantied 1 never lay back and
opened myv knees without feeling (with a ﬁmkmg of the heart,
an inexpiessiible angwish) “Here we go again,” a phirase |
couldm explaim to my analvst and eamt now- 1 think it was
beeause my thighs hurt. 1 didl get seme mild pleasure out of
the whole business. 1 domy wani 6 Misrepiesent that, but net
mueh; 1 eouldl never get my feet dewn on the bed whemn 1 }put
my knees up (my tendens were toe tight) so after a
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minutes my knees and thighs would begim to hunt; then they'd
hurt a lot and if I turned over and we did it the other way my
face would get pushed into the mattmess and [ didart like that.
1 couldm’t move at all that way. And if I sat on top it was lonely
and I couldn't relax and 1 knew I was supposed to relax (all the
books said it) because if I pushedl or tried to take comtreil, then
1 wouldm't come. But my husband never seemed to know what
to do. To be madl love to—thitat was the point. Omllw 1 was no
good at it.

Whatt [ cannott convey is the intense confusion | felt whem I
tried even to think about it.

Cures; my anallyst toldd me not to try for orgasm at all, so [
knew 1 was wrong to be hung up about it because it wasn't
importamnts; or rather it was so importamtt that you had to treat
itas if it wasn’t importamt (or you would never have it); so for a
longtime I could never think of myself sexuailly at all without
intense confusion (as I've said) and great personall pain.

Hawe masochistic fantasies—but that's mueh too close to
real life.

Pretend you're a man—II didl that whem 1 was fourteen. But
that's forbiddem (and impasssible). 1 used to daydream
(twenty-four years ago, cam you believe it was so long? I can't)
that 1 was a man making love with another mam. Which still
strikes me as fairly bizarre, if you start thinking abouit the
transformations of identity involved. 1 told my analyst.

He: In this—ah—dlaydiream. are you the active or the pas-
sive partner?

Me: What?

He: (patiemtly) Psychology knows thatt in homesexusll pairs
one man is always the active partner in love-making andl the
other mam is always passive. Now which do vou imagine your-
selli’ being?

But ‘here an abyss opemedl beneath mw feel. I still am not
really sure why. The truth is that 1 felt the coming battle
withoutt being able to name a thing abouit it; was it that I
wanted to sav one thing andl would be made to sav another?
Or oughit to say another? Of must sav one thing and musit not
say it at the same time? 1 didmt know:. 1 knew one thing onlv
and thai was crystal-clear: / jeels goihge 1o lose. So it was wiith (the
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simultaneous sense of sneaking home safe andl yet being intol-
erably—okh, just intolerathily! coerced—tthair 1 replied very
haltingly:

Me: (blush) Unmn..... passive. The passive one.

He: (delighted) Alhll' §o you reallly are the womam, vou see.

Whiich is not so. It's just not so.

“You knowr,” said my anallyst, "there's no reasom vou can't
tell your husband what youw'd like him to do to vou. Women
ought to be aggnessive in bed.”

Me: Lost again. | always lose. (But I didnit say it. I smiled a
sick, feeble, little smile and agreed.)

Whait else could 1 do?

I remembered summer camp at the age of twelve whem I
necked with my best friend (we all didl) but wouldnitt touch her
breasts because I was too embannassedl. The next summer
everyone had appanentily forgottem whatt we hadl dome the
summer before. (A point of peculliar integratiom from wiich
everything has gone most defimitely dowmn-hiill.)

[ desired my husband—but it didm’t work. I experience the
same mudiille-headkediresss whem [ try to remember whatt didn't
work. | have no words for it.

Having a heant-felt crush om beautiful, gemtle. helpless,
intelligent Danmy Kaye at age twelve and a half. I seem to be
going througth the right phases at the right times. Still, 1 keep
wanting to rescue him from thimgs. Camn that be right? (Is it
sadism?)

Ihe best solutiom (and the one 1 pursued aff ter my divorce):
Not to think about it at all.

Jean dropped! over for breakfastt the next mormimg. which
was Sundby, bringing with her black chermw ice cream and
bacon. both of which we ate. Thiis is am honot: she seldom
spends momew for luxunies because she lives om a fellowship in
a co-op dowtown. Sat around the kitchen, loath to leave ((the
most crueiall room in the house)). drinking emdlkss cups of tea
until the memany of the black chefiw ice cream became un-
pleasamilly dim. There was a wondetlull surfieiin ol oddls and
endls om the table. Lhad beem irving to plam the dav's affairs to
avoid the premiise that I had absoluteh nothing left to do.. for
a three-momihs” vacation (tin vacation. an academiic one) is
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like the jungles in H. Rider Haggardl: first your little traveling
party goes through the harmiless fringes of the first few days,
everything looking onlly mildiy sinister; them there's the thick-
ening growth and the awful feeling that it'll never endl, and
them vou start losing people—bxattiing the bushes for them,
helloa-ing for them (but it's no use)—and finally all those
eatly glimpses of prefhistoric monsters and strange footprints
(or ariows or axe-heads buried in tree-trumis) pav off, so to
speak; 1 meam that your eamp is attaeked in the briet dropieal
dawm by Beast Mem orF a Phagerytus Glganiiews whe eats dhe
fative guide, the Reioimes father (a selentist). his assistant,
and all the maps, leaving sur heroine alene in the jungle she
OV KNOWs eontaing almest twe menihs meie of vaeation mid
nothing whatever (8 de. Thene | was: With the hepe thak 1
eamldl eventiatiy walk in a sort ot france 6 the fo8k:mils ¢
mean that you Will get used 16 1) and Begin {8 Elimb. But M\
Aparimenks been BHINIShed 18 4 Righ 81838 (IRetuding ﬁ‘n‘Hi‘ﬁ%
[tzz BIF the FUg With 2 Nail sEissol, ROy and [ve als
deglded net 18 Move 18 another Apanmet. The dingsadrs
gatel the Map:

I told all this to Jk=an.

“Look!™ she said. andl she drew three interlocking circles on
her napkin (like the beer ad).

"Mimatiic,” she said. "Didaatic. Romantic.” Amd went off
into something 1 couldm't follow.

“This morming 1 dreamedl 1 saw Death at the foot of mv
bed,” she said. “He was reading a newspaper. Hiding his face
in it. Banal, reallv.”

"Work is a reall blessing,” she said. (She's right.)

I stirred my tea. J plaved with mv food. Brightening up, she
told me how: the cooprnative’s dog had caught a ratthesnake:
couragrausdly biting it in two although it made him vomit. So-
and-so had made noodle puddimg. So-and-so was trying to fix
the phomogiaph. 1s a loose practical association, mothing
very striking; 1 meam you must net think of it as any close,
mystical, hippie-dippy soft of thing beeause it's net. jean
studiies mathenatins for fun. makes her owm elothes as a
reereation, eam de aAnything, 3 fereciousiy private. Stupid
Philpeiis (the espprnaling's dog) is a eress hetween an Afghan
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and an English sheepdog; first he chases the sheep, them he
knits them into sweaters. L couldnitt stop laughimg. Jean,
whose arrogamee toward other peoplle is often terrifying, was
staring dreamiily ahead, one handl curled in her lap. Stupid
Philpotts (she told me) is large andl skinmy and covered with
immemnse amounits of cunlly white hair (which quite comeealls his
face); if you lift the hair, vou see his beautiful, imtelligent,
long-lashed! eyes, which gleam at you like lovely jewels. He was
missing for eight dlays last winter and came back with ice-balls
the size of golt-ballls frozen into his hair. And diarrhea firom
eating garbage.

“Those dammed! bastards,” said my friend, thinking of
something else entirely.

In the summer;, in my apartmentt, you cam always go into the
living room andl look over the hills. Acturilly you cam do it in
winter, too, because the setting sun—iim the course off one
year—dksanibes an arc that stretches from the Sowdhernmost
window of the living room (in Decemtwn) to the North-
ernmest end of the study window (in Jungd). You cam watch the
sunset every day of the year through my enormouss windows,
Overhead the third-floor tenamty were walking abeut, a nui-
sance that somewhat dilutes the pleasure I take in my win-
dows. Jeam sat heje exactlly eight momtths age. basting the
lining of a eeoat; she often hawlls hei sewing aroumdl with her.
But dom’ think of this as anything domasdiic of feminine In the
ofdihaiy Sense; Jeam's sewing is pait of her pesffeetionism. It's
armer plate.

"These—!" she said agaim. Some teacher of heis (she tgld
me) making passes at her in sgit% of her saying ne: s9me
teacher’s wife (at anothet time) badmerihing womeh gradu-
ate students with that vensmeus sweetpess that shows vy
how veiy “femipine” the womah is=she eamt et ANeY
opely, N0k even at anether wamah. Pathetic and awiul. BatH
of them. Apdl the meh IR he eallective not WaRtng & 48
eertain kinds af work: ‘

"Memn rum the world.” said Jeam. “Mem ate people:; therefore
people rum the weorld.”

“Evil people,” 1 said. “Are you a man:haier?"
“Dom’t be silly” (cdbsant-mindedly).
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Am 1 a man-haten? Man-hatens are evil, sick freaks who
ought to be locked up and treated umill the} change their
ideas. If' vou think (under those condiitions)) that 1'm going to
admiit amhingg, you're nutts. Let’s just sav that 1 doni't like to sit
still andl smile a lot. Andl 1 would rather not hate anvone
(virtuous me!l); that is, | wouldl rather there was no reasom for
it

*Jean,” | said, "did I ever tell you abouit my friend $hirlev?"
(Shiirl the Girl who went into am expensive private mental
hospitall in New York and came out insisting she had/ to wwear
stockingss or they'd get her again. “You gotta conform,™ she'd
said to me grimly.)

“Yes. Many times."

“Oh,” | said, shaping the O soundl very punaly (but sillently)
with my lips. Playing. Bored.

“I would rather not hate anyome," said Jean, pausing in her
work (she had brougtht a pair of white gabardime slacks with
her, to hem by hamd)). The Duchess Look: objective,
dispassionate, not pleased. I told vou that Jast nightt was very
clear, active, and cold: now huge black clouds are rising 041 the
Southwesterm hotizom, the place ouf weather comes from
through a ims in the hills. Leaves, twigs, andl biis of a@mtus
are belng blowm all over the place. The HGhT's tuiming greemn. |
weni abeul shuiiing windews and wondering [ the rain-
guiter would fall inte the garden again=aRj that we have a
real gardem. 1'm talking abewk the rathes elementany: piece of
lawn the Iandlady: paxs the bex Rexi deek 6 MOW BRee in a
while and sir twe dhkemph f1syihia BUshes. The hevse I8
old, and besides providing a sounding-poandl for fopisteps. it
has trowpie With same of s trim. RE"’W. and | sab apd watched
the faraway path g ihe tawn (n (e vallex) disappeat wnder
Fain; there was a FF‘?‘&'?H aNnd Vo e8khd §8‘é The streeis darken:
INg Bn¢ B¥ Bhe-. SBHRAG BF MAChine-gvh fié o 1‘8Hﬂ?l -hok 19
Bickets, Myriads of alashes O e sereens ﬂ{i Pﬁjr the
WINARNPANES. POEKMATKS Ot H\? POLEh [80f: Wﬁﬂl \’Vl ah-

BEAGL- 1 Hlﬂ% Sf%ﬁ‘. ﬂ‘i Wfﬂ?\‘?)‘{‘(i BSE%H\‘E INVisiPle: anel Mme
wn?)'vz n%& AN With wafel au S §¥8{W1 The w m
%ﬂ 4 1% 1()0|n a\ ai{eg(l)( %2 IH%E %H‘JLX/ 8f H?l 1 lEh
A1 PEAN) Wabld R NG AN%eh SOmeRQik Bed

RS x(l ﬂ()\\ b
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thougih what all this meamt to him, deep in his doggw mind,
nobodly could tell.

“Ah! he knows,” said I. Jeam giggled. She fiddled with m\
radio and then turned it off. Our storm withdrex dowm the
valley and along the lake, grumbling and muttienimg. Eight
minuttes after it had begum we opened the windows; the tem-
perature had dropped fifteen degrees during the raim, but the
sun was coming out, straight overhead and very hot. It was
noon. No, it was high noom, sum-time. I dom’t know if a
clearing storm can ever be followed by a rise in temperature
umlless it's hot beforehand, but that’s what happened.. Swimmer
was back again. Proper August: humid air andl puditdbes. I
looked at Jeam again, wanting to say something-or-other and
expecting she'd be back at her work, but she was looking past
me, the Duchess look gone from her face, all the cynicism
gone, the laziness, the bittermess. Through my bedroom win-
dow, where the sun rises in Decembern, through the South-
easterm window just oppesite the direction of the departing
storm, was a doulble rainbow which the Australiams call
mother and daughter. So rare, so lovely. Everything a vivid
emenralld greem in which the mailbox on the corner shone like
1940’s lipstick. Theose strange, amiline hues you never see
anywhere in nature, and at the earthly end (guaranteed or your
momey back) King Solomens Mimes. (I'm in the foothiills at
last.) It's not possible to stay umhagpy:. [ took Jeam's hamd and
we waltzed clumsily around the room. We said, “Ismt it
lovely?” as people do, but we reallly meant motre tham we could
sav: this double rainbow, a completedly circular ice-bow on
Cape Codl, a seagull agaimst the sum, chemy trees in the
Brooklyn Botamicall Gardienss, being wheeled there whem [ was
a child, times like these.

We meant: It's a sign.

Even if it were pemmibsible to hate mem, I domilt think [
would. You can hate some of the mem all of the time andl you
can hate all of the mem some of the time. Talll the truth or bust!
(We shalll not bust.) I rermemiben walking dowm the city streets
vears ago andl being suddenlly amazedl into a stab of love and
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admiirattion for my beautiful, gentle husbamdl with whom (as 1
told you) I could not make love. Why did we ever separate?
Something must have showmn on my face, for peoplle stared. I
remember being endksslly sick to death of this world which
isn’t mine and wom’t be for at least a humdived years; youd be
surprised how I can go through almost a whole day thinking 1
live here andl them some ad or something eomes along and

Ives me a pudge=Jjust reminding me that ot only deo I not

ave a right te be hete:; 1 dom even exist. Sinee 1 erawled intg
this parieular jvory tower it has net beem betier, Mearin
abeut the typical Rew mMan in the depariitml and his Wor
andl his pay and his sehedwle and Ris wife and hig children
(Me? My dEparimfdil), well thals 8nly eomedd, But Whalt 963
H%P& 8 my heart is the epdrRss smiling of the secréfaries
Whete | wotk, the eRdiRss apdity 16 pleask. The amdrhy., Like
MYy AusBand, ESHHEB%] homE oh the BYs With me frém my
SHHDK and BIHFIRG 8%k, “Theites B Y8t AR Me, What 4883
A& Meat, Me MarHage!”

Still, sex was no good with him. Seeing a douthle rainbow
with Jeam and waltzing around the room (clumsily but sol-
ennily) has somehow enabled me to rememiber that sex with
my husband was in fact very badl, the badmess of it being (as I
rememiben) a good measure of the trully vast humber ot things
I eould not—then—mamage to remember. O rather, 1 Ja-
bored so conscientiously to remember to forget them:; if only
I'd had a werse memany! But I didnt. 1 am a good, earless,
eyeless giH whoe walks past eonstivcidion workers withewt hear-
ing oF seeing anything and the last time | hung wpside-down
bf iy knees from the tol) of the jwiglie gy [ was five Vears
old. I wonder what | made of that upside-down wetd. Al-
ready dainty and geed, net liking i have SMuGRS oh My
diess (Whep | remembiitedd) and setting my dlis i6 sehew like
Ry elemenieny-Sehonll teachRer aumlk, ATSSiNg them if APpro-
priate costumes for the seasen (Whieh prafiice 1 eontinue With
myselt, By the way), apd spending 4 18t oF Hme fussing gver
Which 6f thef was the tallest And Which the shere Becase
they Rad {8 Be put in a Fow 8F %Fﬁ%?&%‘él heighi faF sehoRh. |
WA F%QIH%HH , BESt ol ANY) BB Rl AN BRee I see 4
hailstory. BHY'1 80 AhHY:, 189, AR 1 liKed the wetid upside-
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down (having bat blood) and longed fiercely to get up in ithe
clouds, which you could only do if they were “down"—i.e.
hanging on the jungle gym. 1 would swing my way absent-
mindedly to the top like a momkey and them hang there, stern
and sensible, full of cosmic awe. Thene!'s a picture of this dead
little five-year-old womam looking at the inside of her first
post office, rows and rows of post-office boxes right up to the
ceiling; she’s hanging on to the knobs of two of them with an
indecipherable—perhaps stunned—eppeesiion. I'm lookiing
at a jail. The Rose-Growens’ Association gardems wheve we
went every week-end was my mother; my father was the post
office (beeause he worked in an office); 1 myself was the siomne
lien eutside the pest office. Thrne's a pleture of me sidting
astride it, looking uncomfori@ble and exalted. In the earliest
family §ﬂag§h@)& of all (I mean after the wet-lump stage. Whieh
dors ot shew persvialliyy, at least in a kedak) 1 am peeking
dramatiraliy afeumﬂ the earner of a eity fire hydrank, my face
sfeared beaviifwily all aver with ehecelate ice eream. It all
I88ks 58 gopd: domt give a damm abewt anybedy and Raving &
gopd time. 1 am teld that these sher peeple are still aljve
sOMmewherte, possibly inside the great, grand palimpiest of Mg,
and semewhere at the eenter (like a kernediin 4 Ry the aFehaié
160, 3} Fel WHpKRS, Who 88t Wi g‘egi SCréaMIng in a BlEAket
ﬁ&BV@Hﬂg et enlareed vHlVA—INR i3 true, YOU KRoW. fof 3
W daxs after Blﬁi’])) Wwho sheked In fapdstuff at ne end ad
squirted EEF%@HF& -SHAEE BuL {he BIRGL, 1iKe 4 séa:-3neMment. Bui
[B'i% 1 dait Belleve. YBW'Te sip Rt {8 Break vaur feeth on
thiS archaie CERter IF vau Blie 188 E\“e N IRES HAGS =R |
fif the ROWARE MM, {H% \’VSB %1 EY At t B% ‘ifee?ﬁ%{
[AF {88 MoARLh AR E%%% 8 e S% 8 E8x"8f§
Hg}ﬁ% Ei f@( ARd W gﬁ 8 “%& dmp 3 5% Y8l mg Bt 43

L a3 1 %\ et me 15t 488&
BIteé %%%eessd W ‘1%% ;a[heeg f& E -88? 'I‘EHP( 0( l'&ﬂ
8\"{&&% ana h"% QTN ;alg)‘cﬁ the \IJH{%% E%Wr. Wiiehe
VTN BRSO AT BACL e g8 [ fs
i g8 o au”] gLl neD ey Sfiovta 98 in. OF Hat
| & gl wamen. useé{{o seein %e Hu % ]p§ ﬁ*‘?(‘f QW]
1KE A1 W8 n uséd to sééing e Ml i€
as you reaé{t 1$
as you reéad thi3
But the name is bad. The name is awful. 1 meam that
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everyone l've met, everyone | know well (uniess they're Iviing,
as | always am in a social sitwation—you dom’t think 1 want to
get locked up, do you?)—anyymay;, every female friend of mine
seems to have accepted in some sense that she is a womam, has
decided All right, 1 am a womam; rolls that name “w«man"
over and over onm her tongue, trying to figure out what it
meams, looks at herselt in a full-length mirvor, tr-ying to wn-
derstand, “Is that what they meam by Womam?” They're
Jadies. They're pretty. They e quiet and cheerful. They want
a better deal, maybe, but they're easy-going. thev have a
eertain seremity, they're wemen.. Perhaps thex've lost some:
thing, perhaps they've hiddem something. When they were
sixteen they eouldl say, “I'm a @i, aremt 17" and het be
stupefied, stunnedl, esnfused. andl utiedly defeated by he
irrelevam idisey of the whele proceeding:

I'm not a womam. Never, never. Never was, never will be.
I'm a sometthingzedbse. My breasts are a smething-else's
breasts. My (reallly rather spiffy) behindl is a samething-else"s
behindl. My somethingzedb’s face with its propiatiic thin
boness, its big sunkem eyes, my long long-boms, my stretched-
out handis and feet, my humnchedt-ower postuie, all belong to a
somethingzallse. 1 have a something ake’s uterus, and a clitoris
(whieh is net a2 womams beeause nobody ever mentioned it
while | was growing up) and sometdhingradbe's straight, short
hair, and every twenix-tive elays blood eomes aul of My some-
thm@;%llf‘s%’% vagina, whieh is a someihingralise deing iis bodily
hovsekeeping. TH somethingrase has wormed! s way inte a
umiversity (eaehing job By a series of impeisemalions which
Never eeases 6 amasze me: for exampike, it wears stoekings. It
SMitles pleasantix: when it's ealled an honesanx male. 1t RS f’l
tHRe When iF's tBld thak it thinks like a maw. 1F | ever delive
from Betweeh MY smopth. slightlx marbied Something: %lé@
thighs a Aalghier. that dang 'I'ft%ﬁ Will B 2 s8N GIRe” 4Rl
HARpeakahie E%% e ﬁiﬂé% MY PAreRIs=0k YOHIS) 8et Rotd 8 it
| might even a4 fhin f HHX%“JH for whieh 1 hape 1 will
WSEEB B188d %H?l B% {emww;sh A4 ﬂ?ﬁ'&% [;Bl%m ! 49 1@8
Wank 4 Better deal 1 R?)tl wan' (6 make a deah at all: 7 wayl, i
\f;}vy'é Eﬁh@ﬁ o1 18 MY MRS AR MAAE NeT 3 WEMAR, B&’ﬁ the
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Somethingzakes of the world. unite!
Do you think Jeam is—might be—a something-else?

Sally, Louise, Jeam, andl | were watching a badl mexie om TV.
Behold a handsome, virile, footballi-player actor pretending
to be am eminent scientist. It was one of those mowies in which
a computer takes over the world and you jolly well wish it
would—anytihiings better tham the people. 1 notice that the
Amunniicams are all glamorous mesomonpis under thiry-five
but the Rooshiams are fat andl middlle-agedl. So I'm in trouble
with aft, too. Sally and Louiise are visiting—oldl acquaimtances
of Jeam's, not reallly friends, for they're much older tham she is
(she's twenty-six)—with a dog named Lady who barely got
inte the apartment before she zipped framikally under the
sofa and stayed there for the entire visit, at the end of which
she eame out very stiff and stretehing heiself as if she'd had
rheunatiism. Lady's afraid ot new places. Lady;, | was told, is a

Belglan sheepdeg with a tendengy to hevd strange chiilktren—
that’s funny to tell abouit if nobedly takes you to couit over it;
ner Is It funny or pleasamt for the ehildrem whe have their
heels nipped., 1 itmagine.

What are Sally andl Louiise like?

Well, they look like—wdall, like anybodly.. They arem’t glam-
orous. From a distance they look \Voung (that’s the blue jeans);
but they're growm womem in their late thirties, evem as vou and
I; Jean knew them whem the) were English teachers here. I
domt know them. Louise is the chunis' ome who wears huge,
fashion-modlel sumglasses and tried very patientlly to coax
Ladv out from undler mv sofa (Ladv growled and retreated).
Sallv is the skinmy one and! talks a lot. If she werem so friendly
and civilized, one feels, she'd be into your refrigerator in-
stantly. or examining votir drapes for blister rust or your
cupboaidis for teacup blight. Not that she's pushx; she’s just
interested. ‘Truth to tell. Lowise is nott o plump nor is Sally so
skinny: it's onllv that thee's little to sav aboutt womemn who
dom piejject themsalMes diamaiitallh by way ol makup or
diess. Andl there was the weariness of dheir eiglht-lhour dhrivwe
from Virgimia. 1n both ways te@llx umlike my friend Jeamn. who
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was being very WASP college-ginll fresh and beautiful: her
hair caught back by a greem ribbom, her bell-bottomed green
panits, a man’s white shirt tied together in front. All of us, 1
think, had the academiic drabness in which everything has run
to voice, so I remembenr Sally’s quick, brilliant, insistent ham-
mer-bllows (the voice of a short womam whe's om her way to
becoming a time-bomb because nobody ever takes her se-
riouslly) and from time to time Louiise’s slow, deepen. ironic,
Southerm interrugtiionss, one hand going dowm to rub the
dog’s nose. Ladwy didm’t say a word. And Jeam is always just
Jeam.

Whatt did we talk albout?

[ don’t rememtben. We talked so hard and sat so still that I
got cramps in ray knees. We had too mamy cups of tea and
them didm’t want to leave the table to go to the lhadhroom
because we didm’t want to stop talking. You will think we
talked of revolutiom but we didnit. Nor did we talk of our own
souls. Nor of sewing. Nor of babies. Nor of departmental
intrigue. It was pollitics if by poilitics you meam the lkdboratory
talk that characters in bad monies are perpetusllly trying to
convey (unsuczesstuilly) whem they Wrinkle Thein Wee Brows
and say (valitandhy—dutifully—after all, they didmt write it)
“But, Doctor;,. doesm't that violate Finagle's Comstamt?” I stag-
gered to the bathroom, released floods of tea, andl returmedi to
the kitcken to talk. It was profiessiomall talk. It left me grey-
faced and with such concentratiion that I begam to develop a
headache. We talked about Mary Anm Evams’ loss of faith,
aboutt Emilly Bromte's isolatiom, aboutt Chanllotte Bronte's
blinding cloud, about the split in Virgimia Woolfs head and
the split in her economic situation. We talked about Ladv
Munagalki, who wrote in a form that no respectable mam would
touch, Hiemuiit, a little name whese plays “may perfags amuse
myself,” Miss Austem, who had no mete expiession in societv
tham a firescreen or a poker. They did net all write lketters,
write memniins, oF g0 on the stage. Sappho—anil am ambigu-
ous, somewhead disagreeable name. Corimua?> The teacher of
Pindar. Ofive Schreinef, growing up om the veldt, wrote one
book, mantiiedl happik. and never wrote anoiher. Kate
Chopim wrote a scandalous, book and never wroie @another.
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(Jean has writtem nothimgz)) Thenre was M-rv Sh-ll-y who wrote
you know what and Ch-nil-tt- P-rk-ns G-Ini-n. who wrote one
superb horror story andl lots of sludge (was it sludge®). and
Ph-ll-s Wh-ttky who was black and wrote eighteenth century
odes (but it was the eighteentth centuny)) and Mrs. -nm R-del-ff-
who wrote silly novels and M-rg-r~t C-v-nd-sh andl Mrs. -d-n
S-ihw-kth and Mrs. G--ig~ Sh-ld-n and (Miss?) G--rg-tt- H-y-r
and B-rb-i~ C-rtl-nd and the legion of these, who writing,
write not. like the dead Miss B=—ly of the poem whe was
sedueed inte bad practices (fudging her endiings) and hanged
heiselt in her garter. The sum was going dowmn. | was blind and
Stiff. It's at this peint that the compuiter (Whieh has ruh amok
and eatenm Los AMGRIRS) is defeated bv seme seentifieally
transeendent version of pulling out the plug: the furniture
§L00¢| FOURE U URKROWING (though we hael just P wiled ouk dhe
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aged womem. That would violate everything. (The other way
only we are violated.) Perhaps in the days of the Gheat God-
dess (before everything wentt wromg)) creatiom was both wolf-
tary and involuntany;, in the mind and in the body. so to bear
the stars and planets—indeedl, the whele universe—=She had
not onlly to grumi and sweat with the conuiactions of Her
mindl, but think profoundlly. rratonsdily, and Reaxily with Her
womb.

Ihen the spontaneous remission. "Llne Hiealiing. Tihe (Gab-
dess’s kindlly and impatiemt gift. I started thinking agaim and
the ffirsit thoughit was very embanmassimg: 1 realized 1 hadl been
staring very rudklly at Jeam, who was sitting in front of the
window and whose breasts were silhouetted throughh lher
blouse by the late afternoom sun. L triedl to tell all this to the
others, but I think they were onlly amused. “We're brilliant.” 1
sald. "We're the great ones.” (I meamt: whal these otheis sav
abouk us isn't true.)

“Sure,” said ILouise.

I wanted to sav to Jlean, I'm embammassed because I saw the
outline of vour breasts and you're runming aroumd without a
bra. But my headl hurt.

“I'm dying of humger,” said Sallv. "Let’s go out.”

(You see, we're the real peoplle. We're the best. 1 domt mean
that we're “as good as men™ or that “everyone is equal™ or that
“peoplle shoulld be judged as individuails.” I'm not referring to
those others out there at all. It’s a question of what's put at the
center. See Copeimicus and Gallileo. 1 know you know: all ¢his,
but indulge me. Listen to me. The roof has just come off dhe
world and here is the Sun, who took Her broad. mations face
dowm behind the last, the Westermmasdt hill, andl here is baby
Night. whe's leaning Hes elbows on the coel sill of the Last.
She eartiies a fishing rod so that She eah dangle the bright bob
of setting Venus gver the Brow of the Sum. Something has
vanished fram the top of the skv, some I or lens oF fighbowl
that's beem clased opyESsIMGIN Bver my headl as 19ng as | &an
Femember and Nepedy ever even remarked Upoh it or efit:
icized it oF 168k the (FovwMIe 16 SHBIRS thak it Might et Be a
g8pel thing, that it Might even Be Beter it it were remeved:. |
trailed aftet pean to the desh. thinking hat | was making some
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other decision, too, but something I didnitt umdinstamdl, and
that it was umsettling to feel voluntary action taking place in
region vou cam’t evem reach. Ampwaw, it's just onme of m\
fantasies. Andl it doesnrt mattenr. Noxt that it's something in me;
it's omly something strange in the way the world is put to-
gether, something aboutt the wav foundhtiions ot the world are
arramgedl.

(But what is “it?"

(I dom’t know.)

My fantasies. Oh lord, my fantasies. The humam bat fantasy
about mating in mid-air. The Super-Womam fantasy (before
the comiic book). The hermitt fantasy. The Thedla Bara fan-
tasy. The dllsguusedi lady as reckless hero fantasy (Zomay).
have a milliom of 'em. Ome of us who is writing this (we're a
commiitie®) was told by her mother that she was nametl Joan
after Juama la Loca or Cnarz joamm, a poor Spamish Queen
bereft of her wits who followed her husbamdls embalmed
corpse aroumdl Am-dbatlu/ther-ya etc. for eighteem years. It's in
the encyclopediia.. Now: this is a helll ot a thing to put om your
daugthier. [ found out last week that her real namesake was in
fact the spirituall leader of the emtire Western Worlld and
somebodly who scared everyome so mueh thew had to rear-
range the successiom ot Popes (with twe yeais left wnae-
eounted for amd one Pope Johm), efiface het from the history
books for four humdlied! years. and demandl a physicall exam-
inatiom of every eandidate for the Papaey theneaffter, lest thex
again get stuek with a womam (Brandl X). | meam. of course,
Pope Jean==et pohim VI, Joamies in Latin. Nejt t6 mention
the saipt whe came after hen, whieh makes this partieydlar
name verx pewertul jindeed.*

Thatt poor mother was deceived. She hadl become abject.

It is very impontanti, Boadlicea, Tomwiss, Catridismandua,
Antemisiia, Corinma,, Kva. Mrs. Geongjie Sheldom, iv fif/ outt for
whom yow wene nnamed,

Queem Esther. my namesake:. gott dowm om her kmees to save

*d. 835 anathematized 1001. Oops.
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her people, which is no great shakes, but Ruth—wiuse mame
means Compession—ssiid Whither thou goest, I will go too.

T hev mottten - in-laue.

Big news for all the Esthers and Stellas in the @audience—
your name meams “star.” Forget Hollywood. Stars, like
womenm, are mythologiized outt of all reallity. For exampike, the
temperature at the core of Y Cygmii, a young blue-violet star of
impeacable background (the maim sequema)), is thirtv-two
million degiees Gemigradl@. Thiss is also Epsilom Aunigae. that
big, cool, umwiieldy red giant, whose average temperature is a
bare seven hundhed degrees C but whose outer edges are as
big around as the orbit of Uramuss. And the neutrom stars,
denser than white dwaifs (20,000 times the dessity of water)
and those even mote eollapsed but portiical persems whe are
supposed to disappear entiiely from the kAewh umiveise, at
least to the eye (their immense gravitational fields trap the
light trying te eseape from their surfaces) But whe remain at
the eenter of ah unexpiained atiraction—=ine AiStHIBINg cén-
fer at 2 |8t of nething, you Mmight say- Sylvia did this snce of
twvice. {F yow're really amibitiods, 8t might {1y 18 Bg a n8va,
Which E§§1§ Eesrge Bamaw If 8 Fiipe a0 PR, 8f I SSHR;
Menter, 1958):

willl blast intty am intensityy surassing¢ thail of its novmat! stetk by a
facttwr of severat ! hunddeds(s of thousamds!s and(. in some’ eases, @ven
of severat! bbillions.

(p- 135)

am essentiatlly difffeenti/ class of stelarr explbsionss {with a] rmax-

imurw: luminosityly on the averegge 10,0000 times greatér) than (that

of ordinawyy novaer andl exceedingg by a facttw) of sevenat! lhillions

the [uminosity/y of oun S3un.

(p. 1%7)

Thiis part of the book is full of italics; ] think even the @uthor
got scared. Moreowen, a supermena is visible from IEarth ewary
three centuniies andl we're aboutt due for one. Just think: Neu
migit! be it.

Did you hear that, Maritvn? Did you hear that, Natalie,
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Darlene,, Shirley, Chenypll, Barbara. Donime, Lori, Hollis.
Debbi? Did you hear that, starlets? You needhnit kneel to
Ahasuenuss. You needhnitt be a bumit offering like poor Joan.
Practice the Phoemix Reactiom andl rise perpatuellly from woawur
owm ashes!—ewem as does our owm quiet little Sum, cozy
hearihllet that it is, mellow and mild as a cheese, with its
extermall temperatuie of 6000 degress Cemtigradie (just
enough to warm your handis at) andl its perhaps rather dis-
maying interion, whese tempefatuie may range anvwilere—
in degiees Centigrade=I{rom fifteen to tweniy-one million.
The sum's In its teens, fifteen to twenty-one. The reallly atirae-
tive vears. The pretiy period.

Andl that, savs my bibie, is what they meam by mw mame.
Thet's an Esther. Thatt's me.

Jeam andl 1 went to a panty. It was givem by Jeam’s jparents,
with Jean acting as a social slavey along with her wounger
sister, her younger brother being exempt andl her older sister
having mamied a tree mamuffacturer in Oregom—sanm;, a
lumber manuffactuies. (Onlv God cam make a tree amd She
seldom fries, nowadhns)) 1t was mesilc academic peaple,
friends of Jean's parenis. who are both biologisis at the uni-
versity agrieultuiall andl veterinaix sehoell, her father a full
professor, well-paid, her moiher a par-time researehems. un-
pate. (Theit work I8 far toe eseienic for me (o uhdknsiand, let
alone expiaim) The first thing that happened at this paiix was
that someene staried a coniest Pefweed the mem and dhe
wsmen_ﬁw% was ghe wax in which women were phxsieally

%@:EEBE t8 meh, Whieh invetved standing twe feet from a wall.

Wiiing vour farehead againsd it ém@l them iVing o raise &

haie- 16 was something {8 Ao with | EVEragt. Whaigves dhe
dammgs hing was: | Wonldmy de it 1hex £oaxee me B |
Watiant. “Af ’?1‘1 v8l int SY%HE‘?{ in the ﬂ'iffﬂ‘é?&%% BELWEEN
m%cl. AN WamenL” it e B E8

the 4 said |
i feeple 5 114 divtals, Wik | e 3 g nie 18 3K 4
M BEORE S e s Bl aBliles Sl 1
see some o} Hw men ‘give F)I[“] utl iIf- vou qo ia i mean. sa
s¢¢ Somge of the men giye birtly, butii,you o rhat f mean s
II. notl 0 IH vou Spe tpe_ rest OE- ﬁle‘ evening fenaing o
it, not do 1) vou sBLn(l the rést of the evening Ieénd m% 0



26 / Joanma Russ

some extremelly respectable character (sometimes, but mot
always, from the Middlle East) who has beem looking all his life
for a free, independentt womam to Tallk Dirty With. Jean's
parentts had made her putt on stockings so she was saratclhiing
henrsellf as ungrawefuilly as possible whenever anvone looked at
her. She was sulky. The talk next turned to push-ugs, which
the mem got very exeited about (but ] can't do push-ups eitther)
andl them to the more usuall thimgs, like weather, so it gppeared
that we might be getting out ot the woeds, but them samebody
leaned acress the coff fee table (dropping ashes on the family's
expeisive but sturdy-amdtyipstifall rug=wiv is it that dhe
onlly aesthetic peeple in selence are the phxyiisis?) and re-
marked, looking rather peinied at me:

“l hear someone’s giving a paper on memnstruatiion at the
next MLA,” The MLA is the Moderm Language Association, a
sort of English-teacher monopoly.

O giggle giggle giggle (all over the room).

Probablly a eunmucth, said 1. Aloud | said:

“Come on, you're just making that up to tease me."

“Oh, no,” he said. *Henestily. ] wondered what vou whought
about it."

“Be serious,” said I, rightlv.

“But 1 am!” Andl he writhed a little, like Uriah Heep. "1 want
to know your opiniom of it.”

I wanted to say that I could hardly have an opinion of iit, mot
having read the blasted thing, but something took it out of my
handis.

“Wiy are you telling me this?" 1 said.

He winked gallantly.

1 went to the txathroom.

Twentty minuttes later whem 1 figured it would all be over. 1
came out. 1 was right; they were talking about chowdens; or
clowders or fish parts or somethimg;. The trick of doing this is
to insinuate yourself carefullly into the group bv stages in a
dimemedh-dleysm sort of wav so that the inevitable liberal in the
group cam't come up andl apellogiize for the bad behavior ot the
first nut, because them youw have the problem of whether or
not to diess him dowm for not having come to your aid @arlier,
whereupom he gets a little snapipish and savs he thought that a
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womanm fighting her own battles was what womeni's liiberation
was all aboutt. Another wav to avoid this is to eat a lot. Lsewthat
Jean was attempting to slouch as disgustedily as possible in the
kitchem (stomach out) because she does not like her father's
friends. Her paremts have very goodl, unimaginetive food at
their pantiies, which is a reliet after vou've beem exposed to a kit
of bad attermpts at curiw, or the kinds of things graduate
studemts do under the romantic impnession that noboelv's
ever cooked before. fean’s mother has a maid who comes in
every dfav to cleam up and everyone in the family (but Jean)
thinks the maidl is a very serious cross to bear because she talks
a lot. 1 suspect the maid has erosses of her own. (She’s white
hill-—péoplle with badl legs: varicose veins andl swollen ankles.)
Jeam's mother staved home with hei four ehildrem untill the
youmgest was eleven, as was omlly right (she said): them when
she weni out o work after elghteem veais she hadl, of course,
to get householld help. "My mother has toe mueh energy,”
savs Jeam. There was the usval peiveus diseussion aBout
Thewn (Blacks, who else?) in whieh Jeam's father maintained
with desperiaie, unhapix passien that They were better off
tham Blaek peeplle in ather paits of the woild and the whole
eompamy (Mchiding me. | At SFrX: 16 saY) jeered at him mosi
ervlily; Jeams fathet is a kind of eecentnic kniekpaek in hig
Friends' eyes. Thex're liBeralis andl thex wom'y stand for any-
thing biased oF unfaii. 1 have in Me a demon Wie had slept all
through the previews reallv rather persenslin painful ex:
ehange (1 meam the MULA ariicie) and which was nevw begin-
ing i wake HP=1® keep it down fstarted talking with my
female neighBar abavh the e18thes yat eant BUY [8F skmmer
anY Meke. and (he le Halley-cars (which we BRLL r&EMEM:
Bered) with the waven sides el weph hahf-way ﬁ’y. My
MAIRAS SHMMEE ShOER Used BB?: SIMEATX WaYeRh. With some
$614 B Nokes In e sHawy ﬁ'l’fnlfc and Nel- ravah Aess (the
first svnthekio) Al Nad fiftle %ﬁ%m& 8 Noles. Fused 1o think
SUMMEr was made 8t fiffle E‘ﬁ 8F F‘Eﬁ%ﬁﬂf{iﬂ?}ﬁ JEf ’%{88
heies. AlkB Puiiling away Iﬂ%‘ lﬂl?ﬂ dranss fk Vo E&MEMBEL.
%ﬂijl the {H% and %/Hvtm it 98\’8{%8?11 & THIDtTESS: A W&H&B
I 48 A8t Knaw WAV ANV8RE &VE&F 414 O ({Sf HW HAHLES
stopped: Myt N'i?)‘ﬂu 1 18Ye WSMER—=" mean #JHek 88??38
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that, talking to her; | meam womem doniit come tip to you and
go sneerk, sneerk, menstruatiom ha ha. You cam have a simple,
lovely conversatiom abouwt 100% polyester douthle knit and
what do they think they're selling for summen fabrics these
days!—iit's like astronomwy, like zoology, like poetry—without
taking your life in your handks, as | seem to do every time I talk
to a mam. The mem, by the way, were deep in iinternational
pollitics (of a rather amateur kind)) at the other end of the
table. The one Comtimenitl thingjjeani’s parents do is to serve a
good deal of wine with their formal mezails, so I think my
neighbor was getting a little zonkedl; she was telling aboutt how
it had beem, going to a womani’s college twemntly years ago, that
if you wanted to be a scholar you hadl to wear lisle stockings,
Oxtordis, and mamish suits or nobodly would take vou se-
riouslly. Wasm’t it wondenrfull now (she said) that we could all be
feminiiea?e? She said this over and over, like a life-raft. 1 said
Yeah, I guess. Faculty wives (she teaches part-time—fresh-
mam counses) tend to diess for panties like a rather weird
version of TV talk-show hostesses, as if they had tried but
hadmt got it quite right—amdl this nice lady, my table-mate,
was wearing a long red silk skirt slit up one knee andl a white
organdiie blouse with ruffles dowm the front of it. Dangling
ivory eartimgs, 1 believe. Vety strange. 1 meam all those things
that glittered andl all that stuff putt om her (om her face) and
inside all that the real face, looking sad. She said sie wasml a
womani y-libber, she wouldn® burm hetf bra, but with such a
frightened look that I wantedl to putt my arms around her.
Blonde hair earefullly eombed dowm her baek (dyedl). Not
whatt you'd call freely blowing in the breeze, exastly (like in the
ads) but that was the idea, | suppsge. “Oh, thalt never Rap-
penmed,” I said. “That was invented by the newspaprns.” (And
this is so.) Them she begam to tell me what a retiem life she
had—a{t every faeulty pariy theie's a faeuliy wife whe ends up
with me in a eormef. erying over what a reiten life she's had
(but it's always a differemi womam)—amdl them whem | started
talking abou babysitteis, free time. husbands deing house-
work, ete., she sald: “I have a very rieh life. | love mv Ihusband
and childrem.” andl retreated Inte the fruit salid. “What a
beautiful ehild Jeam Is!" saldl my neighbor. “You knew.” she



Oil Strike Against Godl / 29

went on, “family life is not dying, as they say,” andl here, in an
assumed tone of immemse supenionitty,. started to talk about
how her childrem needed her because they were fifteen and
seventeem respextivedly. “Yes, clear,” 1 said; “Ism't the salad
nice?” (Sometimes they begim crying at this stage.)

Donitt imaginey. she said, dontt! imaginae that! anyphing g Fuee told you
indlcatss-is-tthe-the slightderstshisflows that! ['mi—meangns showss the
slighitésté—

“What are vou two gabbing aboutt!" cries her husbamdl with
unchanauteaistiic heartimess and jolllity from the other end of
the table.

“Patterms,” 1 Said.

“I think,” said my neighbon, her chim very high in the air
(and still spiffed, 1 am glad to say) “that womem wheo've never
martiedl and never had childrem have missed out om the
centrall expetienaes of life. They are emetionallly crippled.”

Now what am 1 suppesed to say to that? | ask you. That
women who've never wom the Nobell Peace Prize have also
experiemced a serious depnivatiom? 1t's like taking candy from
a baby; the poor thing isn't allowed to get angny:. onlly catty, |
said, “Thats rude and sillv.” and helped her to mashed
potators.

“Yau: wouldmt kmowr.™ said she, with a smirk.

“It’s rudle. Lily." 1 said in a considenatiily louder voice, “andl if
you go on in this way, 1 shalll have to consider thait you are both
very foolish and verv drumik. Eat vour potators.” Scenes
bother ladies, you know.. Also she thougthit her husbamd might
be listening in. 1)o vou know who her husbamd is?

The: liiberal!

“Phormy,” said Lily dimily, into her plate. (Oﬂn dieﬁln butt she
had hadl a lot to drim&!") “You: camt cateh a man.’

“IThat's whv I'll never be abandomed.” said ). [Ferntunately
she did not hear me. Did L sav taking tamdi from babies?
Rather. eating babies. killing babies, abandomimg babies. So
sad, so easy.

Something is changing withim me. Did 1 mentiom my de-
mom? It goes to sleep;)t its postt somedimas, butt it was back now
andi now 1 didmit mind it; whem we got up for dessent and
coffee in the living room (and them the screemedhim back
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porch, for it was a hot night andl everybodly was sweating from
having eatem so mueh) I decided 1 liked my demom. It has
possibilities. Comscientious clawlets out, a-lert and a-ware,
prowildly, prowsdy, womani's best friend. Maybe I was a ligtle
drumk mivself. Something in the back of my mind! kept coming
up insistentlly and 1 kept irritatezt]}y shoving it away; 1 don't
want to think of that now. Did you know that the Liberall is a
tall, athletic type with everything except a straight backlbone
and the origimal Hartyhar is ginger-moustachedl, older,
shorter, redder, a little plump as if he were going to buist his
elothes, whieh are imitatiom British? He's one of those aea-
demic mem who imitate Engliish diess undier the impression
that=wedll, | domt know under whal impression. 1t's idistie,
espraiallly in sUmmRT. Tt not sueh big dealls; they're just
fools. O, 1 kiew they're fopls; I've alwaxs know. Stay with
e, demenh. Somenedd started a diseussion abowi the MAver
we're all gaing te eleet in (he fall beeawse we're palitieally
EQN3EIENTIBYS (EHSH%'IH his WinRing eertainy womt ehange my
life). 1 was asked what my pofitics were: '

“Memnstruatiion,,” I said, with a bit of a snarl.

“Oh come, come,, come,” says slick-and-suame, "[ reallly do
apologize for that, you know.” (But he never looks sincere, mo
matter what he says; he always looks greasy andl lviing.)

"My pollitics,” said I in a glorious burst of idiot demonhood,
“and that of every other womam in this room, is wailing to see
what you memn are going to intlict om us next. Thaits mv
politics.”

“"Welll, you can’t get along withouit us, now cam vou?" savs
piggy. with'a little compllacemt chuale. THis is mv cue to back
off fast-flastt-itest—and Jeam was looking at me from imside tthe
living room—was it warmimgll)? I couldnit tell. She was too far
away to be anything but sibylline. I said cressily that they could
all go stuft themsadives into Fish Lake; it woulld be a greait relief
to me.

He twinkled at me. “Disappointed] in love.” he said.

1 thini&: he thoughh! that I thoughh! that he thoughh! that I thoughh! I was
flrttagg. Thiis is unbeanatilk:. I'm absolutielly paralyzed.

“I cam see that you like spirited wenches.” said the obedient
pupneit who lives inside me.
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Everybody roared appreciatively.

“What you dom’t undlenstamdl,” said our fake Britom (why do
they always say this?) “is that I'm not agaimst the women’s
liberation movemenit. 1 believe in equaill pay for equall work.
But surelly you ladies domt need equeility whem you can wrap
us aroundl vour little fingers, now do you?"

The Liberall was looking at me with his eyes shining, as if |
were going to stand up andl sing Die Walkiire. Affterwardls he
will come up to me and say in a »m low voice that he thinks 1
was veny brave.

Leave me alone,” I said leadenily. I should never have
started.

*Ah, but that's just what we dom't want to do!™ cried piggy.
“We love you. Wihait bothenrs us is thatt you're so oversensitive,
so humunsthsss, of course that's the Junatiic fringe of the immove-
ment—I bet you thought I didm't know anything about the
movement, didnt you!—hutt seriousdly,, youw've got to admit
that womem have free cheoiice. Most women do exaetlly what
they want.”

“just think,” said someome else, “how mueh goodl the
womemn of this communiity have dome lobbying for a new
schooll.”

The demom got up. The demom said Fool. To think vou can
eat their food andl noxt talk to them. To think you cam take their
momey and nott be afraid of them. To think vou cam depend on
their company and not sufffer from dhem.

Well, of course, you cam't expaxtt peoplle to rearrange dheir
minds in five minutes. Amdl I'm not good at this. Andl | don't
want to do it. It's a bore, anyway. Untortunaiedy | knew what
will happem if we keep om; I'll say that If we are going te talk
about these things, let us please talk abeuit thewm seriewsdx and
our fake Britlsher will sax that he alwavs takes pieiix girls
serfousiy andl them I'l sav Wi domt vou eul offt ¥out testieles
andl sheve them devwh your thieat> and them ' [8se M\ joB
and them I'l eommik suieide- 1 onee it a Mah With a beek But
thai was ai a feminisi Meeting and amwwan | didwt hiy Kim
reafily, Beeause e dedgsd. | have neves learned the femining
way off Hiting a Mam AOWH 16 8148, AITABUEH | 6ah IMaging BoW
t8 do it Byl fruih 18 fell. Hhat waphd a8 againsh whal | Believe.
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that mem must live up to such awful things.

Dead silence. Everybodly’s waiting. What do you do after
you blow up, nitwit? I could alreadly hear them twitiering,
“Didn’t you notice? She’s unbalamced.” Thee!'s a solutiom to
this problem. The solutiom is to be defeated over and over and
over again, to always give in; if you always give in (gracefully)
them you're a wonderful girl. I am tetniibly unhappy:. 1 smiled
and got up, and I made my way out in that ghastdy way yeu
must after a defeat, while Piggy-brit said something or other
whieh 1 didmt even hear, thank God. Like being eight &§aiﬁ
on the playgrounds; 1 will ney let them see me ery. I walked
threugh the living reeim and eut ihe front doo; aﬁef all, I ean

9 baek in anether twenty Mihues. | eah ask (6 Relp Jeah iA
the kitehen, to aveid all these othens. My mether used to fell
e At {8 Rt pedplres fealmg?) Pk wh%& 4o you Ao if they
Atk yous? Bul it's my own fault. The werst thing is that au
eamt kilh ma& kind 8t mam Iima%m%@ very vivialy hitting
with 3 plate 8r fhe Hx’i'ﬁ]}hﬁWJl ©h | ifmagine Ei‘:‘lhﬂ Hi§
83? 8?? llFx my fist: 1€alled him 3 shit-head aid 4 st [ith
knacked Aim dowsh. After | had sari-ek '1‘[ the ma
IHH {H% Book;, 1 ﬂ%@l trembleg att day and ered. Y8 eapt Kill
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belittle me, onlly some; that not all mem get madl if you wom't let
them play Chivalry, onlly some; that not all mem write books in
which women are idiots, omly mest; that not all mem puill rank
on me, only some; that not all mem pinch their secretaries'
asses, only some; that not all mem make obscene remantks to me
in the street, only some; that not all mem make more money
tham I do, onlly some; that not all men make more momey than
all womem, onlly most; that not all mem are rapiists, onlly seme;
that not all mem are promiscuous killers, onlly some; that not
all mem contrwll Comgress, the Presidemay, the police, the
army, industry, agriculture, law, science, mediicing, architec-
ture, and local governmenxt, only some.

I sat down on the lawn and wept. I rocked back and forth,
Omne of those awful drumk dowms. (Omly [ was sober) I
wouldm’t mind living in a private world and omly seeing my
women friends, but all my womem friends live in the middlle of
a kind of endlless soap opera: does he love me, does he like me,
why did he say that, what did he meam, he didm't call me, I
want a permament relationship but he says we shouldnr’t com-
mit ounsellves, his feelings are changing towards me, ougfit I to
sleep with him, what did he meam by that, sex is getting worse,
sex is getting better, do you think he’s umstatble, I'm demand-
ing too much, I dom’t think I'm satisfying his needls, he says he
has to work—orikis after crisis and nome of it leading any-
where, round and round umtil it would exasperate a saint and
it's no wonder their mem leave them. It’s so umattenaibly bor-
ing. I cannot get into this swamp or I will never get ouit; andl if
I start crying again I'll remember that 1 have no one to love,
and if anyone treats me like that agaim, I’ll kill him. Omly [
mustm't because theyll pumish me. Certaim sorrows have a
chill under them, a warning-off from something much worse
that tells you you’d better leave certain things unexplored and
unexplained,. and it would be best of all if you couldm ' see it, if
you were blind. But how do you blind votirselt once vou see
enough to know that vou ougfht to blind votirssH?

It was at this point that 1 heard behind me a formal, bal-
anced sentemce, an Ivy Compton-Bunnetit sentemee, hanging
in the air in front of the house.. The: kind ot thing written in
letters of fire ower the portaills of the Atreidae. Such language!
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It was in Jeani's voice. It was elegant, calm, and very loud. The
words “stupid prick” recurred several tiimes.

She came up behind me in a great rush and flung her arms
about me. It occurred to me that although we’'d shakem hands
and made those rather formall, ritualized cheek-tkissings that
one does, othenwise we'd never touched before. It was a bit
startling. Also she's bigger tham 1 am.

“Oh you good girl!” she cried. "Oh you splendid good girl!"
She added, more conversatiionedlly,, “Did you hear what [
said?”

“But your mother—"" I said. “Your father—"

“Tha!™ said this umbslieving Valkyrie with scorn, and hug-
ging me as if I had acted like a heroine, which you and 1 know
I most certaimly had not. “Look, Esther, 1 dom't have to came
here. If they want to keep up the family pride by having me
visit omce in a while, they treat me right. Othemwise I sta)
away.” She ltauglhed.

“A secret ally,” | said.

“Oh,” she said, "vou should have seen their faces when I
told them you were right!™

Her last wordls, she said, before she had informed the whole
compamy that they were a bumch of cowardls. (“You don't
know the effect that has om the liberal types,” she added,
making a face.) Jeam is an aristocrat who believes in good
people and bad people (mostly the latter) but not in class
warfare; 1 reminded her ot this,

“Exactly,” she said comfontzgily. " They're bad. They de-
serve to be told so. Besides, | alreadw have my monmp for next
year. My last year.”

“You can cope andl I can’t,” ] said. T'hem I said, "Il thought
you werem’t a femimist. Not really.”

“I'm not,” said Jean, squatting on the lawn and smiling at
me. “I'm a me-ist."

“Let us,” she addedl, with a look at the house and in a tone of
profound disgust, “go somewhere else, for heavem's sake.”

We went to Jor's and hadl a beer and French fries, sitting so
we didmitt have to face the televisiom set directily. It went from a
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Western to a hockey game to a fiightt. Them Olga Koxtbtw, the
Russian gymmast who is omlly 4° 10" high, came on andl started
doing beautiiful and impessible back-tlips; butt just them one off
the mem from Jeam's co-op waved to us and came over. He
begam talking earmesydly aboutt Jeami’s commitmenit to social
revelutiom and Jeam said lightlly, “Oh, youw'd be amazed at the
number of things 1'M not eofmmitted to,” bul he wasn goin
io take it as ajpke=which (unforitinsiedly) reminds me of a
the eireumstances under whieh I have behaved in exacily the
same way. He said agam that he hadmt seen any evidenee of
%%@{% being peliticallly eqmmiited, and she said furiovsly that
he next tife she eame aut 8t the library with a fifileai-pound
foreign-language dictionan, she'd drop her eammitimeht Si
his faet. He said, “Y8k'% selfish." (Some of the things Jeam is
ROk BNt E8MmIed {8 Ih RS OPIRION: EBMANMAH:, Thifd
Wod ‘é?)g)'l%fs', the Wwarkens, Bealosy. and B1eanit f8eas; The
ane thi % he 15 ABSolLiE!X Dot EOMAITed 1B white Mmiddle:
¢13% Y8uRg meh Whe suirfer:)

I gathered X’s shirt-front in one handl and brought us nose
to nose. Oh I had cool! I said the following, which I am going
to quote you in full because 1 am proud of it, very proud of it
indeedl, andl it embannassed him. Radlicalls shouldmt be embar-
rassed. It went like this:

"You a radiicail? Bulllshiit. Radiicaills are people who fight their
own oppresssion. Peoplle who fight other peoplk’s oppression
are liberals or worse. Radlicalismm is being pushed to the wall.
Woulld you dare to tell Sawyer™ (a Black acquaintanee of his)
“that he’s selfish beeause he’s commiitted to himself? Yet vou
tell us. Do you dare to tell a little eoumtiy with bomds being
dropped om It that it's selflsh? Yet you date to tell us. You're
white, male. and middiie-elass=what ean vou do for the reve-
lutioh exeept eommif suielde? Whem the sharks stard swim-
ming aroundi out raft. you'se ganmd gel DaddN 6 send a
helicopter for vou: ¥8t eould shave vaUT Beard and eut vour
hajr anel in five Minwies g6 right Back (6 the enemN- €an {_&‘ﬁﬂ
eut BIf Nef Breagts? Pomt sav It puie sBul. Yo A revehition:
At YOU jHst wank 6 puige VOUY SIBS. 1 VOU'TE Stilh & Févld:
tonam in fef vears 1l ea this CaBieaiom.

Isn't that stunmimg? (Evem if it wasn't ijuile- as good as that.)
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Themn I added, for the poor thing looked as if it might speak,
“No, dom’t say it. Go away gracefuilly. Anything either of us
does now is bound to be embarrassing.”

He said that he we couldm’t make him leave because he had
a right to be there, so I said we'd/ leave, but on second dought
we didm’t want to leave, so he'd better go because if he didnit [
could do all sorts of umplleasamit things, like shouting in my
trained teacher—voice (curremt suburbam childrem can't speak
above a whispen), or wringing his nose (which hunts awfully
and looks silly into the bargaiin), or yanking at his ears, or
throwing water all over him, or hitting him, whict 1 mightt not
be goodl at but oh, would it be embannassimg;. He got tip.

“No,” I said seriouslly. *Domit say it. Thimk again.”

He went away.

I felt sorry for him. It's that tender, humame compassion
you feel right after you've beatem the absolute shit out of
somebodly. 1 suppose it he feels so bad somebody musit be
doing somettingg to him, but this, of counse, is exact lv what out-
walking Jesus Chnists never admiit. I couldl have mentioned
this is my magmiificent rhetenicall performanee, but it's a fact |
cleverly concealed out of sheer brilliance.

Wiy does Jean look now as I looked before? Wihy did I look
them as she looks now?

“Jeam, dear,” said I, “telll me aboutt God,"” for religiom is the
one thing we reallly have in commem. Jeanis religiom is this:
that somewhere (or rathenr, everywhenw) in the umiverse there
is a fourth dimensiom, andl that dimension is the dimensiom off
laughter. Eskimes, finding themssives stuck in a blizzard for
the fitth day, foodless, om a piece of ice insecunally fastened to
the mainland, bunst out laughing whem that piece of ice finally
mowes out to sea, thus doomimg them (the Eskimos or
whoever they reallly are) to a slow, painful, and homiihle death.
They Jaugh because it's funmy; Jeam amd 1 undlenstamdl that.
Om the Day of judgment, Jean says, when we all fiille past God
to be judged,. He will leam down and whisper into our ears the
ultimatelly awful joke, the ghastlly truth, something so true and
yet so humiiliating;, so humilliating and vet so funmy, that we
will groam andl rock back amd forth and blush dowm to the
bone. "l never do it again.” (we'll say) “never,. never. Oh, I
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feel awful.” Them theylll let you into Heaven. Thenre will be
long lines off sinners giggling and snurfing and bending dou-
ble with sthame.

“Whatt will Christ do duniimg ali this?” | said.

Jean said Chnist was a liberal and would stand areund
looking sort of upset and helplless, saying, *Oh, Dadl, don’t."

I've talked of God as She. Perhaps it's the He-Godl who
repeats the jjoke. The She-Godl is the joke.

But Jeam had a toothache, a meml toothache. She didn't
want to stay. It's a drean)y’ subject, whom you outramk and who
outramks you, and 1 puill rank 011 him and she puills rank on
them, andl this plane leaves for Bergem-disem in fifteem min-
utes, not that we reallly mundien each othen, Heavens to Betsy,
no, not yet.

Jean didm’t like Joe's amy more.

Leaning her silly, beautifull, drumkem head om mw sihoulder,
she said, "Oh, Esther, I dom™t want to be a femimist. | don't
enjoy it. It's no fun.”

“[ know,” 1 said. “[ donit either.” Peoplle think vou dediite to
be a “radiical,” for Godl’s sake, like deciding to be a librariam or
a ships chandlksr. You “make up your mind,” you “commit
yourself” (sounds like a ment@ill hespitall, dorsm™ it?).

I said Domt worry, we could be buried together and have
engraved on our tombstone the awful truth, which some day
somebodly will wunderstand:

WE WUZ PUSHED.

Many years ago, whem 1 thought there was &0 future in
being a wormam, 1 awoke from a very bad dream andl went into
the bathroom, onlly to find that I hadl just got mw period. I was
living in a smailll New York apartment them, so there was barely
room for me in the bathroom, whait with the stockings hung
over the railing of the bathtub andl the extra towells lhanging
on the hooks I'd poumdidl inte the wall myself. 1 stared at that
haggaidl 2 A.M. face in the mirror amdl hadl am ((imaginary)
conversation with my uteius. You imust imagine my uterus as
being very matierof-fact and downrtoreaitth and speaking
with a Brooklym aceent (I grew up there).
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LITTLE VOICE FROM DOWMN BELOW: Look, I'm not
doing anything. Whadidkayya want from me anyway?

I lit a cigarette from the pack 1 kept on top of the toilet tank.
(I used to smoke a lot in those days.)

LITTLE VOICH: If you're mucked up in the headl. that's
not my fault. I'mjust doing the spring cleaning. You clean out
the apartmemt once a week, right? So I'm doing it once a
month. If you wanma be fertile, there's certaim ways you gotta
pay. It’s like income tax. Domt blame me.

Silence. I smoked and brooded.

LITTLE VOICE: 1 want a hot water bottle.

So I got the sensible little thing its hot water boftle, and |
weni back to bed andl fell asleep.

I accompamied Jeam for days, looking sideways at her and
admiring her romantiic proffile, her keem eyes, the large, fake,
railroad-engineen's cap she wore in imitatiom of a famous
Fremch movie star in a famouws Fremch mowiie. 1 followed my
shield-maidem all over campus as we ramibled through litbrar-
ies and gardens. 1 wanted to opem doors for her. I do think
Jeam is one of the seven wondens of the world. My shrink once
told me that | would stop envying and resenting mem whem [
hadl madle a satisfaetory heterosexuall adjustment, but I think
he got it backwardls. We had an awful fight abowt It é%falih and I
sat In the hiddem gardemn behind the art musewum and told eaeh
other horror siories.

“...and, as any conmwisseur of the subject mightt imagine, a
disembodiied] Hamdl came creeping roumd the bed-curtains
like a large, uncomfortable spider. Lady Letitia scxenmed—"

“—and screamed—" (said 1).

“—and screamed—butt not very loud because 1 have to
finish the story. The Earl, awakemed by he knew not what
formless bodings, stumibled owut of his room and dowm the
great staircase—"

“—but quietlly, because you donitt wantt to wake anyomne else

‘—where he was foumt! dead the next mommimg,. a look off
namalless terror stamped upom his perfiect British featuires.
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Meamwdiile, back in the pamtny, a slithering, rugose tentacle
investigated ranks upom ramks of jielly-jars. Could the pet
octopus have got loose? Alas, it seemedl not likely siince—"
Oh, the numens and numbens of slithering,. rugose tenta-
cles I've met in my time! Andl the squamous abomimatioms and
namedless cravings from beyondl the stars andt accursed heaps
of slime in ancient, foetid cellars, and the opemedl crypis lit bv
hellishly smoking torches whese filthy pumk (that’s wood,
lunkhead)) give out am odor of the chatmedl house whilst sue-
eubi vanish into moustfinlks in the fourth dimension (lvcated
in old New England atties) and strange figures celebrate blas-
hemous Fites with umsprakatle bowlings and shoeking saeri-
lees to namrikss eldoloms of hideows basalt mounted
8- Wedll, on Singer sewlng machings, 1 § dbl?ﬂ)%% ARdl my
evelids sink in a luxurions, lovely dioo. WY ae ROFFBFS
ﬁ ways namfdrss? Dees that make m%m worse? It ceFtainly
pUts you (6 sleep faster The RameS things do Rave 6 puk 4p
With sometimes—=1or instance this seeret garden (Ridden Be:
Rind the sld musetmy, Which was s8MMe HHUSIRes Matsion in
i878) i3 ealled the Emity M Mapiesen PI"’IHHP& after the l"'i‘81
W left It a3 3 B%&?.%Ss‘t {8 BlE InStitution. PBBT WAmah!
wothd have ealled It EMiN'S Bardeh. FBE s8Me reasoh &Very

lI3wer o Al Terent imes BF the vear dilferent
e RSB A1 Felicit It (AhBtieh ¢ Getet cauens anvsne
on I, er_ aps S. apkeson ‘endowe i1 Wi ves, 100).
ol 1 DETNAps S. apleson endpwed with ejves, 100).
miky'ss Garaen iscomplet RNl en rrom e outsiae view A
mily's Gardern is completery. nictaen 1romm the outside view b
agense stand of-evergreens; inside are two stone penches, an
adenseé stand of éver cens, Mmsiae are (wo stone bencnes, 4nc
in the ml e of-t e‘ ower peas a ague wi € name Jl.ve
m the mic dle te flower peds a blaque with the ngme 'C
mention fumpls onz aun wi SI eet
iRl Dipprae b s Sl
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selves. Late summer 1s a difficult tme for gardens because so
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little happens. Jeam has got to "a terriible slithering splash in
the old attic” andl | tell her for Heavenr's sake, how cam you
splash in an attic?

*Im the cellar,” she says. "Besides, they keep an old washing
machine in the attic.” Helpless laughter from both of us at the
idea of the Lurker from the Stars hobbling aboutt in the family
laundlny. I ask her will she finish the thing off, for geodness'
sake.

“Alll right, a great numiber of shots rang out and everyone
dropped dead. The endl,” said Jean.

It was very quiet in Emiily’s Gardlem. Elowers make t0 noise.
Beautiful little plant gemittals swaying in the breeze andl sur-
rounded by vast evergreens; earlier in the year yellow
hemlock-poillen had drifted o1 to the spring flowers, the
groumndl, the benches. Evem the now-disgraced sxepdragon
belis made no noise. 1 was trying to concrettize all this “blas-
phemauss,” “rugese,” “namedkss” stuff in the persom of a
clump of hysteriicail Phlox at my feet, each plant looking like a
mad! prima dommar: Opitediia, pertaygss, scattering used-looking
white flowers in all directioms. Phlox blossoms are iinsecurely
fastened to their stems at best, so the flower-spire always gives
the impressiom of letting its hair dlown. Phlossoms. The phlo-
ssoming Phlox. The phantasy of the phlooms of the Phlox.

I looked up into Jeam’s face, about to tell her about the
Phlooms of the Phlox, but I was dazzled. Absolutlly dazzled.
All this happemed! before I had words for it, betore I could
even identify it; 1 felt the blow, the astonishmentt, the thing-in-
itself. Something transmitted, something endured with a
gasp. Unspeakaiik. Unnameable.

Elves got your tongue? said the swaying white Cosmos.

“Rugose’ only meams 'red,™ 1 said to Jean.

She agreed.

It's all right as long as it's nomsense, just fantasy. I'll under-
stand in a momenit. It's ridiculous to say that I'm in love with
Jean, because Jean is a womam, andl besides she exasperates
me too much for that. I know her far too well. It's all fantasy
and adminatiiom, just as the blooms in Emily M. Mapleson's
Planting are not Lucia di Lannnermoor (a heroine of the
patriarchy who went mad whem depnivedl of her lover, stalbbed
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her husband—wiith the overhamdl, or opera grip, not the
proper underhamdled] tenmiis-racket one—amal died, presum-
ably from too mamy high G&). How can | giggle about Lucia
and yet not be able to keep my eyes off jeam? It's all righu if it
doesmt meam anything. The memaeny of seeing her breasts
sillhouetted beneath her blouse went through me, went right
through me, with such a pang that the horizom ducked as if I'd
tried to hit it—ducked like a boxer while I clung to Emiily M.
Maplesom’s cememt bench because | was falling dowm. There’s
no excuse for it. | must make my heteresexuall adjustment, as
Coumt Dracula told me whem together we chased the Big O,
that squamouss, rugese, slithery little mam with his Lt@(c}hlmques
and his systems and his instructions aboutt what “wives” do for
“husbandis™ amdl what “husbamdis™ do to “wives"—whai did he
think we were doing. rumming after love with a butterfily net?

It's all right if L dom't meam it. If | never tell Jean. If | never
tell anybodly.. If 1 do mothing.

I accepted it on those terms.

Whatt you do sordiidlly. in cellars.

“What?"” said jeam. It seems that [ hadl spokem aloud. She
them informed me that she hadl alreadw finished that silly
horror story. I decided 1 musst babble of something so that she
would think I was behaving nommzllls;, while the sum shot
arrows through my bones—althougth 1 do not look like a truck
driver with a dugk-taiil haircut. do [?—wiiile my sex radiated
lust to the palms of my hamdks, the soles of mw feet, mw lips
(inside), my clumsy, eager breasts, while they radiated it back
to betweem my legs andl [ very obligingly though | was going
to die.

Wihatt is lhust?

A permissiom of the will.

Jean begam to talk aboutt tenth-centumw Icelandiic proper
names—bumt that's all 1 heardl. for she was walking in front of
me and | watchedl her tapering back fit into the vase of her
behindl as if I'd never seem such a miracle before—wdthich [
hadni't. because 1 swear om mw foremeitiarss” bomes that this is
the first time since the age of twelve thail I'd evem thougfit of
such a thing. Amdl who dogsmt. at twelve?

Countt Draculla told me 1 was bloxked. He told me 1 must
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Ty How to Feell Lustful Against Your Wiil. He never told me
how it goes in waves from your belly up to your chest, and
them into vour headl,. and them dowm agaim: whem I felt
nothing above the belly-buttom he seemed to think that was A-
OK—the Lurker in his Attic was "gemitall insufficiency,” which
the ladies seemed prome to (said Coumt D.), the poor ladies
who wanted a lot of all-over skin contagt, he with his screw-
diiver of poweni-lathe @pproach.

“Are you sure you're all right?” said mv suspicious friend,
turming aroumdl andl frowning with concerm. “You look
funmy."” Telepattin? Two can play at that game.

I told her I was very, very depnessed. Aboutt the
snapdragons.

We both screamed with laughten. I thought I could risk a
look at her again, blazing with beauty with her Swedish chin
and her beautiful behindl, but agaim it happemed!: the pang,
the blow, the asitomisthment.

Wiy, oh why didnt anyone telll me?

“Jeam,"” I said, tottering at my owm daring (but 1 wom't tell
her, oh no, not in a million vears)), “do vou think one ought to
go to bed with one’s friends?"” She looked at me with her wn
look—beautiful,, of course, for everything my friend Jean
does is beautiful. Amdl intelhigent.

“With who else?" she said duiily. “Ome’s enemies?"

I tried to be a good girl, homest I did. 1 looked in the mirror
andl told mysadlif I was bad. (This worked! at the age of five, whv
not now?) But the self in the mirror loved me and laughed and
blew kisses. 1 went about, cheetflullly bawling popuillai- songs in
a very graceless manmen:; 1 sang “All Of Me, Why: Not “Fake All
Ot Me™ and “Love Is A Mamy Splendeied Thing.” [ sang a bad
countiy-and-westeith ballad with lots of twangy Acaompani-
ment between the lines, like this:

Ah hev a never-endlim” luy fer vew, (bloing, bloing)

And mallh never-endiim” luv is trew. (bloing, bloing)
Ah luy yew so, whutt kin ah dew? (more bloing)
Ah hev a never-endlim” luv fier vew. (final bloing)

I'm lean, moodls;, propistic. I'm aging well. (That’s what the
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mirror tells me.)) I want very much to sit in Jeam's lap. Count
Draculla and | have a long conversation aboutt what is happen-
ing to me:

COUNT D: Nows, Esther, let us discuss your perwersion.

ME: Sir, sirrah, ober-leutmantt, sturmbammsfeulhren;, where-
fore is it that you speak with a VienmeseFuilish accent, whilst
you are as Amunniicam-borm as you or 1? Couwld it be that you
have been reading too much Freud?

COUNT: No diwetrsiomalm tactiics, Miss Froodl. We must nip
this abnommediity in the bud before it flowers into semething
orbful. Do you realize that your presemt daydreams andl style
of life might lead ttv—gasp!—Lesbianism?

ME: Ot sirrah, tee hee, haw haw, you jest.

COUNT:: I do not, indeed.. Wihatt will you do whem you are
pointed at by The Phallic Phinger of Scorm? Whem your vile
secret is exposed and your landladly throws you out of her
apartmeni* Whem you lose your job? When rocks amd smeers
are throwm at you in the street?

ME: Whei's going to tell them? You? I'll bust vou in the
fangs.

COUNT (complacentily): Mordre wol out.

ME (mockimgly): God will pun-ish.

COUNT:: But seriousdly, Esther, doni't you realize thatt vour
sexuall desire for womem is mendly am outpouning of wour
repressed and sublimated desire for Mommu? How cam I
stand to think of my dear little girl, who might have a re-
pressed (and therefore noimsall) desire for Daddyv if she so
chose—miising out om all the good thimgs of life? You too
eould have a baby—

ME (aside): Little does he knmow: that I could have a baby
amyway:.

COUNT:: You could have a home in the subuntis, a floor to
wax, a dear hubthy all your owm, a washing machime:. a ouija
board—

ME (sotto voce): L think 1 willl have a babv.

COUNT (unheediing)): Off course 1 kmow you have am auto-
motille already, Esther. but think what am old. cheap auto-
mobile it is. 1t's the wrong make. You could have a nice. new,
expensive automaibile it vou were hetenesaxuill. espeeiallly if
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you were heterosexuail with the right sort of mam, i.e. mem who
have high salaries, like stock exchange brokens. Mem make so
much more momney than women do. Thimk, Esther! all this and
pemis, too. But your prefer squallid, incomdlusive embiaazs in
baserments, disgusting scenes with big, fat, low-income women
in duckaiil haircuts—

ME: Whatt's wrong with being big and fat and having a
duciktmiil haircut? Whatt’s good for Marlom Brando is good for
the mation!

COUNT: Yes, som prefer doing things like in Esquitec or
Playriyy—omwinly backwardis—adll this instead of mendiimg your
hulbhy's sox and seeing the love shine thru his eyes.

(He thinks for a minutte. Thiis business aboutt Esguivee and
Playtinyy is obviouslly not getting to me, perhaps because it has
nothing to do with me. He thinks that I think that he thinks
that I think that I reall)y do read girlie magazimes. Them he
finds it.)

COUNT:: Esther, have I ever lied to vou?

ME: Yes.

COUNT: Them listen to me now. Dom't vou realize that
your desire for women is mensdly a repressed and sublimated
desire for mem? If you could get mem. you wouldnit want
womemn andl we could forget all about this dieadful monsense.
You're not a real homesexiall. Reall homasexuallks have horns,
Your pseudo-homrssexiall desire for your friend springs from
an insist eompliex wherex the great mothei-figure stands at
the deorway of your libide, making nasty, negalive gestures
and warhing vou baek from the promised land of veur fa-
ther's Womb.

ME: My father's—?

COUNT:: If onlly you were able to reallize that the pemis is
equiivalent to the breast andl the breast to the pemiis. you would
understamdl that the great reallity of normal sexvall imtercourse
(which includes fellatio) lies in its ability to simultanesusly
allow the male to expiess his own malerrss and the female {9
possess the male’s malemrss through het passive receptiMiiy of
his pemiis,, thus transeending hef own reeeptivity-arienied! pas-
sivity (oF passivity-orlentedl recepsiMitg) andl for the Moment
making the two ohe. .Xid thak one is the husband. Pesple WA
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suck each other off with their mouths or fingers are evading
this great, primomntiigl idemtity crisis (in which everybody be-
comes male) and remaining their sexuallly undifferentiated,
irresponiible, pathoilagieally pieasure-seeking selves. How do
they know what kind of shampee to use? What kind of de-
odoramt? What color of comb? Im such terriible cases a male
might put on a flowered Bandl-aid or a female a shirt that
buttoms from left to right instead of from right to left. I might
wake up one morming and find that my wife had bought for
my birthdaw a belt with daisies embossed upomn it. The heawens
would fall¥'

ME: Thwtt is a better birthdaw presemt tham strydinine,
Coumt D, which othemnwise your poor wife might assuredily get
for you. Coumtt D., Coumtt D., I herethy dub thee not Count
Draculla but Cumt Draculla. Come back. oh D., to the womb,
come back to the headl, come back to the cunt andl fingers and
feet which once called thee forth. You died long ago in reality;
so what is not-me | hereby reject and throw out with the
weekly garbage;, what is me I re<gppropriate.

Go awav.

HIi$ PARTING SHOT: Esther, you are bad (because you
dom't like men).

Ah! that’s a weak spot. I domt. But if what I feel for Jeam is a
substitute, them 1 hadl better never meet the reall thing because
I would certainlly die from it. As it is, every time I have to wiipe
myself after going to the bathroom I bend doulille. Years ago,
after our group therapy time was over, we would go to a coffee
shop in the East seventies of Mamfaitam, a district full off
emingsies, of private schoolls, of luxuny high-rise @partment
buildings, one of the most expaisive neighborhewds in any
city in the world. Here Dr. D. hadl his oftice, despite the cost
(for whieh we mididiR-cllss white people paid, even though we
loathed writing cop\ for ecatalogs oF putting out jindustrial
newsletteis) so every Thursday night after the postimortem
we would go and have "coffee™—this meams Wamburgers,
pastiies, late dinmers for some, what-haxe-vou. 1 liked these
gatherimgs. 1 didmt ke the sessions thempaiMes:; no matier
hew they went 1 didmt want (o be theie. Even week the
womah whe was afraid off stalreases eame In {6 repoit that she
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had gone up and down two steps or she hadart and we com-
mended her or blamed her; every week the mam whose mar-
riage was breaking up came in and told us how he was
*working at the relationship” and we said Goodl for you. And
every week for three years a little voice inside me said Get out of
here! although I could never expllaim it. I liked the peoplle. It
was like that book on the power of positive thinking: Eweryy day
in evetyy way I am gettingg better and! better. Thene seemed to be no
way to measure anything except by the book. Sometimes
peoplle in psychomallysis were reallly cured and got mormal—
although there was no way for them to tell whem they were
noimgl, the doctor told them,. I guess—and them ((presum-
ably) you just stopped coming because you Measured Up.
Nowadlys “relationship™ is a euphenism for fueking or hav-
ing a love affair, but them it meamt something diff ferent, some-
thing gtim, hardl, centiall, and uniewanding, something you
had to do anyway, whether you wanted to of net. You had g
woilk at it. My husbandl, to the intwitive mariow of his bones,
knew It was bad.

“How do you know whem vou're hapqw@‘ I said once.

Thhey said impatienitly that they werem't talking aboutt that
and besides of course you knew. The doctor addedl that a bag
of heroim could make you ecstatiicallly happy.. if you wantedl to
function at such a low level. Thet sounded fine to me and I
thoughtt about it quite seriouslly, but in the end was scared
away by the law (and my own iinexperience).

I liked the coffee shop; that was where we reallly talked.

One night a new patient showed up: a cute uglly womam with
a huge hooked nose and a receding chin who knew (she said)
that if she'd onlly beem borm beautiful, she wouldnitt have any
“problems.” Beauty was whatt mattered in this world.

"0, no, it's not impontami.” we said with one woice—imag-
ine, we in our high heells, nyloms, girdlles, wigs, padded bras-
sieres, make-up, false eyelashes, painted fingeraiills, tipped
and permanrnitwaned hair, and costume jewelry!

I never came back. Oh not melodramztinailly, not like tthat,
but withim a few momtfiss. It was am oddl kind of religious (tilt
like the Flat-Earth people or the Shakens: in a humdired| years
they will still be sitting around the coffee shop (it will still be
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1963, it will still be the most expensive part of the world)
waiting for the tooth fairy to zap dowm from the ceiling and
endow them with the suburbam substitute for bliss. Just as the
suburbs are a bad imitatiom of the coumtry and 1 and mv
husband were bad imitations of—wadll, would vou believe
angads? 1 do not meam to make light of the suftfering, which
was reall enough and which at least brougtht us all face-to-fface
with something reall, whatever it was and hewever finighdening
it might have been="1ui oh the muditlke, the mystifieation, the
nemsense, the earmrsifss, the silliness of the whele wrédehed
business! 1t was withewt digmity, é@ﬁi@%‘é, oF sense. It thelped
with some things=the giens things=il there'd beenh ne re-
tHEm at all, hew esuld the deetdr Rave siaved in Bysiness?—
But all the same it reminds me of nething $6 Mmuch a3 Ravel's
“Rolerd,” whieh 8 the Mmiddie-prox substitute foF Mysic, dhat

Pagtly Mock-Spaminh plece vou Near 8 every Muzak-Be:

phgled elevaisr- It andl the Blevaisr and the peopie in dhe
EleVALaL 88 F8HNY ANd FBRIG I8 IRFIRTEY WIHNBW: ever getting
AMVWReNe, Ik A shake eating Its awn fAl.

| hope somewhere they've ail gotten out of 1963 and are
thinking the same things about me.

I used to go home futilelv to my sad, madl (but never bad)
husband—who knew his own sickness too well to meddlle with
it—and ademire his broad, knotted back, the muscles in his
shoulders and arms, his lovely vulneratle bellv. that pelvic
crease of Greek scuplture that comes out in a mam onlly when
he standls om one leg. his funmv little rowsdtfflat ass. his rubba-
ble, bristly ¢hin, that indeseribadle line from fib to hip, so
subtle and se diffferent from a womems. Men have straight
knees and elbows: womens go in. He would stand=wisiful
and banana:fewered=andl 1'd sav tiredi aver and over
again (o ath absent Pr- D.)thal | Radl 16 troudles with sex. only
With men. and that my Heuble With men did net eome from
what was Between thedt 1egs But fram whal was Between dheir
ears. My Rusband emvied me My Braih. that Bear of Little
Brain. Bt 1 eannok annok tink 8k vser as the Nuwh Brown
Maid of the Bretiy g, [l £EATE 04 Weaaly nmittnlies
gach 8ihers ang ElNBING. he ARd 1.

An awful dhought:
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Whatt if Jeam ... won't?

I had two dreams that night and woke up scared; in one [
was falliing—nothing to see, just the sensation—amdl some-
body giggled and told me, “You're in free fall." Im the other I
was very sick, being takem to the hospitall on a stretcher and
feeling so awful diat | started to pray to get well, but that made
me feel more helpless: so 1 prayed omly that She might grant
me endunannge. That's all. “Give me my Self,” I said. Them |
woke up, with a sense ot the dream over and (along with the
fading of the dieam) the sense off something being over for
good. Thai's all the guilt 1 ever felt. 1 think I had it out
somehow that night; It's like going threugh an eleetiie fenee
where the wersi peint Is just before yow toueh 1t apd vour
NRTNRS JwF), But Bhee y@m ® IMQW its @K 1 theught in
my Inheeente: Now I ean B? ﬂw%s b

Another marwelous discovery, in one of’ m]y waking periods
at about 4 AM, a vision off the local Howardl Johnsoni’s (East of
the campus, on the superthigiwmay) full of healthy. comely
young women. Theree ave othenss besides Jeanh ! For the first lime in
my life 1 felt free. Im fact, 1 felt peifieetly wondesfiul,

So 1 went hapyiily back to sleep.

Jean came over for breakfast the next day, bringing some
inferior lox, which is the onlly kind you cam get in a smaill town
like this. We ate it andl made a face. I was wildly excited. 1
fimally got up and did am imitatiom of Jeanis ltesit—latest?—boy-
friend who was somewheie in Canada slaving away at a doe-
toral thesis.

“Absentt lovers are the best kind,” she said.

I can’t wait. Cam you?

[he trouthle is, if 1 make a pass at Jeam or tell her anything,
she’ll justt push me away. 1Ull ruim our friendship. And syp-
pose she tells someone? ('Though 1 domtt think she'd deo that.)
It would be awful to have to have such suspicions. My Kitclien
had never seemed friendlier. We sat andl talked abouit one
thing andl another—she was telling me nasty. funmy stories
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about her protessors (my colleagues)) and I had to decide
there was nothing I could tell Jean, evem though I'm lkeoking
over her shoulder at her math textbook (a course she’s takiing
just for fum). I've pulied my kitchem chair so close that I can
smell her, which makes me want to cry.

I will have to keep it a secret.

Unbayppy. Miserably unbhappr. Why? Because people do
not do things like that in reallity. Reality doesm't allow it. In
books or mexies or maybe newspapens, yes, but real life is not
like that, andl in reall life if | were to throw my arms aroumd my
friend and kiss her, she would only wonder at my madness;
she'd say, “Esther, stop it!" very shamply, and the heavens
would re-form; reality—im which, by the way, 1 have as con-
siderable a siake as anyone else—woulld simply remaim itself.
If 1 ever try anything I will be struck dead from om high
anyway. (Some of the other things real people just dom't do,
according to my family: get divorced, become drug addiets,
muider someome, Kill their childrem, kill themsiMes, expose
themsedves in subways, get rapedl, fail in business, go madl.) So
I ean't do it. Of eourse 1 can't.

Clumsiily 1 putt my arms aroumdl her, twice-clumsily I kissed
her 011 the neck, saying hoansally, “I love you.” (Which was
something of an over-simpgllification, but how are you going to
explain it all?)

Stte’ went! on raedding.

She blushed delicately under me, like a landscape, | mean
her neck, she just turned red, it was amazing.

Reality tore itself in two. from top to lottom.

“Jean,” said I, not believing my ears and eyes, "do you
really—" but I guess she did! because she continued to pre-
tend to read, onmly reddemedl like a tide, a forest, an entire
planet. You dom't ask the whole world it it's reailly doing what
it's doing. 1 felt her skin get hot under my mouth. She closed
her book deliberatedly. turmedl to me. and put her arms around
me. Peoplée get divoreed, peaphée kill, peoglér go madl. Saying I
loved her might not have beem so umtrue, really—weill, here
was something worth dying for! Whem I think of those times
that | did it to oblige. 81 because it was my duly, or to get
affection, or because 1 couldmt refuse, L:am aihamed. Wihen I
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sav “dying for” I meam the poems andl the stories, the jokes,
the obsessions, the terror, the wonder. 1 am dreadffuilly a-
shamed of my past.

We sat back and looked at each other (frightened)) at the
same momenit. Not because it was wrong but because it was an
overcharge, like the copper wire you umwittimgly overload
and it's going urp! help! eek! aargh! oop! (in Wire) and you
dom’t even know why the poor thing isjumping and twitiching
so. Better if calmer. Mem think that omce vou admiit your
desire you have to fall dowm and fuck om the floor right-away,
but womem know better; I helped her to some inferior lox and
A & P cream cheese and she did the same for me. We
mumched away at our bagels togethen:. Suddknily she lewghed
and choked on hers.

“Shame om you,” she said, “making love to someone you've
knowm for only three years!"

I said, “Weilll, L can’t get you pregmanit, can 17" feeling very
daring.

We laughed umtiill we cried, partlly out of nervousnssss. We
were both (I thmlk)) rather wary of touching each other again.
So much more is at stake now. Jeam went back to explaining
her book, onlly she reached out now andl agaim andl stroked my
handl. 1 was blind, deaf, overwhelmed. [ kept wanting to put
my fingers through the centrall hole of the last bagell because it
struck me as such am extraondinaciily good joke; there was a
soit of divine giggle somewhere in the room.

“You dom't mind?” I cried suddenly.

She caressed my hand again. The neanest part of Jeam to me
(once she sat back andl continuedl readliimg) was her foot, for
she had crossed her legs and one foot kept advamcing toward
me and them retreating. Now feet are not as compremising as
handls and not so close to the persom, so 1 grasped Jean's
individuall, very expnessiive foot andl admiired! her arch, which
is so much higher tham mine. I was terrified. (She lkooked
pleased and a little emannassedi)) 1 explained about feet and
that 1 was not a foot-fetishist, reallly, but handls were too vivid
for me right them, so she let me hold om to her anklle:; I kept
imagining that she would change her mindl at anw :moment,
that she was merelly being charitablle, that she was imtimidated,
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that she'd "mind.”

I know too well what can really be going on when wwaimen
are silkent.

We talked about how ever)ybody was bisexuall, and how this
was only the natunzll resullt of a friendship, and how we had
better take our time, and them—llike virgins—begam to whis-
per, “Whemn did you first—?" andl “Whemn did you—2" “[ knew
instantly by the way you looked at me,” she said, and 1 twrned
red from head to foot at the thought of being so wransparent,
in veils and waves of heat.

Jeam “screwed” the last bagel with her forefinger, lkooking
very severe and haughty.

I gingenlly picked up the ends of her dark hair, where they
lay oit her shoulder. It was like picking up something liiviing,
with nerves in it, and it used to annoy me whem men told me I
should grow my hair. Though 1 would never tell anyone what
to do.

[ have to go,” she said.

Relief.

“My job,” she said. “You know.” (She has a part-time job at
the Unmivensiity Jibrary, checking out books or semething.)

“You won't—"" 1 said.

“I'll tell evenyore¢,” said my friend, making a face, and 1 was
reallly ashamed. I knew and she knew—amndl she kmew that I
knew—that really it was too much and we'd better both re-
cover a little. Better to be calmer. She said she would come that
night—1110, tomoriow night, but tonight come down to the co-
op and help bake a eake if 1 wanted—=she would turm wp
tomeriow pight with some pot.

"It hurtis my tomsils,” 1 said. (But the idea was to keep firom
getting scared or amxiouss) “Poor little thing.” she said, and
them bent dowm and kissed me 611 the mouth for a few sec-
ondis. Oh dear. Thex never tell vou \out clitoris is asmnected
right to your stomaeh. Lwasderribly friddhtaned thatsesxwaildd
be just as badl with he¥ as it had always beem with a mam but at
the same time 1 didmt eare beeause it was sueh a glorious
oppeituniiy to fail, vou see. 1 didmt reallly eare. (I think 1 had
betier siop saving “realliv-*) Bwi if it turnedl out badly. what
would I de them?® | kissed her baek O31 her \elvewy cheek.
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Womem's faces are covered with fine, almost invisible dowm. [
said to myself that whatever happemed], we'd still be friends,
but I knew that was the talk of a fool; I didmt want to be
friends. I didm’t actuailly know what 1 wantedl, being too much
involved in her individuall odor, and the smoothmess of her
skin, and her heawy, utterlly lovely behindl, to care about what
hadl not yet happemedl. 1 kissed Jeam om the cheek and said a
tremily good-bye.

And staggered to the bedroom, kicked off my shoes me-
chamiieailly, sat dowm on the bed. Pulled the curtaims to, pulled
down my pamts, reached in the bottom drawer of the bureau
for the wiibrator.

A little voice cried, Youllll wean younsstf caut!

But ah, that was iimpossible.

I didmt go to the co-op that night because my soul was
already in too mamy pieces. Spent that day and the next
wandering aroundl: gardens, swine pens, the lamb barms with
the lambies andl their mommes (1 was sobbing a little at every-
thing because it was all so sweet). Just up and dowm the usual
goldgreem lawns and undier the lovely trees with their daik-
goldgreem shadows, and some day we will all go the the great
Multiversity in the sky. Beammed at all the memn in the sireet. By
6 P-M. was eonvineed she wouldmy eome, but every time 1
heardl footsteps om the stairs | jumped. Something about
keeping windews open (In the sUmmRIRR) Mmakes elestrie
light very bright indeens. When she didl eame I was in dhe
living reom dusting the tables anel didmt even hear her knoek
HiiHl She repeated It (jean %lm@g& Beats deois dewm). 1 had the
weirdest faney that Rose (y8u remember Rese; she's Buried
way Back 8h page ) was sifting in the shadows Bt the Ii
eiréle b the [vihg:-rem lém Fwalked from the dark Joam
into the H | B0, 4 PrOgIEss 18 8 Which qlﬁ EFEation MONES, BRG 8f
these MBMYPNS 1N WATER the shape & vatT RBvse 81 VOHY life
takes an all the meantpg In the WaHd: 1 8pened the 4ot Wit
Ne Aerves Al %ll fm?i t‘ A W Worw?x 4 Bojile \’VIH‘E %ﬁ M. SHES
814:-fasnisned: 30 Heclde (d m((jl AR g) ‘ {EE llltg
ARX SHSE VISl W“ s the ¢ lﬂu(“( (I(O); 'iss 33N 8

lIT
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haven't tried to get drumk for love-making in years, but this is
going right back to adolescemee, so we solemnmily took two
glasses of mediicine (feh) andl them I ruinedl it by remembering
a pound of ice cream I hadl in the freezer, which of course we
had to share, more or less.

“I can’t make love; I'm too full,” said she.

1 stroked her handl, them her arm. 1 put my arm aroumdl her
andl kissed her on the cheek.

“Do you want to?” I said. She noddledl. We went into the
living room andl carefullly pullled the curtaims shut, them drag-
ged a quiilt from the bedroom. There isn't enough room om a
single bed; besides, I like to feel that my whole house is my
home. We put the wine om the floor near the quiilt andl lay on
our stomachs, fully clothed. There is this impalpaible barrier
betweem everyday life and sex, perhaps to be conmected wp
with that lack of etiquette I spoke of betore; anyway there’s
some sort of gap you have to jump with vour eyes shut,
holding your nese (so to speak) as if you were jjumping into
water. | remembenedl, with fear of exactlly what, I camt spee-
ify—that Jeam is, after all. twelve years younger tham me.
Before we brought in the quilt I hadl trotted into the bedroom
and brought out my vibrator, hiding it shyly betweem the
coueh cushions because it is reallly a gress little object. about
eight inehes long, made of white plastic and shaped like a
spaceship. Conttitiy to popullar belieff, Mest wommen use Vilra=
tors on their outsides, not their Insides. Unfforunatedly the
battefies are wearing out apd instead of going bzzzz it just
fFattles=the truth is I'm afraid jean will find It repukive oF

ossibly that she will find me repuiriNe. She's deh e her ship
y oW 1've always assumed 1 was reasemix ¢98d-Iooking—=
to men=mtk why showld a womah have the same standards?
eah has finally taken off Rer elgthes and 8 have L to me slic
68KS Beautiful But ver: Bddlx SRAPeH: I SUppRAe tReLeS the
HREOMRCIBYS EBRVINCHON thal BRe BF Hs has 16 Be & mam and it
Eertaimiy ish't Me- jean $avs She WaDS 16 Pyt a Fecard om the hi-
fi Bul 1 domt Beeause i's 188 disiracting. 88 she Puisis infg
ﬁﬁ%ﬁ-}(- fears. | puk My aFMS aFBuhdl Res and rock het back and
forth. whieh kepi me from 188King at heq. o althaugh she
mighi have stilt [ogked ad (it was wearing o1f) she et Beanti:
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ful. Who doesm’t look odd? Mem look oddl. God looks oddl. We
smooched a little, them putt a record on the player (I don't
remember what. Barogue);: them lay dowm and necked a little
more, less timidlly. I love Jeam. She’s a vast amoumt of pink-
ness—fields and forests—but with mv eyes closed it feels
more to scale and it’s nice. The way you measure the genuine-
ness and goodmass of an expeniiemee is this: what does it do to
reading an ordimanry magazime? If Liffr looks inexplicablly sillv
to you, them life is doing its stuff. Thiis is what 1 use myself and
I recommend it (undoultedlly there are other tests). My frriend
is snowfields and mMmouwniaing. Anothet word. Her odot (ev-
eryone has a panticular, own smelll) is a complicated key. one
ammong millions. 1 dont undeistand her. Foi exampl. | don’t
know why she’s still upset now—so | said, "Ofh, pheesy:, twrn
over and I'll give you a back rub.” Phoorxs we doubt ever got
gh@wyedl-. She lay mistrustfullly om her stomach and | knelt

etweem her legs, gaily poundiing away at her shoulder blades,
very professional though 1 deomy khow a massage from a
Message. So soft, s8 soft. Baek-rubs are sneaky, low-level
triekety beeause theres something in our Mammadiiah anees:
try that signals Geed goed goed whem your baek s rubbed
and you wouldmt dream of not being trusthul (like saradahing
3 deg’s ear or rubbing upder 3 eat's eRin). 11's taking A4Van-
tage. After | had busily kneaded her sheouldens for a while, |
sneaked dewn i the small of hetr baek and started kissing her
feek: she said, “THS isn't Tun for you. Esther, i§ i2"

“Oh no, not a bit,” ] lied. Andl slid dowm to the rose between
her legs. Thatt’s exactlly what it is. Amazimg. (Medliewail stories.)
I have the advantage of knowing where everything is and
more or less how to do it. Andl feeling the stramgest sympa-
thetic pamgs. Besides, vou canmot bite mem's backsides because
they havemn’t any. Jeam begam to breathe hard, which made me
want to cry; 1 kissed her 01l the neck where 1 know that
sensitive place. To be the eause of so much pleasure to some-
one else!—as the book says, to make a difffrenseic. 1 knew that
when Jeam eame, 1 wouldl buist into tears.

“No—wailt a minute—sstteyp!" she said, rolling om her side
and angniily pushing me awav. She's very fair-skinned. From
neck to groim my friend was covered with pale-red spots like
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an interesting variety of measles; | had never seem what the
book calls “the sex rash” before. You knowr, just beffore cliimax.
Utterlly fascinating. You can omly see it om very fair-sidinned
women and Jeam is the eighteenth-centuny Irish ideal: dead-
white skin, blue eves, black hair. “Stop.” she said. “[ camt feel
anything,™ she said. Wild roses and milk. The first time 1 came
with a mam (fooled you. didm™ 1? 1 bet you thoughit 1 never
eame with a mam) 1 shouted "I eant! 1 cam get theie, Ged
damm 1t!" and proceeded to go into intermall waves that sur:
prised me beeause | thought you lost your mined whem YOH did
it: Andl there 1 was, thinking away as wsual.

“Ofn, Jeam!™ 1 said. She stalked angpiily into the kittdtean—to
the window that was hiddem (thank Heavem) by the bramch of
a tree—she drank a glass of water and came back into the
living room. For these of you Lam confusing by the “Tin@mal”
n “intermall waves” (above) I will tell you my own, recently-
developed theoiy off sexvallity., provem by years of experimen-
tal mastuibating: 1.e. you feel your elimax mest whenever YOu
are belng mest stimwlated. Thils opems surpiising fields of
feseareh to those of us with suekling inffanis or thiee hands of
other situations like that. Henest:

“l guess I can't,” said Jeam. “Or I doni't want to. I meam 1 do
want to but | suppese 1 can't—cam I—if I'm behaving like
this."”

“If you dom't want one, I dom't want ome,"” said 1 promygiily. 1
thought Betlavee amy way you like. Standd on youn headl. Keag) waur
clottes on. Makke it wilh the eleetiitc toasten:. 1f 1 had to choose
between always pleasing her but never mvselt and alwavs
pleasing mysellf but never her—wedll, 1'd choese the former.
At least for a while. 1 ean alwavs Plea@e myselt afterwards. An
orgashh Is an orgasth, but how otten Is there a fean?

“Never mindl,” she mumilikdl. "I never come with anvone.”

Now this is really surpnising, considering how maim men
she’s beem with. 1 suppese this is the time to whip out the
vibrator and attack her with it. but somehaw I have doubts
about the whele proceedimg. 1 think we begam this wirong.

1 tell her so. ‘IThere should be no failure and no wuccess.

Blushing very deeplly, she asked me if she could do some-
thing. 1 said ves, of counse. She averted her face andl moved
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my hand on to her rose (sorry to be so kvetchiily sentimental).

“Let me—ah—um—dlp it myself."

“Oh my goodmess yes, is that’ all!” I cried. Trying to memor-
ize the motiom, an odd sort of diagomall one. Jean seems to like
things dome lightly.

She came in the usuall way about three minutes later, not
very satisfactorily, it seemed to me. She said I couldm’t put my
mouth dowmn there because she hadm't had a bath for daws. I
said that soundedl reasonable to me, although we might be
wrong. She said her wrist hunt, and rubbed it. Them 1 lav down
and Jean gave me a back rub and 1 was humg up on the edge of
it forever. Finallly, with not much satisfaction, 1 flipped over.

“Thhat was awful!” said Jeam, sitting up, tears in her eyes.

“Welll,” said 1 reasomatiily, “you know what they say in Swed-
ish mowies about the first tiime.”

“What do they say in Swedish mowies?” (rather sharply)

“Oh, dear, I domt know."

We sat for a while, hadl a glass of wine, and them begam to
cuddlle. The formedllities were over. (Thamk goodhasss) She
kissed me and whispered to me that 1 was beautiful. I blew in
her ears. I fulfilled a daydream of twenty years” standing and
nibbled along her hairline, under her templles and around her
ears. We lay on the quilt and got mildly potted, feelimg—as is
usuall, I think, with people who take off their dtaties—that
nudiity is the omly pleasant state. The living rooim was a
garden. We loeked big toes and hadl a tee fight, them began to
throw eoueh pillows at each other, but stopped guiliily when
we kneeked over my floor kamp.

“My big toes are bigger tham your big toes!" hissed Jiean,
raking her toemaiils up andl dowm my back.

“Ooooo!!” | said. “Oo, 1 like dhat.”

“She likes that muathily,” said Pean.

Now what is the trouthle? Thatt sex doesmit commiit vou to
anything, in spite of our tradlitiom about it? Thait love doesn't
give you a code of behawior? L think so. She could go awav mow
and never come back. Lsaw already what the paiterm of my
love affair would be—woinving each time she was awav. re-
lieved each time she came back—ofF does that meam thai Pean
and 1 donitt reallly love each other? Amwway. it's awful.
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Jeam got up andl said Oh feh, she hadl to go. She put om her
clothes regretfuillly and I put om mine; we rooted in the ice-
cream container for the rest of the ice cream (Haiil. Hearth
and Home!! Haiill, O Great Food Goddbest). Them Jeam went to
the door. We said in unison:

“Whemn will | see you again?"

A great relief, after years of being the only one to say it! I
can’t come to see her because of the co-op gang and Stupid
Phiipotts (though we could tie him to a peg on the back lawmn if
we had to) but there wouldm't be enougih privacy in the co-op,
though Jeam has brougftt mem there maniy' times before.
Thene's a differemce. She kissed me om the edge of the chin
and 1 weetdined lher :as sthe weant downstairs, swayiing liie assneiee
standing on its tail. The Snake of Wisdom? Somethimg em-
bodied. Jeam will surpnise me some day amdl perhaps not
nicely; there's the chilll of finding out that I didmt know her as
well as 1 thougtht, that there's something in her sexuallity, even,
that I didm't know aboutt. Thowgth I like it that she never came
with a mam, 1 love it that she came with me. however awk-
wardlly, andl 1 will love it no matter what she uses: mv hand,
her owm hamdl, my glass papemweight with the private snow-
stormm over the New Englandl Chureh (with the spire, kiddies).
As the reall Jeam waned, the mythicall patit of Jeam came back
into mv kitchen. Hooding the waxed floot andl the refrigera-
tor andl the little study 1'd fixed up in the kitchem around| the
corner of the L: 1 tasted Jean. saw Jean. thoughit Pean.
breathed Jeam. The Jeam | eam keep in my head.

Bonmy. bonm Jkean.

George Eliot never endedl her books propantly. There's so
little for heroimes to do: they cam fali in love, tiiew cam die. As
the story begims, you wonder whether the heroine will be
happs., butt by the middlle of it you're beginminmg to wonder if
she will be good. Such is George Eliot's sleight-of-handl. i.e.
cheating. We still think this wax a humdinedl \eans later. I've
beem reading wretched-housewife nowells wiittem by wwomen
and tliev all endl the same way; either the awliul husbamdi has a
mysterious change of heant (off-stage) om the last page but one
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or the wife thinks: Yes, but I really loved him so it was all right.
You would not believe the suffering and wretchedmess in
these books. (And one of the characters is called Sophiia, too,
which meams Wisdom.) I spent two Jean-less days reading
these books and making mangimall notes for some article or
other I was going to do next winter if I ever got aroumd! to it,
and them, like the hervinmes of these stories, I had a great
“realization,” a pious illuminatiom (they're always Ihavimng
these, like their childrem really love them or they adore house-
work or they are really happy even though their husband ties
them to a newel post and beats them with a goldfish). Pro-
gressing by a series of flat demialls of the evidemee. My pious
illwminatiom was that I did not want to do the article. But
everything in print is sacred. as we all know., including this
sentemee. ANl words are sacred. (Umlless written by a @omputer,
in which case the compuier) is sacred.) Some astonishing things
are sacred, reallly; thus we have the Pain Goddkss and dhe
Sleeping-late-in-the-morming Goddkss. the Twrip Tl (Whe
makes the tramsmission fall out of vour ear fifteen miles from
your destinatiom). and the Mayommise Dietv, who presides
over goukmet cooking. Love is like sleeping late in the Morn-
ing: you dive down thf‘@Ulg'h layer after transpaiemt laver,
utterly eontemt, farther anel farther uniil you reaeh the sea
floor. But it's bottomless.

Waiting for Jean is pleasant: one anticipates her arrival.

Waiting for Jeam is useful: perceptioms are starpened.

Waiting for Jeam is educattionail: it teaches you that even
good things must be waited for.

Waiting for Jeam is fortunate: that she will come at all makes
you feel blessed.

Waiting for Jean is exasperating: I can't wait much lbanger.

Om the superhighway at night, deing sixty-five in my old
rattletrap; the wet, cloverleaf roads twist and turm under dhe
city lights like shining black snakes. It's just rained: brilliance
and darkness. 1'm coming home from the art museum in a
town sixty miles away.

The world belongs to me. I have a right to be here.
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Two days later, by mutwall agreementt, jeam came "just to
visit.” She came trotting up my stairs—or rather, dragging
behind her the stately hem off a long, maumerisdley dress. She
always puts on long skirts and her shades whem she wants to go
in disguise. 1 sat with my feet curled under me, timid as a
mouse, on my corner of the couch (where 1 was prepared! to sit
umtiil Dootmsdlw:, if necessary) while Jean retailed gossip. Her
gossip has one extraondinariily redeeming feature: she makes
it all up. Nome ot it is ever true. In the middle of an iimpossible
del@iill about something the Deam's wife had said to the sales-
girl, she looked at me long and havd and them nariowed her
eyes, for | had elevedly drawm the cuitains before she came.
just in ease.

Them she took off her sungllsses and smiled at me, so that
tears rose to my eyes. She unhooked her dress (home-made so
no zipper) and let it drop to the floor, them with crossed arms
shucked her slip andl did a little victorious damce around the
room, waving the slip in the air. We took off all our clothes,
very sobeilly, and them had a cup of tea, sitting pollitely on the
eoueh, naked; 1 went into the kitchem to feteh it in my
bathrobe. We looked eaeh other over and 1 showed Jean dhe
mele oh my hig;; §6 she lifted her halr and shewed me dhe
freekles op the baek of her neek. We egmpaied aut “figures”
like litile giris. We sat on the twe ends of the eguieh. sur lnees
hp, feet 8 feet, and talked abewt the eestaeies and RBHons of
growing Breasts at twelve, af Baumeing when you fan. 6f
Raving hatry legs, of Being toe tall, 106 shost, 18 fat. (oo Hin:
Thene is this Business whett vau think peepie end at the neek:
then gradyalix as vou falk. as we falked, a3 we feconstityied
BUISEINES 11 BUT B8R BYES—hoW WeMl We Became 81t Bodies!
NN e moved 8wt (ALS Hem:. 1 hndeiied that she felt e

SV RS Fse andh faM With REL BIeaAthing:. that het absomen
went a e way. i1 er neaa, at wnen' sne sat, she F )
went al] the wad intc lC[ 1ead, thit when she 3a SIIL )
mean she felt 1t in herself,, just as I ntik she looked—as
mean she telt it in herselt! l]ls S I dic ntil she looked—as
she had, felt'to me pefore—all of.-one piece Cis 1t .impossi-
She had 0 me betorée—all of One Piece VIS 1t 1INDOSSI-
e to talk apout  women without mdkin uns? .§1e ou
¢ 10 talk about women without making punsy 1N you
.uck someaone, von are fucking wi eirceves. t00. w rtheir
uck sameone. you are fucking wiyh their eves, 1oo. with (then
atr, With thelr temples, their minds, their Fingeérs.ends. we
air, with their temples, ther minds, their tingers ¢nc fwe
ign't wear cJothestall'the time we.d see pers nalf y a]l oVer.
didn’t wear clothes all the time we'd sé¢ personahity all over,
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not just the face.) We sat side by side, holding hands and quite
naked; them Jeam put her arms aroumd me and it felt so good
that it made me stammer. Such astonishing softness and ev-
erything shaped just right, as if thirty years ago we had lbeen
interrupted and were only now resumimg. I'd beem worried,
but it turms out to fit some exact shape in your head that you
never knew you had, fits it with the perfection of a Swiss
wateh. As close as we blurry humam beings can ever come (0
Instinet. I had beem worried about Jeam, as 1 said, but now I
didmt eare, although 1 think she disliked the awkwardness of
having to break apait in order to get up and go Inte dhe
bedroom. 1 stroked her baek te let her know 1 weuld do
anything for her, set fire to the rug if she wanted, lean out dhe
windex In my skeleton, make a gift to her of all my insides, my
wlsations, the eleetrieity in My Rair, ihe maew 6 my bones:
(3 Whak they meah wheh they say your bowels veafii
something iries (o meve ouk threugh YOUL skin. We jay down
8 the bed in eaeh BtheTS eMbiace But didnt de Much; BRlY 1
tried 18 632?)'1%'191 RO 1gvely it was for fier {6 have lang hait- She
$Opped me. Y dent Medn (6 Be sexit aBevk it¥ 1'said; “IF's
Hst fBFEHRALe® 1t €AME (B Me a8 AR IASPiFatieh. an 28
8[‘1‘i§P.'iF‘1 I fing and sUIpRING 1483, that we showhd fiek each
BIRET AN, T8F the eXEIfEMERt ( Ehtltl‘% B spread all aver) did
SSHH t8 B% ENLEHA ﬂ 8he partienidr place and 1 was ¢
%%lﬁ%m 84 WII 38 ﬂ%E t 8&%‘?1% %HWFSE B% t89. &?F
HWIS E ¥ Py \’%ﬂ age 18 F& BSAn WA o4
: ﬁg 18 &Y

2l W a4
QY 4oL care df
Ot don rel

..—q—..,,-,_,,

ere ren olr] s An})sw {

ee\\ ren nor Filiy, ATAY, C

ou are fuckin kNOCeros. voui ttwan Eo 0 onand, do 4{
Ou ar C 1_1 INQEEros: you just want.to g0 o1 Lm(é(m

e %a Egl 1 ,nd flaﬁ id IE, moving a ams“gber and, an
1e hall did it and 1 h id 1T, mOvINg agains IeT, hand, anc
e(;ause)Jlean nows w attawofnan Fe s she ldln stop at ‘t}ﬁ,a
pecduse Jean T )t]\s Wwhat a woran [€els s Kt( 1cdn (tjst 1t t ]ﬁl[
moiment-iput afittlerapier, as soon ‘as }fiad stopped. - fnen she
moment utat 1t eat ET ?ﬁ.so n as 14 T B ed. 1en She
said, e a iStime,s, so idfdown and’ ver
sué B[ i tof ) 4th this () 1€, o g shid down and v *r¥
cle vérl r EPS mn-a oo‘% Su ins bef ng
cleve ( g 1), a4, Bop this em
SO me&l X WOU’l never g) iseﬁ/ ecaulse
VY “‘)Egﬂ‘éé%nt r‘é £ M‘Aﬁ‘d
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I think the other takes practice. She came once a little bit but
told me to keep on, which | did; she came again, awesomely.
Like someone who's speaking in tongues, €rying out, seeing
visions.

“I'm noisy,” she said. “I'm srttish.”

“Ofh, do it again,” I cried adminimgly, *do it again!™

“Dom’t want to,” said Jean.

“I hope I feel like an armahmiir,” [ said. I think what I always
missed about mem was breasts. Jeam's are the usual siape—
dom’t laugh, I meam they’'re not conmical, the way some of us
are—round enougth, smalll enougth;: pulied dowm by grawity to
be fuller undemeszith. She has one odadiity; light circlets of hairs
round her aurewiks. Dreadifuilly sexy. How oddl, to carry these
empiy milk cartoms in front of us for sixty years, whether we
use them or not. I think my own body has impenceitily got to
be some kind of standard for me; yet it was fascinating to see
her so different. Not a line of her was impenfect. My bowels
yearned with gratitude because 1 wanted to give her some-
thing, not for amy reasom, but for my own relief, for seme-
thing that wanted to transfer itself out of me. My true love
hath my heart and 1 have hers. Nothing I cam name. This may
simply have beem a second grand idea that we should do it
again, but at this point Jeam got up and went into the bath-
reom in my sleazy pink rayom kimone (this is net my badhrobe
beecause 1 ownm both).

“Madama Butterfily,"” I said.

Whem she came back, she sat dowm 611 the bed and sttarted
putting On her shoes. I said, "You're not going!"

She gave me a look which I recogmized, having once beem on
the other side of the fence myself.

“I'm mot?"

“Of, of course you are,” 1 said, “but please, please, don't.
Please stay."

“[ want to think about it,” said my friend. She begam to put
011 her undlenwear. Thiis is the part of the mowie or TV special
where he speaks to her autihariiativelly and she obeys, or he
tells her how she's gott to be homest, so she busits into tears and
reveals her problem,. which he them solves. But you and I
know better: I'm not going to give Jeam an excuse to pick a
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quamel with me. And I didm’t even try to look forlorn and
waif-like; I was much too happy. Andl I could think of mothing
except her. I begged her to wait umtiil I had dressed so I could
accompamy her to the door, so she did. And I did. We both got
decemt. Standing at the door with no premmniiiions, waving
goodbye as if we'd beem having a late tea, with our clothes on
all the time, quite respectatilly, in as false a position as possible.
I saw her descend the stairs, me shutting my own door before
she reached the bottorm and went into the street. There would
be something too final about the other way. | sat at the kitcfien
table, not to think (there was nothing to think about) but only
to feel her all over my skin, to wonder what had gone wrong,
how long it would take to set right. Twenty minutes later the
phome rang.

“Helllo?” I said, wondering who on earth could be calling
now.

“Jean here,” said she (a habit she’d picked up om a visit to
England two summens before. Jeam is a sponge to other peo-
ple’s mannerisms).

‘O, jpaaki!” said 1, pleased.

“I forgot to say goodbye."

“You what?” I said.

“Goodlbye,” she said distinctly.

And she hung up.

I let a day go by. I didm’t do anything because I knew what
would happem if I did. It came—I called the co-openatiive and
they said she’d left the day before with all her possessions. Her
family didm't know where she was. I said, “You domt Anaw}”
over the telephome, trying to make them feel as guillty as
possible. Thaits it. This is the painful part. I'm subject to
thinking that I've invented things, so for a while the dhought
kept coming back to me that I'd invented the whole love affair,
though that isn't pessible, and them the idea that wnrequited
love is ghastlly because it turms into a cult or phantasmagotia,
something poisonous, too private a puppi show to exist. [
wanted to call the family and tell them I was her wife (or
husbamd)) but I didm™ think they'd enjoy that. Them I called
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the co-op again and got the same message—they very obli-
gingly provided me with a second person to talk to, so mobody
knew 1 had called twice. Like calling the weather on the
telephome. Nothing but machimes left between people. Tele-
phomes, taxis, letters, the discarded automwmia of the modern
love affair. I thought perhaps I'd made the whole thing wp.
T is an awful despaiir. After the first shock you think, “Well,
thatlss over,” but what do you do them? The news that kills is dhe
news that makes everything else impossible; you ean’t sleep oF
g0 out o read of wateh TV because you ean no longer enjoy
anything; | had never before realized what a subsitratum of
pure pleasure there is Ipjust golng to sleep, for insianee. Just

eating. All spoiled new.

And I can’t tell anyome. I can never tell anyone.

1decided to take a walk, thinking that perhaps I might meet
Jeam, but I faltered at the bottom of the stairs. Stood for a
while on the last step. What a push it takes to get out of the
house! Having onlly imagined it would be—somehow—worse
tham anything—better to be unhappy—so I forced myself out
into a world where everything was lovely (there was a full
moomn) like a Jeam who said " didn’t really mean it, you know”
from evety black bush, from every gilded housefront. It was a
beautiful and hervible sight. I theught of gelng baek ie my
apartment andl writing to Sally and Lewise, but they weren't
friends. I didm't know them well enough. Besides, what could
1 ask from them? IF | went te visit friends (and 1 de Rave odher
friends) I weuld have te tell them 1'd had a Igve affair with a
man whe'd fueked and rum; then they’d sav, “Oh well, ieh 48
that,” andl I'd say it washt like that, we were 8ld friends: s6
they'd say “Why Hid he leave?" Because he was 3 Homesexual?
Theh (they'd say) | was welt rid of Rim and If 1 kept o
%H%\’vlﬂ 1%a3 4 18N THe&es 1o Egk’x'_i‘{%i%% and | can't (e dhe
Fth, With each siep It g8t worse asif i W%P_%i walkIng ttllx‘rfé?HgH
1 86 It § e

HH%']%%%%%’. Y- RETNER AN exposed What w
ARVORE: (Spiey) 3 | Went Back NGMe. Hasiening alh the way.
‘ou ve' no home, reakty. And, remembeted, m as
ugh ave no home, realll. And remembered mA pas
eprexsions when 1. fown a'screen out fhe window -in' the
ressions’” when rown a scréen out the window in the
er] vague fear that otherwise if'wou e me. All long;
owerful. vigue féar that otherwise i1t wou me, All 1o
ong agqo. sagkv. The ruke now IS for fthe wounded, to recife,
ong ago. sadlv. ¢ ruleé now 1s for the wounded to recite, ke
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Scarlett, oh tomorrew will be another day. I can’t get back to
my old symballic crazimess. 1 wished for Coumt Dracullulle, but
he's deadl; all my imaginary momsters are deadl. It occurred to
me that if Jeam had called while 1 was out, 1 wouldm't have
been able to hear the phome ring, so I ram the last block and wp
the stairs.

It was quiet. Everything was exactly the same. Ewerything
was just as 1 hadl left it: the gleaming refrigerator, the red-and-
blue curtaiims, vinyl table, cupboartks, white sink. I thoughit it
would have changed somehow. Oh, the dreanimess of that
place! I tried to persuade myself that there was still some
enjoyment to be got out of it, but it Jooked dreadifull. Nothing
there. Nothing elsewhere; my other rooms were equallly intol-
erable. Ditto the outside. People always tell you you'lll get over
things (and they're right) but what do you do while wou're
%ettmg over it? The oldjjoke: your wife is buried, you weep on

eF grave, your friends tell you in a year youlll forget it, you'll
g@ ouit, MeRt someone else, get marfied again. But whaidil 1
® taw@&?“?” 1 first heard this told about am [tallah and it was
UppRsed 16 shew how sex-efazy ltallans were (1 think), Ialian
ﬁh%i‘l anyhew, But you kiew what | mean. In gradvaie sahel
I'd envied the eals whe eame inte my back yard and rubbed
their fat, whiskery faees on the stems of ihe lilae Bush. They
hadl it eagy. | 12y devwn 8 the eouech Beeause it Ak 1833 in the
Rorizemna (EH% old lessan 8t a seasaned veteram of griet) and |
thought | wauld Begin 3 letter to Sally—=n®, LBwRe: LaHise
[88KEH KinAer. But What £af Yot say exeept F'I%'IE me2* They
Wont fly up Rete {8 Be My [6VEr. | E8uM B% cHRning ang fell
them MBmEY and Bﬁ?.'lgi H%\’%? f8¥891 me. MumaX. 8\’88 Mé
BH‘t she died WE%K | gt H 8 Wite §8m% sari 8k ettEéF
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keep coming in every momth. Thets why momey is more
reliable tham love—peoplle become misers this way. | dhought
of my work and therefore, grief-drunk, sat down to work; |
dusted books and looked through some magazine articles I'd
kept to throw away dugliicates. I couldm’t do anything less
routine tham that. Theme's always work to do. Jeam called work
a blessing.

I sat down at the kitchen table, leaned my face and arms on
the cold plastic tablecloth (but it's pretty, it is, it's am wnusual
deep, pleasant red) and begam to weep. No more can I sing: |
love my kitchen, my kitchem loves me. Thene's nothing so
awful as being (coming) alive.

They call this moummiimg, that is: grief work.

George Eliot depiicts suffering very well: her heroines just
sit in a room and hurt. They dom have the momey to do
anything else. In lousy novels heroines with brokem hearts
plunge into “a mad roumdl of dissipation™ abouit which I have
only one questiom, i.e. where do you find it. Ome acedemic
party A.J. (After Jeam) and I was out the door after ten
minutes with “a bad headache.” You can drive around a lot
but a beat-up old statiom wagom is no Duesenberg (Thee (Green
Hait, 1920's). Ah! they smoke cigarettes. too, in those books. |
called writer friends in Watertowm, N.Y... in whose house 1've
always felt at home, and asked for permissiom to visit them: |
was going to stop over in New York GCitv.

Fine, they said.

My New York friend—omly one of them but the one to the
purpase, for 1 wasm't going to see amv oft those people left over
from college, i.e. the amateur Thespian who'd mamied and
moved into the suburbs and who did nothing now but pick up
after an immenssdly destructiive two-\ear-old. or the thirtv-
vear-old inseeure spinster whe worked for an opeia magazine
and thought Mmartiage would solve everything, or the Phi Beta
Kappa peet whe works at a seeretaniall job, getting drumk on
week-endis andl wishing she were back at school—as 1 said. my
real. live friend is a gav man a few years older than me. We 1met
after a ballet matinee whieh ] had sat through in sueh com-
plete. implacablle, hostile silenee that 1 hadl caused severall of
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the people around me to become acutely nervous, at least I
certainly hope so. High art doesm’t neutnalize misery, far from
it. And ballet combines obsessively romeantiic, Iheterosexual
love stories with athletiics and you-know-wihat. (Rose and I
after Swam Lakkr, crying into our coffee.) It’s ridiculous. I met
Stevie at an expemsive chain restauramt place on West Eighth
that serves nothing but Eremch crepes; you know, fake
wooden beams, fancy Bretom costumes on the waitresses, the
menu hamdl-calligraphed in two languages, and right out in
the middlle of the room (where you could watch the crepes
being madle)) a large griddle with the fake memagere of this
fake taverm and vats of the stuff they put into their pancakes:
spinach, cheese, ham, chestnutis, whipped cream, jam, all that.
It's not bad food, really. I was in love with Stevie years and
years ago, when I was twenty-one and believed that dreams
came true. Thimking of those days—there was my old friend
Rose (remember hei?), there were splendid pink sumsets in
mid-winter when [ was coming to group therapy, or summer
evenings with the dirty air turning a delicate rose and blue and
the trees on Park Avenue (almost dead of the dust) smelling
fresh. but onlly whem you were very close to dhem.

Stevie’s a good friend now: willful, tense, lhard-working,
good to lots of people, extraomdineiily wellHinflormed and
well-read. He could no more live where I do tham a fish could
migrate to Death Valley. I saw him before he saw me, and
waved; catching sight of me, he patted the place setting op-
posite him, meaning of course that I should approach and sit
dowm. He bearmed at me. He was wearing one of those dread-
fully recherche things he loves; this time it was a rhinestone
pin in the shape of a pair of kissing lips. Stuck on a fish-net
shirt. Which, with leather shorts and sandkils, and a Viking
beafd. gives you some idea whw Stevie would be stoned to
death in (say) Watettown, N.Y. I sat down and we made nice
and kissed each other and exelaimed a lot. and asked albout
everybodiy's friends and relations, like the people in Peokh. I
complimented] him on his beard, whieh had squared of f since
the last time I'd seem himh. I hadl suddenily and very intensely
the feeling that Stevie is simarter tham I, braver, stionger.
better, more knowing; I admired him and feared him.



Oil Strike Against God / 67

I was going to tell him about Jean.

He ordered spinach-andl-chrese. 1 got greedy and ordered
chestnutts and whipped cream.

“Welll, love, how’s the world been treating you?" he said.

I got shy. I described in melodrametiic detaii the lheadaches
of marking papenrs, summer cleaning, getting the car fixed,
my academiic-ugly meighbors.

“Ah, you're a New Yorker at heart,” he said.

I told him it wasn’t so bad being away if you stayed glued to
the TV. We both snickered. I told himm my survivor’s imstincts
had become atrophiied after such a long time away; I wouldn't
be able to fumction amy more. He laughed and shook his head.
Them I begam hesitamdly to tell him that I'd had a bad love
affair, using phiases like “the person™ or “the other jperson.”
It occurred to me that I could even use Jeam's real mame
beeause people would eonfuse it with Gene, a Mmam's name.

Finallly he said, "Darling Esther, this fellow is no gead” He
had rested his chin in his handls, listening iimtently.

“He’s not a fellow,” I said, confused. “He's my best friend.”

He tsked and demumedl. He smiled and a wry look came
into his face. “Woulld / like him?" he said. We’d had a munning
joke for years about the similarities of our taste in mem. I
looked dowm. Red-alerts everywhet®. Domt say it; he won't
like it. But why not?

*It's a womam,"” I said.

Stevie said nothing. | guess he's thumdknsimumdk. Surprised,
an)y'wav. Despite (or because of) the china eollection, his affee-
tation of hating pellitics, his desire to be a iminedeenth-century
Russian aristoerat. the rhinestone pins, ete., Stevie is a very
good-looking mam. and sitting here, trying e esver v &M:
barrassment of my stiffress at his embariassment oF hig M-
barrassment=1L feel an eerie retuin of that 19ve 8fteh Vesrs
ago. How 1 had liked him! (1 ke him still.) I wanied him
beeause he was umaitainable=tfai was the offieial versign.
No. 1 liked Rif beeause fie was 8h MV side.

He looked! up. his face closed. He said:

"Whemn one gets to a certaim age. thei's the desire to experi-
ment. You know, to tr\ everything.™ A year ago 1 would have
agreed.
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“No,” I said.

Oppantunedly;, the food came.

It was disappronal; it was also a kind of shrinking. Perhaps
he wants straight friends. I dom't know. Whem I first met him [
was shy, amazed|, and very put off, but Stevie doesnilt mind
middlkecllass people who are put off; he thrives on it; 1've seen
him handlle roomfulls of middlk-dlass people who disapprove
of him and do it so well that everybodly went away glkowiing
with conscious virtue. But now I've done something wrong.

We ate sillently.

Them he said, rather affected all of a suddemn. for Stevie can
turm himself inside out like a glove:

"Dear me, this is a surprise!"

I began to explain that I had tried to be good but I just
couldm’t take mem any more. Straight mem. that is. He said,
making a face:

“Oh, 1 see. Ladly's liib."

Now I've asked him before not to call it that. Thiis is Stevie's
malicious side: get-away-from-meearrilll}-scraich. ‘The mext
step is for me to remember that he's suffered worse tham 1.
that he has been—or could be—heatem up in puldilic, that he
could be killed, that nothing I've gone through cam hold a
candle to what he has. Tihiimgs always go well after this stage,

“Dom’t use that wordl,” I said. *It's belittling."

His eyes narrowedl. He's going to dramil. He put his chim in
his handis, and leaning his elbows 011 the fake tainc\ oak of the
restauramt table, said deliberately:

“Little Esther’s going in for the militamt marching and
chowder society. You're losing your sense of humer, dear.”

I sttared.

He said, "You're not gay. You're just being programmaitic.
For Ladly's Lit."

“Women are oppnessed,” said 1 suddemil.. (What can one
say?)

"Oppressed|!™ cried this suddem stranger in a cracked! voice.
"You domt know what the word means. darling! Qppiession
in your happy. sheltered little life?"

He said I was a panasitiic, self-imdulgent, petty. stupid, bour-
geois uwaeman.
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He said 1should try being beatem up by the police.

“Breediens!™ he muttered, the color coming back into his
face. Breeders is Stevie's term of contempt for the straights.

I told him—but I didm't. I said, "Oh, never mind.” The
restaurant cuckoo clock struck five. A Bavariam cuckoo clock
of carved wood, the wrong thing in the wrong place.

The whole quaml had taken three and a half minutes.

[ left my food—and with wonderful, uncomscious @unning,
also the check—andl haiied a taxi. Leaning my head out the
window to refresh myself with the gasoline fumes. Getting my
breeder's bodly sick. I know I can’t tell my writer friends about
Jeam but I'll tell them about feminism because that cuts across
everything. Whem 1 was seven years old 1 had a best friemd
called Yolanda who was Black; 1 didn't kaow wihat beiimg Helbardk
meamnt and I certainly didm't know what being a lhomosexual
meant, but 1 jolly well knew what being a girl meanit. 1n a then-
curremt Fred Astaire mowie called “Yolanda and the Thieff’
the thiet (who was probhaibliv Fred Astaire, thinking back on it)
dameed over the skyline of New York while Yolanda watclhed
him. Whem Yolanda and 1 grew up (we planned it that way) we
would do the mevie over agaim, only this time it would be
Yolanda and me damcing over the tall buildings. Yolanda not
onlly hadl a wonderful name, she was very indepemdenit; she
got a quarter from her father every week for mopping the
bathroom floor. ] tried that but my paremts wouldnt let me.
Tihev preferred to give me dhings.

I—the old me who's just got Stevie so mad at her—thegam to
cry in the taxi. It’s all such a tiresome pudidlle of failure.
Thene!'s this homilble insistence (just as if somebodly were
riding in the cab next to me and nagging me) that 1 ought to
undenstamdl Stevie, that 1 ougiht to make allowances, that 1've
behaved badlly. that 1'm selfish. ] thought of asking the cab-
driver to take me to a gay bar. but was interfered with by a
memeiy fmm a book: womam asks cabbie to take her “wihere
women go.” He says "Right. lady,” andl lets her offf at dhe
Y. W.C.A. Yeats ago a painter friend of mine was siopped on
Eighth Streett by a smalll, dark foreign mam with a monobrow
who hissed at him from behindl one hand, "Wheie are the
seeret places?” My friend. of eouise. did not kpnew. As he said:
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If you can’t make it with the people you kmow—

Them what?

Anyway it's got nothing to do with me; I'm not a Lesbian,
Lesbians. Lez-bee-yums. Les beams. Les lnuman-beans?

I'm a Jeam-ist.

A nasty little tune I couldm’t place followed me into the cab,
to my hotel, through the Metropalitam Museum the next day,
out to the airport, like a snaill leaving disgusting littie tracks on
the Europeam paintings, the Middle Eastern carpeis, the fancy
airport luncheom, the jets taking off, everything 1 am swp-
posed to enjoy. It was about somebodly looking for ajob in the
last century andl never getting one because (here the refrain
would come in):

I asked the reason why.
He said, Now dom’t you see that siign?
Nby Inigth need! adpply.
Thougth it was about a mam looking for ajjob, not a weman.
Always a man.

Pain is boring. Theit’s the worst of it. 1 cried so much iin these
two days that I had to put on dark glasses in self-defense. I
won't bother you with the detaiils: the sobbing in the public
rest room, the haugfityy, injured look you put om to conceail the
fact that you've been crying. I flew up to—soumds very sophis-
ticated, doesm’t it?>—but my plane was a tiny one of a line I
won’t memntiom, a sort of flying Toonsgmiille Thallley that carries
baby chicks andl live lobstets as often as people (and airmail)
and sits out om the field as if in flat demiall of the laws of
aerodymamiis: You meam I'm going to fly in that? Hailf dhe
stops are made in potts that dom't have centrall towers or
groumndtiw-air radio; youwjjust come in for a good look and take
the chance that nobodly else wants to land on the same pateh of
grass. 1 found myself next to a little old Italiam lady who was
carrying vast quaniiiies of bumdlks: bread. salami, cheese.
wool, sausages, sweateis, God knows what. It seems this was
stuff her relatives had given het. She explained in badl English
that she’d come in on the morning plane and was going back
on the afternoon one. We spread her bumdlks on the seats
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behind us (Toonmmiille is never full) and them [ hid behind a
book. The affront of all that upstate New York swamery—Dblue
sky, white clouds, mountaim-colored mountaims (as the Chi-
nese say). Promises, promises. A young unmamiiedl couple (no
ring) across the aisle was reading a copy of Liifr magazine, sort
of leafing through it and looking at the pictures. They were
workingrdless Apprdkcthia, 1 suspect, covering bad mutrition
and laek of meams with lots of make-up in her case and lots of
self-assertiveness in his. She wore a beehive hairdo and
sheakers with her pink diess, he, some sort of sleazy, green
rayen suit. She looked aroumd the plane slowly and wof-
deringly (it was almost emply exeept for us and a family in
baek), appaneitilly rather bored, and said:
“I bet this next election will be different because=" (lnere
she named a current governmemt scandal).

“No it won't,” he said. “Wihy should it? It won't be. That's
full of crap.” Andl he went back to reading. She looked @round
again, a little despenatedly—iits not boredom, just the last-
ditch,, lip-wetting, oh what shalll I do now. They leafed
through the pictures.

“Oh hey,” she said, "look at that. Isn’t that weird? It says
we're all descended from fish. Just imagine, a million years
ago your great-great-great-grandadidly was a fish.” I dhought
this rather imagimatiive. He twitched the magazine page out of
het fingets, saying sharply:

“Jesus, you'd believe amything."

Again the glance roumdl. to hide her embamassmenit. She
was radiating dumibress in all directioms. We all know that
self-deprecating ub-oh 1 put my foot in it. She got stuwpider
and prettier as 1 watched (from behind my book). Finallly she
wet her lips and with an exaggeratedlly casuall air. slipped her
arm umder his and made a little kissing face at him. THis he
liked. So thew begam to neck. Imagine forty veais of thls.
Thimk how girls like thai ideallize mem whe “aet like gentle-
mefn.” 1 attempied to disappear Inte my seat and meditated
why Beautiful always means expeisiNe, why i erder (e he
“patuiali Beautiful" vou need the elever faireut, the skin
conditisner, the gosd diet. the eod liver oil, the depial Work,
the fashionably:fitting elothes, the exprasive shampen, the
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mediicall bills, the exersise. Always momsy. The voices of my
inarticullate, radiical young studemtts are full of money.

Them 1 thought of Jeam, who radiiates not only mongy but a
frightening persomail force, a trully terrifying, unconsicous
determination—she thinks everybodly has it. I drifted away,
pleased at first, them rememtbered she didni't want me. Bad.

I was rescued by a thundlerstorm, water shivering across the
windows and blue glare you wouldm't believe. The plane
dropped twenty feet and left our stomachs om the ceiling. The
pilot (chuckling om the intercom) told us he'd gottem careless,
heh heh, and it was onlly a little local storm heh heh and we'd
be out of it in a minute and into Watertomm. Wouw, a joke,
right?

It got better but not much;; there was a bad, bumpy descent
and I begam to get airsick.

The pilot is amusedl. Someone has placed that abominable
young couple right in my way when we all know such scenes of
muituedl neunassis and degradhition are few andl far betweem in
this our free, moderm, sexuailly liberated land.

Is somebodly trying to tell me samething?

Hugh and Ellen Selby live in Watertowm, N.Y.., near the
Canadiiam borden, in a vast, rambling Chanlles Addams man-
sion—there is a story that a leak in the roof omce had to be
repaired by helicopter. Thwir place has beem a meeca for their
friends for years. The Selbys, because they are writers, know
what nobodly else does: 1 mean, why writeis need quiet, why
they keep odd howis, why people ean always stay where
they're borm, why publisheis are ne good at all, why sitting still
and thinking s hard wetk. He edits variews kipds of spe-
elalized teehmicall Books; she wiites ehildrems fantsies, very
good omes. Ellen grew up IR Kansds, In some Fendameralist
seet (whieh | never gei quite straight)—ne eards, he daneing,
N6 Mevies, ne make-up, AS drinking. She takes ehildrem and
what ehildrem readl very serievsi. Hugh comes [F8MM & MoFe
ordinany smalll town But when asked abewt it e will only
glgele and light waaden matehes With his feet (st buk 1

Iy

undessiand that they Beth left feir respertive NOMES a3 $90A
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as they could. Ellen is the steady one; Hugh is short, fat, amd
wears old-fashioned striped bathing suits in the summer, over
which his umcut grey beard floats like Spamish mess. The
Selbys, in addiition to planting the delphiniums in their front
yard in a hammeeranudssiiklle patterm, have inside their house
a vast portmait of Grandfather Mao—tthis is a joke but the
neighbors can’t be trusted to understand it.

Ellen cooks—kiimly but well. Hugh has water-fights amnd
greenpea-fights in restauramts (Kometimes).

There are in the Selby mamsiom four fiieplkess, a tank of
tropiicall fish, statuettes of monsters from outer space, a liviimg
room thirty feet by thirty feet, and a miscellaneous collection
of Victoriam plush furmiture: greem and rose-red are the
predomimantt colors.

Some of the furniture is falling apart.

You find mamusxnipts everywhere, sometimes even in the
(separate) garage.

My friends’ one fault is that they dom’t believe names rum in
cycles and that the name of their infant daughter— Anya—is
part of the new wave of fashion after Sherni, Debhbi, Dee, and
Leslie. Little Ivan, little Amya, little Tolbies, are the names of
the future. The Selbys think they picked out their daughter’s
name all by themselves.

Aside from that, it's the best of all possible worlds.

I took a taxi from the airport and walked in; Ellen was in the
kitchen. Whem she heard me, she came out and put her arms
around me.

“Mm,” I said. “What do I smell?” (Something cooking;, that
is.) My insides know that the Selbys are my real momma and
poppa. They themssllves often memtiom young writers who
want to be adopted by them, but 1've never presumed so far. [
went out at Ellen’s direction into the back yard to get leftuce
from the kitchem gardem. I'm such a bad cook—or rather a
nom-cook (I often get interested in reading and let the food
buim) that I eat well onlly whem at friends’ houses. Years ago I
used to be very embammassed at the awkwardirss of my first
hout with the Selbys, each time 1 visited—1 used to think it was
my fault=but now we all seem to accept it. It's one of dhose
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things that happems with friends one sees only twice a year.

1 gave Ellen the lettuce to wash—she insists she 4mows
where everything is and I'd only be in the way—and watiched
while she choppedl it into the salad. Ellen is forty-five and trim
rather than pretty; nomethelless her gestures and attitiudes
have that extraordiimary interest or glamor or beauty or what-
have-you that some people radiate. Ome might call it authority
or one might call it love. 1 dom’t mean that I love Ellen in the
ordimamy way or that I'm sexuallly attracted to her. I mean she's
a Iblessiing.

Hugh is a mad, plump owl (his round glasses) who hangs
from ceilings, wiggling his bare toes. (He has actuallly been
known to do this when pantiies occur in houses with exposed
beamss.)

Ellen took clothes out of the washer and put them in the
dryer. She let me help her set the dinner table in the mext
room: i.e. she handed me the dishes and I took them in. The
Selbys have a dinner table that seats fourteen, though there
are seldom that mamy peopie in the house at one time.

“No, four,” said Ellen.

“Anya?” I said. (Anya is two momtths old.)

“Somebodly else,” she said. She went dowm into the cellar for
canned goods and presenwes. (She puts up preserwes, too.)

Just before dinner Hugh descended from the higher re-
gions of the house, glasses and all, and started poking into the
oven (after saying hello to me, of counse). Letters and pack-
ages were scattered all over the kitchem; he started opening
some of them and making interested noiises: chudkles, mimed
disbelief, soundis of wonder. I took paper napkims into the
dining room and laid them in a heap on the table. (The Selbys
are not formeil) We trooped into the dining room, wihere
Ellen had laid out everything on those heat-proof pads.

The belll rang.

“There she is," said Ellen. She and Hugh looked guardedly
at each other; they had appanentily been trapped into havimg
dinner with someomne they didm't like. We dom't want that one
here. I saw “that one” in the old pier glass oppasite the coat
rack in the hall—a series of blue-and-wihiite reflections spotted
andl stainedl by the leprosy of the old glass—and! them 1 saw her
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come in through the kiudnen.

“Leslie,” said Ellen. “Tiis is Esther."

“Esther, Leslie,” said Hugh, satisfied.

Leslie was a tall twenty-two-year-oldl with long fair hair Jike
Alice Liddkdll's, long legs in impeccable, flared white trousers,
white wedgiies, and a blue, clinging, frilly nylon tank top that
kept pulling up above her belly-button. I had never seen such
expeisive clothes. She was an ex-student from Richmond, Va,
who “wrote” and who had come to Watertown only God
knows why; she had taken a smalll house outside of town, she
sald. As she ate her salad, she kept pulling languidlly at dhe
tank top to get it to meet her trouseis, but you eould see that
this was onlly a gesture; her Reart wasn't In it

Ellen helped her to some canned pate.

“Meri,” said Leslie, with an impeccable accent. I had a
sudden yen to annoumce that I could understand only Yid-
dish. Leslie talked for a while about her family’s maid in
Riclimond and how the maid was phobiic about snakes in ihe
gardem but had to go there every day to. get flowers for ihe
dinner dable,

They had a wonderful dog named Chamgiion, a malemute
who had to stay indoors in the air-conditioning maost of the
year. Leslie went right on, all about Mother and Father and
the maid and the cook. She thought her own girlhood was
fascinating.

Leslie had beem the most beautiful girl in Ricthwond.

Ellen was getting annoyed at being addressed in snippets of
French, I could tell. The way she shows it is that she gets very
steady, very controllled, and her voice becomes petffecily eivil.

Leslie said, “Geongiie and I think we'll go to Greece this fall.
When I go back home in Septemtber, I'll just have to leave, you
know:. I couldn’t stand the winter.” She started talking about
this island they'd gone to the year before which nobody else
had discovered yet; you had to get there by water-taxi.
Geoigie (she explained) was Geoligettie, the teacher Leslie had
beem living with ever sinee she'd gradwated from the Univer-
slty of Seuth Florida. Georgie had an awful lot of momey.. But
the ewner of the apartimemnt building where she and Georgie
lived in Rictimond wouldm™ let them take Titi to the swirm-
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ming pool on the roof. Wasm't that awful? Titi was a silver
Siamese with marwelous blue eyes. Tieir building had a swiim-
ming pool, a boutique, 2 doorman, a sauna, a private TV
system, and a quattz solarium. Their apartment had eight
roomss. Leslie started to talk about a science fiction story she
was going to write (about “a gif of the future™) but at this
point Ellen remembered something she had to go get in dhe
kitehen. (Or the attic or the cellar). 1 exeused myself and
fellowed her. Ellen, of eounse, was net leeking for @anything
but simply standing ever the kitehen table and trylng te €on-
trel het démper.

“That—that git/ never writes anything!” said Ellen.

“Look on the bright side,” I said. “If she did, you’d have to
read it."

“They live in two rooms,” said Ellen vehemsntily, “she and
that—that teacher of hers.” (Georgie, it turned out, was a
solid, middlle-aged former Bostoniam who had maddened
Ellen by coming up once to visit her protegee and lexiring
the Selbys about literature for two and one half hours by the
clock. I assumed it was the usual collision of bad academiic with
real writer.)

“Do you think they're—* I said, embarrassed.

“I dom’t care,” said Ellen. "I dom't want to know. It’s bad
enough as it is.” I rememibered another young writer friend
(male) who had come into Ellen’s kitchem three winters be-
fore, having returmed from his fiirst European tout, and said,
“Ellen, darling, I've found out the mest astonishing hing
about myself.” while both Ellen and Hugh listened with weary
patience, everybedy else but the young writer having guessed
it all leng age.

They dom’t really understand, of course.

We went back to the dining room and finished dimmer—
plain, fine food. Leslie didm’t eat mueh; she never ate much.
After the cherry pie she jumped up (did she know what we
wanted of her?) and said she had to go, she’d almesn forgot-
ten, she was 5o sorty but she had to meet somebody who had a
motomnyade. He was going to take her some place for a diink. [
regarded Alice Liddrill's pretty Anglo-Saxem faee, hev mar-
velous blue eyes, and foresaw the day whem she'd buist into
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tears in the Selby’s living room, begging them, "How can [
change!”

She went out, and three carefuliy-scheduled minutes later
Hugh whoopedl. (Out of hearing, | suppuse)) He told me that
whemn they'd first met, she'd asked him his name and he’d said,
“Just call me Hugh,” whereupom she’d said, bewildered, “But
what's your name?” He fluffed his beard with his fingers like
actors in Chinese opera do to indicate rage. He blew into it,
t0o.

We took our coffee into the living room, in front of the
empty fireplace (summer nights near the Canadliam border
can be cold) and Ellen begam to talk about the curremt ruim of
the world in generall and New York State in particullar. Since
the last time 1'd seen her she'd become passiomattedly imvolved
in ecology—maxt the organiic foods kind, the all-over kindl. I
know that bitter, hopakss desperation—the petitioms, the
radio appeadls, the placardis, the letter camypaiignss, the demon-
strations. It’s like trying to mowe a locometiive with your bare
handts. Hugh nodded amiably and vanished upstainrs to edit
somethimg; 1 velled after him, “But Hugh—wieit dees an
editor do?” He chuckled. Ellem talked, humehed over, her
hands tremibling with continuedl anger; swamps were being
drained all over the coumtny;, forests were being covered with
asphailt, fish and algae were being killed. 1 said, “I know how
you feel. Thenes somedhing ="

"Tomomawm,” 1 said. “Ull tell vou tomorrow.”

The Selbvs guestt room is 011 their third floor, with a tinv
mirror tacked to one wall, am old farm sink (irom) from which
you can get cold water onlly, and the real bathroom a lkong
flight of stairs dowm. 1 took a good look at my faee in the
bathroom mirror that night because 1 knew 1 wouldmt get to
see it again umtill morming (would it chamge? 1 wondkn!)). | have
a melancholly Jewish face, big-ffeatured, lean. and humgnv.. A
propiaits face. 111 some nowel somewhere theiw's a Pewish
chavacter, a big fat man who flled Germany i the late 30°s :and
who says Why travel? Wait, and thexlll ehase vou areund dhe
world.

I kept the subject successfullly at bay for mostt of the mext
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day. Hugh and Ellen worked in the afternoon, so after lrows-
ing in their library, I walked into towm to visit the local florist
(who sold mestly gardem plants—tomeioess, started green
peppers, that sort of thing) and then on to the fiwe-and-ten,
browsing througih the drugstore magazines, having a soda,
and so on. There arem't mamy possibilities in Watertowmn.. I had
lunch in a hamburger place (gummy cottage cheese, tired
fruit) and walked back to the Selbys’, scuffing my feet in the
dust at the side of the highway watching the white Queen
Anne’s Lace which blossoms everywhere at this time of year.
Wild carrot.

I knew I would have to tell Ellen. Othemwiise why be friends?
I mean if it's not to be unreal.

Tihere was another guest for dimner.

For a momemt I thought it might be Leslie’s friend who'd
taken her out the night before—there was a motonaycle out-
side the house—buit amyway inside it there was a friend of the
Selbys called Carll, and I will call himm Carl Muchomeahe. This
may be unfair. I remembered a satire he'd writtem in which
there was (presented with umique complletenss) the fantasy
woman of a certain Kind of freak male: I meam the sexy, eartthy
chick who loves motoryalles (because she has orgasms on
them), who makes pottery, who balls all the time, whe isn't
uptight about anything, and who never gets pregnanit. So
Muchomaeho is a satirical name. Carll has an attractive swag-
ger, a pleasant, lean face, a dark moustache, and what is called
a sense of Mymor.

But I wasn’t in the right mood.

When I came in he got to his feet (he’d beem having a drink
with Hugth)) and—uwiith a flouristi—offered me one of the old,
plushy, greem, Victoriam chairs. They're hard things to push
across a rug, by which I gather that Muchomacho was twrning
his sense of humor against himself. I said:

“Ooolh, thamks, but 1 didmt know you were into that sort of
thing.”

“"What sort of thing?"” said he.

“Gallantry,” L said.

“Welll, I hope you were pleasantlly surpnised,” savs Carl,
rocking back and forth a little om the balls of his feet. He's one



O Strike Agaimst God / 79

of those restiess, springy types who cam never stand still.

“Surprised, anyway,” | said. He smiled. The conversatiom is
picking up. Here is a witty lady with whom he can fence. He
said, *You dom’t dig it?"

“Welll, no, not really,” 1 said.

“Why not?™

“Oh, never mind,” | said. “It’s not worth—il dom’t want to
talk about it all this much!” And | laughed. Hugh and Ellen
exchanged happy glances of maniitall comyilisity: See-its-wiork-
ing-out-I-tol d-you-she llike-him.

“But why not?” said Muchomasche, sincerely imterested.

“It's not impontamt,” | said, so he supplied what my modesty
would not or could not; he said:

“You mean you dom’t want to be a lady?” (@miling)

“Theat’s right,” I said. He looked interested and expectam..
squashed the suspicion that he and the Selbys were putting me
on. I really dom’t think so.

“Welll then,” said Carll logically, *how do you want to be
treated? Would you rather I ignored you? Or pulled the chair
out from under you?” Huglh chuckled. Witty Hugh.

“Don’t be silly,” I said, contrelling myself and trying not to
sound like a govermess; “Just treat me—wedll, decemttly. Like
anyome."

“Like Hugh®" said clever Muchomeahm. (“Please!” ex-
claimed Hugh hapgily.) Ellen looked as calm as if mothing
were happemnimg. I said, a little sharply:

“I'll tedl you, the one thing I do not want to do is contimue
this discussion all throug dinmer." Thiis time Ellen looked up.

“Sorny, but I didm’t start it,"” said Carl pleasantly.

I got up, excused myself with a smile, and went to the
bathroom. I fiignreed that five minutes later they’d be tallkimg
about something else and so they were: then I got sneaky and
introduced the topic of food addiitives so we had ecology all
through dinmenr. Everybody listened respectfuilly. Caul, 1 am
quite sure, did not care for the topic, but he honored it. After
dessert we all moved back into the living room while Hugh
started a fiire in the fireplace; them Carl Muchomache came
over and stood at the back of my chair, saving liightly:

“At the risk of incurring your sawage, femimist wrath, can 1
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ask you out with me tonight?"

“Huh®” 1 said (and jumped).

“Cam I take you out and show you a good time?" he said,
addling, “I'm reallly hanmikss, you know."

“Oh, thamks,” 1 said, “but—* (trailed off, trying to think of
an excuse. | just washed my hair?)

“Framidly, 1 feel rotten,” I said. I dom’t want to go anywhere
or do anything; I just want to sit.”

“You can sit on my metongle,” he said.

“I dom't feel up to it,” I said.

“Come on,” he said, “Itlll do you goodl. Get a little wind in
your hair.” The Selbys glanced at each other again. They too
seemed to think it would do me goodl. I shook my headl. Carl
shrugged. We did not go on to have ome of those endless
argumenis about whether sitting om a motenaycle is the same
thing as sitting at home and whemn 1 said I didmt want to do
anything, what did 1 meam by “do” and what does “mean”
mean. Perhaps he's just getting too old te be persistent. He
turned to Hugh, saylng “See? I do treat you twe allke,” and
proposed they go out somewhere to have a beer:

Which they did. (Though he didm’t promiise to show Hugh a
good time) Ellem said nothimg but she looked at me
disappnawiimghy.

I said, “Ellen, 1just can't face it. Not again.” (Which was only
a small lie.) Them 1 burst into tears. They were unsymmpathe-
tic, angny tears and they didm't get me any approval.

I can’t tell her.

She said drylly that Carll was a goodl friend of theirs.

I said wasn’t I?

She said softly and exaspenatratlly, “Oh, Esther!"

“Never mindl,” I said; “I’ll call hinn tormomaw.” (Thait's what
dating’s all about; it's to please your Mother. Darling, he
looked like such a nice boy. But he's impotent, Mother.)

“You've changedl,” said Ellen gravely.

I said that yes, 1 had; 1'd gotten a lot into feminism since I'd
seem her last. Ellen knows better tham to believe in bra-
burmens; she thought for a minute and them said carefullly, “I
suppose 1've always beem a femimist. You know, where 1 grew
up it was impessible for a womam to have a eareer at all; she
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could only be a wife and mother, but here I am with both.*

I said Yes, wasn’t that wenderful.

She smiled.

“And Hugh does half the housework,” 1 said, *and takes
care of the baby.” (Anya was at the balby-sitter’s because I was
there) “Ah! that's unusual.”

“He helps,” said Ellen. Them she said, "I dont't mind doing
it."” They all start out by assuming you meam somebodly else:
third-world womem, welfare mothens, Fundianeenadlist Bap-
tists, Martians. We went through all that. 1 told her that I
meamnt us both, that 1 wouldm’t have my job at all if I hadn't
been twice as good as my collezgues.

“Make the world safe for mediioeniity,” 1 said.

She said she didm’t care to know mediocre people and she
certaimly hoped I didn't.

I said, “Thait’s not the point.” (But I didn't know what was
the point, not them.) I said, “Ellen, whem you were with your
first husbandl. whem you were trying to write and had two
childrem, wouldm't day care have helped? You couldm't have
afforded a baby sitter then. Andl wouldm't it have helped if
your family and the clergymam and all those people hadn't
tried to shove you right back into your old place? 1 meamn if
they thought it was O.K.? My God, you lost your voice for two
years.”

“That's Fundameersdiism,” she said.

“Oh no it's not,” I said, “look at TW, look at the magazines,
look how convemniemt it is to have a wife, look at the ads.”

“Esther, no one I respect believes what thev see on TV orin
the ads! For goodness” sakes, neither do you.”

I said ha ha the things we took least seriouslly might atfect us
the most (T.S. Eliot). Chincher.

Besides,” I addedl. "you told me once you had to get up at 5
A.M. for four years to write because there wasn’t anv other
time.”

“If one wants something. one makes sacrifices,” said she.

I asked if Hugh had made sacrifices.

“We are diffferent peoplle,” said Ellien.

She added, "He may have made other kinds off sacrifices.
I'm nott going to defend him to vou. Esther. The: poimnt is that
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we have to make our individual cheices and lead our lives,
man or womam, and everybody suffers one way or amother.
Life is compromiise. Andl that’s something nome of us can
evade. Whether mam or woman."

I said furiously that I'd had quite enough of all this literary
book club tragic-sense-of-life as an excuse for other people’s
privileges.

“You're bitter!” said she.

“Sure,” | said. “Malcolm no-name saw his daddly killed
before his eyes at the age of four and that’s pollitical; but I see
my mother making a dish-rag of herself every day for thirty
years andl that's personal.”

Ellen said my mother was responsiible for that, if it was true,
and we didm’t have to repeat our mothen’s mistakes.

I said didm’t we just!

She said, “I've seen you over-reacting to all sorts of trivial,
harmiless things. If your idieas—*

“It’s not trivial or harmikss. It happems too often. It's just
part of the whole dammm thing. And dom’t tell me he didmn't do
anything that bad, I know he didm't, but the code of manners
is onlly a symptom of the whole damm thing.”

A long sillence.

“As far as I can see,” said Ellen steadiily, “you want people to
treat you according to some strange and speciall code of be-
havior that only you understamdl. Theit's hardlly ratiomail, Es-
ther.” She was looking dowm at her hamdks. As far as Ellen is
concernedl, this whole subject is finshed because Ellen is Su-
perwomam; if Ellen’s responsible for everythimg, that's be-
cause it's her choice; Ellen still exists on five houns’ sleep a
night. I said nothing of this, onlly that I wasn’t alone in my
beliefs. ] wasn't a Sauceriam of an occultism nuit, and 1 guessed
it was the old argumeit about the eup being halt empity or half
full. We'd never settle it. Amyway, George Bermaidl Shaw said
there is no great art without some fanaticism behindl it, so I
was starting ahead ot the game, right? Hef, too. Look at her
and ecology.

Ellen said very quietly and distimetlly, “l am not a fanatic.”

I said, “No, 110, I dont mean: that.” But she said again: “[ am
not a fanatic.”
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“Oh well, all fanaticism meams,” (said 1) “is a truth some-
body else wom’t accept. So we're both fanatics.”

Ellen’s anger onlly makes her more controlled. She changed
the subject. Ear be it from me to suppese she picks her beliefs
for their acceptatiility to her husbamdt's friends. She told me
about a mutuell acquaintamce of ours whe had bheaome—God
save us!—a Satamist and had sacrificed goats in the back of
occult bookstores.

“Where on earth did he get the goats?” | said.

Ellen said it wasn’t funmy; he’d ended up in a mental
hosypittall.

“You meet the best people there,” 1 said.

“Esther, he’s in a mentst! hosgitéarl.” Not umderstamdiimg my
lack of understandiing of her understamdimg of my wnder-
standing. I said I was sorry; I hadm't meamt to be flip.

“Look, Ellen,” I said, “I feel as if I'd beem flayed, | meam I'm
all nerwes. I never should've come. I'll go tomorrow and call
back in a few memiths. Whem I'm humam again.”

She said, looking right at me, *If this new belief of yours has
such a bad effect om your relations with othens, I think you
ought to re-examine your belief."

(Years ago, whem I was in group therapy, I wore “Bohe-
mian” clothes: cheap Indiam-primt shifts, cheap Mexican
dresses, lots of color, big old copper jewelny. This was leng
before such things became fashionable. The group didm’t like
the way I dressedl; they said I omly did it to get attentiom. They
said, *You're trying to be different.” Thiis was also the stan-
dard explanatiom for juweniile delinquency that year. I said I
dressed that way because I liked it and not because I wanted
attentiom, because I did get gawked at andl teased in the street,
and that 1 defimitely did not enjoy.

(Thew smiled.

(They said Oh, so vou donr't like looking different?

(I said I didatt like being teased.

{Tier wity, said thew triumphanttly, do you dress the way you
do?)

I said good-might and went upstairs. My friend Ellen with
her endlless work and her earmest assuramees to am iinterviewer
last year that her childrem always took preferemce over her
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work in emergenuies (Hugh is a hit-and-rum father) and that
she hoped more and more womem would experiemce the
fulfilltment of both work and motherhwodl. “No one must go
beyond me,” she said. Do you know the last time the percen-
tage of womem in the profiessions and women Ph.D.5 and
women entering colleges was as high as it is today?

In nineteem-twenity, that's when.

And you’d think friends—but Canll is her friend; the truth is
that she prefers Carl to me.

Thearee's this club, you see. But they wom't let you in. So vou
cry in a corner for the rest of your life or you change your ways
and feel rottem because it isn"t you, or you go looking for
another club. But this club is the world. Thenes onlly one.

“Why do you people go where you're not wanted?"

“Why do yow go where you're not wanted?® / domit want
you." (My matermall uncile, at a resort that didm' like Pews.)

If jean had stayed with me I wouldmt have caredl, butt now [
must put on my putridl ankle sox and my cheerleader button
because theres no right of private judgment and you can't
think of yourself; you have to be thougfitt. By othens. Why did
Ellen forget the classic exchamge? | meam the one where they
say Bult aremt yow for human liberatiom? amd you say
Women's liberation is for women, not mem, and the) say
You're selfish. First you have to liberate the ehildien ((because
they're the future) and them you have te liberate the men
(Beéause ihey've been 56 deformed by ihe system) andl them if
Eh%"r?’% amy liberation left you ean take it inte the kitehem and
at 1

Oh, 1 must be bad. I'm hestille. I'm bitter. I'm hideouslv
wicked. 1 musst be crazy or I wouldm't suffer so. T'aking things
persomallly—! (Persoms shouldnit take thimgs peisensdlis)) I
stood in my traveling pajamas over the irom sink, brushing my
teeth and erying—how could she, how eowd/ she!—andl when
I straightened up. somebody else looked out at me from tthe
tiny mirror tacked to the wall.

Wha is thatt mamvekduscs wwemaen!

1 was so pleased, she’s so cute, with toothpaste aroundl her
mouthh like a five-year-old. 1 like her, reallly. She’s Esther who
loves everything systematiic andl neat but it's all moonshine:
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she has elaborate schemes for traveling with a traveling iiron
and a collapsible miniature ironing board (which is too heavy
to carry), and a traveling sewing case (Whlchl is venyy smaill), and
traveling clothes which dom’t need ironing (so why take the
irom!"), and shoe-trees made of plastic so theylll be light, and a
collapsible toothbrush with a marvelous plastic case, and air-
maiill stamps which she never uses.

Wanddefgfu/, sillly [ssther.

So my reflection comforted me and blew me stars and
kisses. I thought of Jean—wiw'dl left me—amdl Eliten—who
hated me—amdl my own crazy nastiness, which is that 1 don't
like mem and ['m giving up on them and I dom’t care about
them so I'm a momster and God will strike me deadl. Slkepiing
with womenm is all right if it's just play, but you must never let it
interfere with your real work, which is sleeping with men.

The mirror didm't believe it.

So 1 slipped into triumph in spite of everything, like an
Eskimo lady in a nine-days’ blizzard on am ice-floe. Amdl very
humblle (but giggling) 1 went to bed.

I pray that She my soul may keep. (snf)

Thimkimg how nice it was to be hotizontall whem you're tiired,
and that after a nom~commiitedl, guillyy, bland breakfast with the
Selbys, after my rather lame excuses about catching a virus Or
not feeling well or something, after Hungﬂn drives me to the
airport and they say “Goodlbye™ and I say "Goodbye™ and after
1 write a very nasty letter to my New York glamorous media
friends who think bisexuaility is groowy (but only for w@men
and onlly if you're martied andl only if you like mem better)
there is something else | must do, an option Ellen didm't dhink
of.

Whatt do you do whem the club won't let you in, whem there's
no other, and whem you won't (or can') changer Simple.

You blow the club up.

(The mystery of courage. The mystery of enjoyment. One
mowes incurablly into the future but there is no future; it has to
be created. So it all endls up totallly unsuppoited. selff-caused.
that symbell of etemiiy, The Snake Biting Jts Own Taill. I'm
strong because 1 have a future; 1 have a future because Lwillled
it; 1 willed it because I'm stromg. Unswpported.
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(Ezekial saw the wheel

(Way up in the middlle of the air—
(O Ezekial saw the wheel

(Way in the middle of the air'

(Now the big wheel rums by faith
(And the little wheel rums by the grace of God—

(The above made up by professional hope expents, you
might say, because willful, voluntany, intentiomal hope was the
only kind they had in anything like long supgly. Faith is not,
contrany to the usual ideas, something that turms out to be
right or wrong, like a gamiller’s bet; it's am act, an intention, a
project, something that makes you, in leaping into the future,
go so far, far, far ahead that you shoot clean out of Time and
right into Etermitty, which is not the end of time or a whole Jot
of time or unending time, but timelessmess, that old Eternal
Now. So that you end up living not in the future (in yowr
intentionall “act of faith™) but in the presemt. After all,

(Courage is willifi./ hope.)

Summer is dying. The airfield’s still rank with Queen
Anme’s lace—iits flowers look like white parasols—but the
goldenrodl’s coming out too, and even a few blue asters, which
meams the beginning of the end. Om a sunmy afternoon you
know summer will last forever, all that iridescent blue and
greem, but the nights are colder now. Thiee hours after sunset
you can smelll autummh. The pilot came in by sight after cirelitng
our cow pasture (we dom’t have grounditw-aiir commumnication
here either) and 1 walked to my battered old heap in the
parking lot. Home aleng the reads I know so well: butter-and-
eggs (that's like tiny, yellow-and-whifte snapdhagss), purple
ehieory, which I've heard ealled eorh flloweres oF fHiax flHovesrs,
and the very few last (battered bufk game) black-eyed Susans.
Everything was growing up threugh the hay like hair. we'll
have het weather again before October. 1 went through the
town and up the hill, parking in iy eld place at the tep, whieh
is so awful te get inte In wifter beeause of the lee, and then
hauled ry suitease upsiairs, pieking up oh the way a Aote my
landlady Rad slipped uhder my oot | Forgot te pay the rént
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before I left. I opened the windows, disconnected the timmer
from the livimg-room lamp, ran water in both sinks umtil the
faucets stopped spitting at me, all the things you have to do
when you come back. You know. I was putting clothes away
with one hand (meostly the laundry bag which hangs on the
inside of the bedroom closet) and carrying the note in the
other, with that unaccounhile, feverish efficiency that comes
over me whenever | come home and have to get everything
put away and fixetl up again. My suitcase gaped open on the
bed and I kept having to step over a pair of shoes. The note
said:

“...how you buy a gum. You giggle a lot and teli the clerk
your boy friend wants you to go hunting with him so you have
to get a humting rifle. You say Oh gee he told me to ask you;; he
said you’d kmow—"

I started again:

“Dearest Esthher,

“Now I'm in town and you're not. I'm at 14 Tighe Street,
number in the book under Andersom. Sorry I got scared and
ran away. | went to Bostom, to some friends, and learned a lot.
Then I came back andjjust messed around. Do you remember
three years ago, after the bomb scare, the Umiwensity was
going to keep lists of studemtts who took suspicious books out
of the Umiwensity library? But the best bomb handbook twrned
out to be the Encyclopedia Britannica.

“Ttiis is how you buy a gun. You giggle a lot and tell the
clerk your boy friend wants you to go humting with him so you
have to get a hunting rifle. You say Oh gee he told me to ask
yo; he said you'd know everything. Them you keep your ears
open. Youlll pay too much the first time but that’s O.K. Don't
try to pretend you had it all written down on a piece of paper
but lost it; theyll only send you out to get your imstructions
again. I know. And rememiber: youtee orlly a gind.

“As soon as your lights stop going on and off so regularly,
I'll know you're back. I'll call or you call me; I wamt to talk to
you.

Love,
Jean.”
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“P.S. 1 hope you're not mad at me
“P.P.S. I keep Browm Bess in her wrappings in the kitchen. |
can take her apart, clean her, put her back together again,
load and umload her, and pot a tin can at fifty feet. When
nobodly’s around I talk to her because I love her. I call her
Blundlenthssss.

“P.P.P.S. I love you, too.”

I re-read Jean’s letter. I read it wmdil it didm’t make sense any
more. | brewed myself a cup of tea, them threw the tea in the
sink. I dom’t want to go through that again, whether she loves
me or doesm’t love me, whatever “love” meams. It’s all spoilt.
When I was very young—iI meam eighteen years ago—Il feil in
love with a mam who didmn’t know how to drive a car properiy;
whem we hit a patch of ice on the roadway omce, he steered
against the skid and we went half-way across the road in a sort
of figure-eight; he told me complxenilly that this was the
right thing to do andl I knew it wasn’t butt I didm’t care because
I adored him. Twenit-five years ago we had paitiies to which
the boys didm™ come, or if they did they wouldn't danee or talk
or do anything. Twemiy years ago | went to college and began
io reeogmize that 1 was invisible; having diessed for a daie
(dates were abselul@lly erudial the) 1n fy low hels, my
Aylens, my garter belt, My h@»?%%'l‘)ﬁhh'ir elitieonl, My &6iion
pettieoat, My taffeta skirt, My knitiersey blouse, My eirele pif,

iy gold BAFHiRgS, My ERaFm BE%‘E%'I%& Y Waist-cineher, my
lipstiek, my liitle bit 8F eve-shadew, my heavy faille eeat, my
HEU f)%'li§l‘1 my mehair sEart, and my gloves, | went Aty the
86?%‘1&%&2 arden {8 wait FF hifv, The bardeh was full of fate
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very bomes. Just to step out of it. All the way out of it

My date said, “There you arel

If I was dying, my mother’d give me a cup of tea. So many
times we’ve sat in the kitchen and fiddled with the tea things
and talked inconsequentil nomsemse; then Daddly came lhhome
and admired us both, carefully urging Mother not to be so
afraid of so mamy things, and Mother said she felt better and
would go put on something nice.

But never did. Out of some furious, sullen instinct, she
never did. She’d always ruin the effect somehow. And about
most middle-aged womemn, dom'’t they always ruin the effect
somehow—ittoo childish, too drab, too careful, too flam-
boyant, too frumpish, too expersive, too something? A gen-
uine Picasso om which someone has scrawled at the bottom,
“Thiis is a fake”—or even more clevetly, “This is not a fake!"—
so of course it’s a doutble fake.

Did I tell you that my mother was the child of itmmigrant
paremntis and that she taught herself to read English before she
went to school? She never worked (I meamn outside the house)
so she had lots of time to make up fairy tales for me. They
always begam, “There was a little girl who—"" 1 was iitmmensely
flattered. In her middlle age she got fat, as if on punpose, gave
up reading anything but historiical nowels because she said she
couldm undienstand what was writiten nowadays (“my poor
brain”). She died at sevenity, keeping to the end her imvincible
stupidiity and her defiant, uncanhy, extiaordiaiily torough
bad taste. Tthatt woman could make a shroud look taeky. 1 wish
she'd come back and show me so we eould have a good talk
about it.

My father, about whom I'm sure you've been wondering,
was a nice, ordimary mam who did not have that imtuitive
understanding of feminine psychology always attributed to
nice men in nowels weitten by nice women for nice women. He
didmn’t believe in the pretty, mindkss muffin whe's the style
now—that wasn't in his time and it would have offended his
sense of prophirty anyway—not did he believe in the busty
roll-in-the-hay type (whieh was the thing In my teens)—to tell
you the truth, 1 dont kneow what type of womam he did believe
in. He used to read Sundly newspapei editoiials aboult sei:



90 / fjoanna Russ

cike (he thoughtt of himsstH as an Informed Layman) al-
though he tendedl (o enjoy ihe physics inosl and to he Skeptical
aboutt payliology. He praised and encouragedl my mother,
rather (It afraid) om ifie assumpiiom that she was a kind of
invalid, trying to cure hen off tier' phofiias, her daydreamss, her
distaste for peoplle at partiies, her insistence thatt slte was stu-
pid, her sleeping elevem Injurs a night, her love ol gardens;, her
fairytales, her disbelieff in scienue, hei inability to learm to
drive a <ai. He once remarked! lo me that he’d marnied her
because she was “different’—them | suppose he had to
(hangeher bat kagaim. Or maybe hegglt niiare ditferenice rihan
he'd bargaimed for, | donitt know. It's hasdl 1o tell what he
thoughit of womem because Fie always spoke of us with great
formal deference.

“Whatt Mam can (obircive, Mam cm a<bieve!” my fatheu
would exy laim, looking up from his Sundiasy-supyilemant: arti-
cle or fiis book off popuikn st ierx

My mothen once (onfided in me that she didnitt believe in
atoms. | asked hen whait the world was made of, them. She
thougitt for a minutee,

“hives,” she said.

It she <ametbeckiiintormy Kiit<! am 1vow, ssevetedbyssily, ddunmpy
and delibevatietly dowdy iri hoi grawe-dlollies, how (ouwilld I
explaim lo hen thatt it wasn't all hen laqil, aften all? What<ouild] (
say to hen?

“Mama, how good! it is 1o see you! What's ii like being dead?
Newen mind, | know. (,oine have a tup off tea." We puliei
about,. 1 pilk on the kettle. | gossip and (liatlet a little, |
apologize for going ovei lo Daddly’s side whem | was ili my
teems; after all, what else <aulkdl [1cHo? [Iwvastiairiffiel e waodit
think ol me as he ihowghl of Ihei, Besiides, the wioi [k ian't imatie
of elves, not really. She «rlies:allithie. [llian «$he $hmgs, [1s33y,
"Mana, I'm Qowig to tell youw a fairy tale.

“It’s aboutt a midtidr aged scieniisi who was also a pellitiic ian
and am aiiniy offuei and a revolutiomamy and a judge andl in
(.oiigirss. and a gembus, uiai liemial i jati andl a poet. Andl she

Why bother, why hot her, | wantt the mad i iaice hy, | wanit il so
badlly § (in taste i1, 1 Umuift/ put H 1ug oil the brdioeitl floos
twhich is all bane woodj, | Hhauliff1 have these ithoughts.

'"
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Theme's an actor on the Late Late Show I'm in love wiitth—is
that going to be my love life for the next thirty years, watchiing
1:30 A.M. TVW? Suppese he wears out. Suppese | donrt like
him any mone. Suppese they show other things. © idiocy!
“Sorry I got scared and ram away.” So you pick yourself up as if
nothing had happened. Easy to say!

[ dom’t want her.

I went about my business for the next two days, and if
you're wondering about what I'm going to feel whem Jean
turms up, well so am 1.

I spent my time in the library, picking out obscure refer-
ences to memwiirs written by bad ladies two hundlred years ago
and novels by worse ladies who, though personuilly blameless,
wrote bad books. A Romeacece of the Pyeneess, Mbriamana, or The
Puritda’'s Dauggleter. Weird, icky stuff. I've lost my awe of the
library complletedly: this vast, defumct megalith over which we
little mammedls wandler, nipping and chewing bits of its skin. 1
rip away at a little pocket: some authenzss who wrote fiive
romances (five!) under the pseudonym By A Laijy. Domestic
sentimentts. Gothic castles. Purity. If only I can reduce this
pulp to pulp and spreadl it out into some kind of shape. Dead
voices, haumting and tervible: I wantt. I' needl. I hope. I boéiive.
Where'd they live? Who did their cooking? Did they expect to
get pregnamt every year? (See Mrs. Defoe's jounnzdl) The
awful constrictiom, the huge skirts. Mrs. Pepys’s dress al-
lowance (“the poor wretch™ her husband called her). “How
are we falFn. fall'n by mistakem rulles!” "Womemn live like Bats
or Owls, labour like Beasts, andl die like Worms.” ““Xmnyone
may blame me who likes.” "How goodl it must be to be a iman
when you want to travel.” “Johm laughs at me, but one expects
thatt in manniage.” “It had all beem a therapeutiic lie. The mind
was powenlless to save her. Omlly a mam...." “[/Revolve in niv/
Sheath of iimpossibles—"

Scholars doni't usuailly sit gasping and sobbing in corners of
the library stacks.

But they should. They should.

In oy dream the Tooth Fairy stood at the foot of mv bed,
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wearing an airy, blue, nylom net gown and glittering rhine-

stone jjewelry, with a little rhinestone coromet on her head.

Her magic wand was star-topped and she looked just like a

Tooth Fairy should. She was going to give me three wishes.
But I woke up.

Bad weather brought Jeam. A cold and blowy day with
bursts of rain, a premature autummn. Her uminedlla made a
puddile on the landing outside my door. Tragic. Dark-eyed.
Handls in raincoat pockets.

She smiled sweetly.

She said, “Ick, what weather.” | had to let her in. She shed
her coat, her umirsdlla, her packages, and her boots outside,
them came into my kitchen. She was no answer to amything.
She said, "Do you want to—?"

“No,” I said.

“Do you want to sit in the living room?"

We sat in the living room and jjeam gave me a look that said
So you: re natt a Lestlizon any mone, ave you?

I said aloud, “Thetts not—" and then mothing.

“Shalll I tell you about Betty Botter?” she said. “You know:
‘Betty Botter bought a bit of bitter butter. Said Betty Botter,
Thiis bit of bitter buttter, It will make my batter bitter. So Betty
Botter bought a bit of better butter and it made her batter
better."”

“What on earth—" I said.

“Blenderblundler. Betsy Batter. Batterburger. My rifle.
She’s in your kitchen, all wrapped wp.”

I said, “Who were you staying with in Boston?”

“Other Lesbians,” said Jean comfortably.

Now 1 had done something terrible the day before that I
haven't told you: I had beem attracted to somebodly else. 1 had
been walking towards the library when I saw this dwenty-year-
old coming the other way in hip-hugger jeans and a fummy
little knitted top that left het bate from het ribs to her belly
button. A silly, ruffled sort of blouse. Thairs what 1 saw first,
Then 1 thought Jsxut she eold? (1t was raihing:) Then 1 just
knew there was nothing se interesting In the werld as that
midiitt; my palms yearned for it: 1 wahied every little givl in
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the world.

Theat's different, that’s very different. Tihat's being a you-
knowy-vyinat.

She said, ““Tis with our judlgments as our watches; none/
Goes just alike but each believes her own.”

“You're mad,” I said. Dumb with rage. Her absolutely imex-
plicable cheerfulness.

“I got you a presemt,” she said, hauling a little bhrown-paper
package from somewhere in her jeams (I dom’t see how she
could have avoided sitting on it). Generousdly she held it out to
me. “Go on,” she said.

So I took it and umtied the string (some presemnt—brown
paper and string!) and umwrapped it, holding in my hand a
little white box. A dead mouse? A snakeskin? A bird’s skull?
These would be just Jeam’s style. Or, more convenitionsdly, a
flea-market ring, or the female symbwoll with the equalls sign or
the clenched fist, all dome in lousy embroidery.

It was a watch sitting on a folded bit of paper. It wasn't
cheap; I know the kind. I dom’t mean jewelny-exparssive, but a
good one. Perhaps twenty-five dollars. Am awful lot, for her.

“You always say you lose the expensive ones,” said Jeam the
liar, “so I got you a bad ome. Here.” And the bit of paper—
unfolded—turned out to be an advertisement for a watch set
about with diamomndls, with a silly lady in false eyelashes, false
hair, false everything. She was wearing a Jean Hatllow sdip-p-
dress, | mean—andl looking adorimglly into the eyes of a
handsome, shadowy man whose features you could hardly
make out because he was the one giving the two-tthousand
dollar watch; and I suppese if you have that kind ot memy to
buy ladies (of to buy ladies piesenits with), you dom't need a
face.

Something awful is happeming. Rising. I dom't think 1 can
live through it. Also the ad is making me laugh. (1 mean why
not eat diamomdls if you want to possess them? Onily they'd
come out the other end in a couple of days, wouldm’t they?)
Jeam’s waaich has nice, big numbers 1 eam read and no dia-
mondls. 1 started putting her present on the white strip left on
my wrist by my old watch, butt something tertible was happen-
ing to the room. I've had an awful shoek. Like a poor worm
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with a pin through it. Andl I wish to God jeam were somewhere
else. Seeing her through what they call “scalding” tears,
screaming tears, hurting dreadfuilly.

I wept, I wept, crying against her shoulder, nasty bilious
tears, aching tears; dom’t ever let anyone tell you it's easy. And
they didm’t ease me. Is it like having comvuilsioms? I didm’t want
to be touched, but I did; so she put her arms around me,
saying “Thenre, there” and “Now, now” and I put mine about
her, feeling the shock of allowing it all to happen, knowing I
could trust her. We held each other untiil I stopped! crying;
then I said, “I want to make love right now.”

She said, “Your face is all rummy,” wiping it with a kieenex.
Then she said, “I know, but you wom’t come; youilll just keep
having these trememdlons surges of feeling. It's too
distracting.”

“Huth! I said sulkily, blowing my nese. To cheer me up, she
told me about a letter some poor womam had written in a
newspaper advice columm, asking about how could she do
away with her terrible deformiity because she had this secret
shame, this awful thing she couldm’t let anybodly know: thatt she
hed litthe haiirs avoundd the aweeddss of her breastts. This, of course, is
exactly what Jeam has. Jeam thought the letter very funmy, but
I turned away, groaned, wrapped my arms around my stom-
ach—a pang ot desire so keem I could bardly sit up. Jean
roared, which is exactlly what you'd expect from a heartless,
sadistic Lesbian. They all chew tobaceo and cuss like druek
drivers. Next thing, she'lll be putting out lit cigarettes om my
breasts, jjust like a eharacter in a book I read by C.S. Lewis who
(after all) must know. She pul her arms around me and gave
me a fluttery kiss, sueh a elose one, such a loving on®, sueh a
just=light-enough ene that I begah to uhdeistand pornegra:

- Do you? I sald, " Hellp, [ ean’t wait!” se good-patuied Jean
pulled the eurtains te anel mMade love to Mme oh the living Feom
fug. We=ull—"did things,” we=uh="ethduned" and we=
f—"Wiith GWF"=

See?

I trembled from head to foot, I really did. I didmt lift a
fimgger, just like all those ladies in peignaiirs in vamjpire movies.
I have never been so utterly abandoned in all my life. Or so
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sorty when 1 came. (She was wrong about that) After the
third orgasm—itthmag, count 'em, threel—but that's nething,
for a woman—Il was content to lie there and threb, admiring
beautiful Jeam, who now wanted the same things done to her,
now that I was spryer and she more languid, another king of
pleasure. So I did, trying not to laugh at the persistent mem:-
ory of that poor womanm so tormemted by her shameful defor-
mity that she had to write a newpaper about it. Sex, whem it's
good (but how often is it that?) is like nothing on carth. So silly,
so grand.. So indecemt, so matter-of-fact.

Much later I said, peering through the curtaiims, “it’s step-
ped raining. Nasty, though.” .

Jean said, “Get dressed and come into the kitchen, ©.K.7 |
want to show you Blunderbess."

She added, “You ouglt to learm how to shoot.”

The next day I was as paramwiid as ever, smiling nerwoussly at
the mem in the library, trying to keep my eyes off the women.
I-know-they’re-all-laughing-at-me-bemzsee enem if-they-ansmite-
I-deserwe-iit.

Sex doesm’t Jast.

Tt night I had a conversatiom with the Tooth Fairy. She
came and sat down on the end of my bed, looking very
benevolent, spreading out her blue nylon net skirts, and re-
calling to me (even in the middlle of my dream) wheie 1 had
seen her before—she was somebody 1 saw 1n a live stage show
when I was eight and I'd swear it was the lee Follies beeause 1
remember her in lee skates.

THE TOOTH FAIRY: Good evening, dear child. I am
here to help you.

ME: Mmmmygff! What?

THE FAIRY: Tell me what you want and [ shalll get it for
you.

ME: Thamks but no thamks ha ha. (My standaids of wit are
pretty lousy in dreams.)

THIE FAIRY: Shalll 1 restore to you your lost heterosex-
uality, so that you may once again adore om the Late Late
Show handsome actors such as Buster Grabbe, Dirk Bogarde,
James Masom, andl Christopher Lee?—lleaving it to you teo
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determine what commomn chanacteniitiics (if amy) animate this
rather peculliar list because, my dear, (to be perfectlly frank)
you have the dammedbest tastes I ever saw.

ME: Not on your life.

THE FAIRY: Shall I give you the gift of sixty million
dollars?

ME: You haven’t got it.

THE FAIRY: Shalll I give you the gift of being attracted to
real men?

ME (sitting straight up in bed, in terrom): No, no, no, no, no!

THIE FAIRY (crossing one leg over the other, thus reveal-
ing that she was indeed wearing ice skates, great big clwmpy
white ones): Welll, what do you want, for goodmess sakes! Don't
be difficult. Talll me your heart’s desire.

There was a long, puzzied silence in my by now very sym-
bolic bedroom. What do I want? Health? Riches? Fame?
Beautty? Themedl? Success? The Respect Of My Colleagues? Do
I want to become a saint? (God forbid.) I've wanted all chose
things in my time. Like the news of the day that rums round
and round the top of that building on forty-second street in
New Yeorik, so little sneaky tags and proverbs ram ever the
eeiling, new In neonh lights, now I electrie light-bullbs: It is
better to maity thah to have a eareer, Semebody lovely has
jjust passed by, Always give Daddly the biggest piece of steak, It
is Wemamsijeb te keep the siars in their eaurses. Neme of this
helps, 8f course.

I said, “My dearest desiire—"

I said, “Some time in my lifie—"

I said, “What I really want—"

I said, “I want to kill sameone.”

Them I amended it. Not a womamn. Certwimly not a child, not
of either sex.

1 said: [ wantt to be abl to kil a maen,

I said to Jeam, “Why is wanting to be able to kill a man so
bizarre? Mee kill men. Wateh TW. Men kill wenem om TV.”

“Momaymolstiic practiices,” said Jean.

We were in her back yard, standing in the premature au-
tumm leaves, shooting at tin cans. | hoped the neigilborhood
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cats would have sense enough to be warned off by the noise,
umlike the two-legged kind of cat, who is so often attracted by
sounds like that. No rabhbits, either. Just tin cans. I once ran
over a dog with my car—mot meaning to, of course—I was
driving into the sunset and hardlly saw him umtiil he was right
in front of me. I slowed down to twenty and he went right
between the whesls; 1 felt him bumping against the floor-
boardls (and heard him yelping) but he limped away fast, so
pethaps he wasn’t killed. It was an awful, hateful thing, worse
in some ways tham hurting a human being because animalls can
have no intentions toward you. Not real ones.

Bam! Jeam is patiemtly trying to correct a tendemxy she has to
pull to one side. Inherited from archery practice, probethly. A
strange, respectailly dressed Professorial type appeared in tihe
gap in the front hedge only half an hour ago, sayimg,
amused—as if it were any of his business!—"“Wiyt are you
girls doing?” (As I told you, I'm thirty-eight.)

Jeam had swung the gum roumd, quite coldly. And pulled
back the safety catch. “Get out!” He turned pale and backed
away, vanished behind the hedge. As if it were his business,
you know, as if everything womem did was natunadlly his
business.

Against the wire fence at the back of the yard one early
maple sapling flames up—pure scariet. Such useless rage. I
used to think I felt like a failure because I was meurotic,
because I was over-semsitive, because 1'd had a bad dthiititvoed
(who hasm't), because I lacked that seventh outermast layer of
skin that everyone is suppesed to have; I said it was the price I
paid for being am intellectual. I cried over it. I used to hate you
so; I used to dream of Killing you over and over again. I used
to wonder, with an awe beyond all jealousy, what it was you
had that protected you so, that made Rose fall in love with vou
(over andl over again!), what peace, what blessing, what in-
finite faver in the eves of God.

Barnt!

Jeam is, I suspect, holding it.

Barnt!

(Any sensible rabbit would have fled long ago. The tin can
jerks mechamically.)
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“I'm pulling to the left,” Jeam says.

“Oh Jeam, ssymbels!”

There's no sillier activity, pragiically speaking (or so it seems
to me) than shooting tin cans in one’s own back yard. Tim cans
aren’t alive. I dom't want to get tin cans out of my way. Yet if
men take to it like ducks to water (as a sign of the position in
life to which it has pleased God to call them) I think I will
practice amyway. I have beem shooting all afternoon; my back
huntis, my elbows huntt, my skirt’s damp and stained from the
leaves. Even long, lovely Indiam skirts won't do for this sort of
activity; first you “break™ it, them you eject the used cartridge,
then you put it back together again (like a stapler, see?), dhen
you flop down on your stomach, them you push off the what-
chamarcdllit (safety cateh)), them you brace it agaimst your
shoulder, which is going to huit like blooming blazes before
the day s over.

The Tooth Fairy floats down out of the crowded gray
heaven, filops on a pile of leaves, and remaims there, so
shocked as to be nearlly invisible. She watches us, bereft of
wordks.

“Jean,” I said, “what d'you do with a mam you've shot?"

“Leave him alone, dear; he’s not much good dead. Nobody
is.”

“Would you bring him back to life?"
“Dunmo. Maybe. Maybe not. I'd probathily have to shoot him
again.”

Barmt !/

Jean says angniily, “Oh damm, this blasted Bettybops doing
the Charlleston. I'm tired.” She sits up. “Will you do my shoul-
ders?” So I kneell over her, trying to make like a backrub the
best I can, and compaesing in my mind the following letter to
my ex-friend Rose (see p. 1 paragraph 1) which I will entrust to
the Tooth Fairy to deliver when it is finished:

“Dear Rose,

How are you? Do you still commit psyechic ineest with per-
sons bigger, brighter, stronger, richetr, mote suecessful, and
in every way better tham yourself? Do you look for howns at
lipsticks in store windows? Are you beautiful?
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“My friend and I have just finished viciously murdering 4
rabbits, 3 tree stumyps, 8 pieces of paper, and 6 unwary cats
with a rifle called Bloodyborsthimgle. It is a bloody bore (bin-
gle). It sings magically when we take it out of its wrappimgs and
howis every time we shoot it. It wants bleod. It wants us to
shoot MEN and hang their stuffed intestines on our wall. My
friend and I spit om the ground and cuss a lot. We have cut our
hair. We flex our musdles in puthilic and wear leather jackets.
Are we revolting? You bet!

“The weather here is fine. Winter is coming. Soom it will be
too dark to shoot mest of the time, so I am concentrating on
reading, though frankly there isn't muech I can stand, so I am
sticking to the diary of Mrs. Damiel Defoe. Mrs. Damiiel Defoe
is not to be confused with Mr. Damiiell Defoe; he has the names
and is the mam, so dom’t get them mixed up. I am also writing
my own history, which is about how an umstable (tho’ pretty)
young girl beset by Indefinable Rapture can be cemmupted
(due to the lack of proper guidamus) into a hopskss, happy,
neunwtic femimist militant invert. You may not know what
“invert” meams so you had better look it up. It is actually a
word used to describe sugar and is synonymous with levulose
or dextrose, | forgot which. My story is a warning to all
parentts, all childrem, and all psychiatrists.

“Do you still fear to dress in velvet because it is semsuous?

“Do you still think Shakespeare is all about fathers and
daugftens?

“Do you still think your breasts are ugly?

“I have beautiful breasts but you would not like them, so
dom’t visit. The weather here’s too bracing.

Sumeed I tizlly yours,
Esther.

“P.S. We are on strike against God.”

TOOTH FAIRY; I refuse to deliver that ghastly, obscene
commuIi BEttion..

ME (coarsely): Buzi off! You were undlouihiexdly demoted
from Eairy Godmother because of sheer iinommpetence.

TOOTH EAIRY (spitting on her ice skate blades): Neverl
Never!
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ME: Off! Or I will have you sent back to painting
goldenradks.

Jeam said, “What are you whispering about?"

“I'm creating,” | said.

“Would you stop creating and put your rugese tentacle
here, eh?” said Jeam, indicating her shoulder under her collar
“It huntts.” She’s begum to purr.

I said, “Jean, I am willing to come out, but not in the back
yard under the eyes of the meighbors.”

“Then let’s go in,” she said.

The amazing peacefulmess, the astonishing lack of anger,
the sweetness and balm of being at last om the right side of
power.

You'lll meet us. I'll tell you that the invisible stars I talked
about earlier are called Black Holes—butt that’s too-heavy
symbolism; we think I'll keep that to ourselves.

You're Stevie. I'll write you. We're still old friends, at least
for a while. Are your friends like you? Are your lovers like
you? I just dom’t know:. (I must write Sally and Louiise, too, but
at greater lkength).

You can't recogmize us in a crowd. Dom't try.

You think Jeam and I will go away like ladies andl live in the
country with Stupid Philpotts and the cats. We won't.

You think we're not middlle-agedl. You think we're not old.

You even think we're not married. (We might be, evem to
you.)

Worst of all, you think we're still furiously angry at you, that
we need you, that we hate you, that we scrabble despenatedly at
your sleeve, crying “Let me go! Let me go!” We've seen you
smirk a little over this, sometimes in pubiic and semetimes
secretlly in the mirrof whem you thougfht 16 ene was looking.
You're right, because there is amn Esther who still hates and
needs you but she never liked you (that was the giveaway) and
every day she fades a little mofre. She eared heiribly whem you
said gums were pemises so she eouldm’t have on®, that pens
were pemiises §6 she eouldm’t have one, that eheekbooks were
pemises §6 she couldmt have one, that MIRAS were pemises 6



Oil Strike Against God / 101

she couldm’t have one. (It astonishes all of us, this monopoly
on symbols.)

Whem I smile flatteringly at you, we're a liar.

When we hate and need you, I'm dangerous.

Whemn they become indifferent, rum for your life.

At this point some haplless liberal sees the end-papers ap-
proaching and has started looking framtically for the Recon-
ciliation Scene. It (the liberal) is either cursing itself for having
got entrapped in what started as a perffextily hamikess story of
love, poignamy, tragedly, self-hatred, and death, or—rather
smugly—iis disapprowing of me for not possessing Shake-
speare’s magnifficent gift of recomgiliation which (if you trans-
late it) meams that at this point I must (1) meet a wonderful,
ideall mam and fall in love with him, or (2) kill myself.

Youw write it.

The way to do it is this: (1) give up your jjob, (2) become
impotemnit, (3) go on Welfare, (4) craml on your hands and
knees both to the Welfare people and your sex partmens, and
(5) just for the hell of it, turm Black.

Now you can write a penifetily beautitifi./ recomgiliatiom scene.

You are the liberal who might concede (if pushed into a
corner and yelled at by twenty angry radialls) that morality
does indeed begin at the moutth of a gum (though you'd add
quiicklly, “It doesm't end therz") but do you reallize what does
end at the mouth of a gun? Fear. Frustration. Self-hate. Ev-
erything romentic. (This depemds, of course, on being at the
proper end of the gun.)

You are the teenage male student who comes to us saying O
teachur teachur why teachest not thou Conan the Conqueror,
Brak the Barbamiam, and Dougllas the Dilettante, they are
mightye of thewe and arme, O teachur, teach yom mighty
heroes of olde, pray pray. To which we answer, Sirrah stwdent
thou jiestest tee hee ho ho what interest hath a Womam of
Reasom in yom crappe? Te which thow sayest, Tihat is net
crappe, O blind teachur, but Great Art and Umniwensalle; it is all
about Myghty Male Feats and Being an Heio, appralling alike
to yonge and old, hye and lowe, Blakke and Wihyt. Te whieh
we reply Buzz off, thow Tweip, thow hast of sexisr and aene a
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galloping case feh feh.

You—oih, what a missevee you arel—wiill some day soon see
us on TV asked at a demomnsiration, or someone like me until
she turms round (you can’t pick them out of a crowd)—

Interviewer: Who are you?

We (smiling): Oh, somebodly. A weman,

Interviewer (he’s getting insistent): But what’s your mame?

And we'll say very lightly and quickly: My name is Legion.

My father once taught me to shoot the same way he taaght
me to play chess—ibadlly, so he could beat me. He showed me
Fool’s Mate (so 1 could avoid it, he said) and them insisted that
I play before I'd even memuniized what the pieces were sup-
posed to do, before I felt comfortable with them. He then
gave me Fool's Mate twice.

I'm a quick learner. We all are. We never played again. Just
as we never shot again. Just as we never challenged him again.

Umttiill now.

Jean went to New Zealand. She got her degree, got a job
there, and left.

I went to my first Lesbian bar.

It’s a gloomy place converted from an old garage and has
been bombed twice, not by bigots but by the Mafia, who run
the other gay bar in town. They did it late at night whem there
was nobody in it, which was thoughtful of them, sort of.

I met a big, fat, low-income womam with a duckiil haircut.

I reallly do object to the low income and so does she,

I was introduced to her by a nervous, wide-eyed, twenty-
year-old who'd never finished high school and who told me a
long, compllicated story (cracking gum) about an English
teacher who accused her of plagiarismm when she was writimg
an essay about religion, which she felt very keenlly because at
the time she’d been planning to become a num. When she
found out what I did for a living (“An Engllish teacher!” she
said in dismay) she was very kind amyway; she insisted on
playing a game of TV ping pong with me and then took me
around and introduced me grawelly to everyone in the bar. I
ended up sitting next to the big, fat, &ec., with whom I cried a
little, about Jeam's leaving, but them I perked up whemn she
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asked me to damee. I felt like an awful fool, damcing, because I
hadm’t done it since 1 was twelve in summer camp (and then
we only learned to rhumbm, for some peculliar reasom) but she
felt so good. So lovely and blessed, as uphwiistered peopie do.
Which surprised me. So we wandered around the floor for a
bit and then went to my place because a converted garage with
dim lights is pretty depressing (she said it first) and I cried
some more.

She showed me her great lavender hat (a cap with a viser)
and told me what it's like to drive a taxi. I cheered up.

We made love, mervously.

You know, I am an awful snob. Or I have been an awful
snob, but if it's possible to be miserable once and then not, one
doesn’t have to stay a snob, eiither,

It was all you, you, you (poor you!), secret gueriilla warfare
and I won't let you play on my affections; I'm allowed to joke
about it but only on my back, this wicked, deadlly, ghastly,
losing, murderows folly you so gemiially, so cheerfuilly, and so
jokimgly insist on.

But there’s another you. Are you out there? Can you hear
me? We're going to meet a dozen times a day. Yout'lll be in my
c.r. group and youw'lll say you can’t stand Lesbians, Lesbians are
terrible, they’re homiibile, and I'll say (in a smalll voice, tryimg
not to crawl under the sofa), “But I'm a Lesbian,” and you'll
say, “Oh,” so much in an “Of,” so mamy worlds in an “Oh.”

We'll joke across a store-counter, eyes meeting, across a
mimeo machime, talk haltingly in a laundromet, saying, “Yes, I
didm’ think it would go up to eighty today,” or “Yes, it's awful
to drive in snow,” meaming, “Yes, | know.” Women who’d hate
me if you knew; you dom’t want to hear about libbers and you
certainly dom’t want to hear about the other thing, either, but
still there’s that amazing bond, following each other around
the office tentatiivelly, primiitive Demowrany, bits of words ex-
changed in the margims of Serious, Impentzanit, Public Life,
little sympatthiies, womem with silly gestures, womemn with self-
deprecating laughs, womem with too mamy smiles, women
who wear white gloves, and under it all the most amazing
tougimssss.

Once a week 1 get an airmwiil letter with an efflorescent
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stamp, a koala bear or a rhododendiromn, New Zealand, of all
laces.

P Studemts who follow me with slitted eyes, with their private

jourmals, with hankerchiefs balled in their fists, because they

must talk all about Charlotte Bromte or die.

You’re alone. You've had a bad time. You'd rather not talk
to anyone, it's much safer, and yet soomahow—imprudently—
you do, every chamce you get. You say the most amazing
things to virtual strangens. You know whom you can trust.

You say nasty things about womemn and laugh, get tense and
furious in the presence of womemn intellectualls, career women,
man-hatens, unCinistian harpies.

You give me cookies and tea anyway because I look like a
nice lady and you dom’t know it but you're right; I am a nice
lady.

You have wonderful memmwiiks: a hat with a striped rilblhon
at age eight, waving at a troop train in World War One, beimg
carried in a parade holding a sign that said Votes for Women,
having to wear knickers and being forbidden to play with the
neighbor cat, a baleful Persian torn with greem eyes, whom you
loved.

You breed cats. You ride. You fix cars. You can’t stand my
mother. Sometimes you are my mother. You write awful
stories in my classes about women who work in factories (you
know less than nothing about them)) and whose husbands beat
themn and who are simple and elementall and who forgive
everyone, and in the middle of these stale and dreadful fie-
tions you put your owh frightening, beautiful, terrible, vivid
dreamss.

You’re Rose.

You go quietly mad in little backwaters, worry about your
kids, tell everybody what’s wrong with today’s childrem, hate
your mother, mutter aloud in departiment stores, say awful
things in pulbllic to my friend’s erippled daughier, diag your-
self out at thirteem (one leg in a brace) to learn to ride horses.
You're the radiicall so ready to destioy yourself that you intimi-
date me. You write letters to loeal papers in whieh you €on-
demm all the working wormen in the weHd, all the Blaek peeple
in the world, all the pei-smeking studeds, and all the radieals



Ol Strike Against God / 105

who would defile the promise of Amenica, and you sign them,
“A Chriistian American Amti-hippie Mother.”

What can [ say to you? You're more various than that. How
can I love you progpely? How can I praiise you propently? How
can I make love to you progeily? How can I tell you never to
kill for pleasure, never to kill for sport, never to kill for
cruelty, but above all, dom’t play fair, because when they imvite
you in, rememiber: we arem’t playing.

You teach introductony Umivensity biology, cry “Pull your-
self togethah!™ to your less-tihan-Spartam friends, and charge
up mounitains at forty-three, working like ten womem, carry-
ing a baby while you teach five classes, rumming a farm, dyeimg
your stiff British hair, and intimidating everyone with that
upprerodlass British voice in which you tell us all—so
thrillingly—to be Strong.

You live on unemplloymentt, keeping gas momey in a cut-off
milk carton in the front of your car, fixing four or five cars for
a hobhby, getting full of grease most of the time, wearing yowr
hair curled above your square jjaw like Anna Magmamii, wihom
you say you look like (and you do), and spending brow-
knotted houns braiding macrame plant holders for
geramiums.

You smile a lot and retreat a lot and discover strange things
about mesoms, very quiet, very shy, always losing things out of
the pocket of your lab coat, deferenttial to your husband,
deterentiial to everybodly, always looking as if you had just
said, “What?™

You're my Polish grandmwither, bad-tempered and selfish,
an immigramt at seventeen to a coumtry that was not paved
with gold after all, throwing dishware at your two daughters
in a rage umtil they hid out of range om the porch roof, yet
calmly taking a hot irom away from a crazy cowntrywoman,
saying, “Sophie, dolling, you domn’t meamn it. Give me the iron.”

You're my friend Carwlellen, who dressed as a Russian
Maiden in summer camp whem we had the costume party,
fascinated by lipsticks and blue-tinted stockings at twelve,
short-tempered, crying once because you thought somebaitly
was letting a pet salamander die (you were 8o thealikal sbout
that!l), not wanting to hear about sexuall intercouise from the
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camp coumselor because you knew married people just felt
each other up, and falling in love with your cousin whe, to my
mind, resembled a long, lanky, newt, but insisting that sex had
nothing to do with it; it was his beautiful soul.

You write me letters about my books, saying, “Do you know
what it's like to fiindl yourself in literature omly as a bad meta-
phor?” and you sign them “"Empmess of the Universe” and “A
Reader” and “A Struggling Poet” and “A Married Woman."
You say, “I liked your book and am sending it to my daughter,
who is a telephone lineman in Florida.”

Hellio. Helllo, out there. Have you met Jean in New Zealand?
Did you meet somebodly you thought might be Jeam? That's
enough. Did you think you had no allies? What I want to say is,
there are all of us; what I want to say is, we're all in it together;
what I want to say is, it's not jjust me, though Fm waving, too;
Fve hung my red petticoat out on a stick and I'm signallimg
like madl, I'm trying to be seen, too. But there are more of us.

You once sent me a poem. 1 have an awful feeling you may
send me thousands of poems. I can’t read them. I'll have to
put them in my waterbed.. (I havem’t got a waterbedl)) I'll have
to feed them to my camell. (I haven’t got a caml.) It’s too many
poems for one wommam to read, but we should all trade poems,
we should all talk like mad and whoop and dance like mad,
traveling in caravans and om camel-back (great, gorgeous,
sneery eyes, havem’t they?) and elephant-howdah and sub-
marine and hot-air balloon and ecanoes and umicyeles and just
plain shanks’ mare towards that Great Goddess-Thanksgiving
Dinner in the sky; Jean ean rough-howse with Stupid Philpetts
and tie his hair back with a red ribben and then roll up her
sleeves and make her batter better.

We musst all get some better butter; that will make our batter
better.

The shirtwaist workers who went on strike started just by
going on strike, but them they discovered things; they dis-
covered picketing and umity and museums and Lss M{iserables
and Marx and jjounnediisen and racism* and parks and love and
work and how to cook and each other. 1 like to think they had

*Well, they began to. Sofme of them. Sert of.
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fights about whether trade unionism meant feminism and
feminism meamt Lesbianism and Lesbianism meant trade
umiomism and so forth.

So hello. It’s beginning. I dom’t care who you sleep with, I
really dom’t, you know, as long as you love me. As long as I can
love all of you. Homk if you love us. Float a ribbom, a child's
balloon, a philodendrem, your own hair, out the car window,
Let’s be for us. For goodmess’ sakes, let’s not be against us,
Somebody (female?) scrawled on a wall at the Sorbonne the
most sensible comment of the twentieth century and it must
have been a womam; I will bet a postage stamp (with a koala on
it) that it was a womam.* She looked aroumd her and she
knitted her brow** and them she wrote what I think we should
all follow, not to excess, of course,*** but to excess, because
the Road to Excess leads adsolutely everywhere, Willicm
Blake, q.v. (who was sort of one of us but not nearly enough,
not to excess, not to wikdiom).****

She wrote:

Lattls be reasmablde. LatiSs dememid the impropodsleld 4%

*I do not have in my possession at the momemit a postage stamp with
a koala bear on it. 1 do have, however, a postage stamp with a piicture
of the New Zealand rhododendrom on it (stylized). I'll bet that one.
**Actuallly she may not have done this; she may simply have written
it. You don’t have to make a face, though it helps.

*** Heawems, no.

*w+*He proposed to his wife, one hot summen’s day, that they take
off their flesh and sit in the garden in their bones. She did better.
8he kpew better. She sat in the garden in her naked soul.

e sk kK Righﬂ

*Exx£* A foot note without a referent.

EREXEXE Another.

RS ANd anotler. By far the best kind.

**’*******Y@P am(ﬂ]@n

EEEERRAERRA perfeatly blank footnote.

krExxEE2£E4 This ppg js spedil. It's for Jeam.

s rxxThisone |s vy spediall. It ends the book. It is for you,
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