





F
1

MANZ ORS
Toni Armstrong Jr. & Lynn Siniscaichi

PRODUCTION
Kathryn Davis Annie Lee Leveritt
Jennifer Parello

SOUNDSHEETS & ADVERTISING
Joy Rosenblatt & Toni Armstrong Jr.

PROOFREADING
Dawn Eng Joan Eichler Anne Drebebis
Susan Waller Micki Leventhal
Crystal Pead  Sara Wolfersberger

OFFICE MANAGERS
Deb Dettman & Ginny Newsom

BOOKSTORE ACCOUNTS
Toni Armstrong Jr. & Ginny Newsom

COMPUTER DEPARTMENT
Lynn Siniscalchi Toni Armstrong Jr.
Kris Johnson Cathy Milner Julie Walstra
Sara Wolfersberger Glenda Woods

'HOT WIRE' STAFF
Tracy Baim Cindy Dobbs Shona Dudiey Betsy Godwin
Brenda Goldstein Mary Hufnagl C.J. Knox Janat Meyer
Sandy McNabb Dawn Popeka Therese Quinn
Michelle Rappeport Barb Sanderson Stara Sholt
Susan Waller Laurel Wathan

STAFF WRITERS
Claudia Allen  Toni Armstrong Jr. Kristan Aspen
Suzette Haden Elgin  Kay Gardner Gerri Grbi
Jorjet Harper  Terri Jewell Karen Kane Connie Kuhns
Janna MacAuslan Laura Post Rosetta Reitz
Catherine Roma Joy Rosenblatt Nancy Seeger
Sequoia Judith Sloan  Paula Walowitz Susan Wilson

STAFF ARTISTS & PHOTOGRAPHERS
Toni Armstrong Jr. Alison Bechdel Jill Cruse
Joan E. Biren (JEB) Sharon Farmer Diane Germain
Marcy J. Hochberg Kris Kovick Andrea Leigh Natalie
Ursula Roma Nancy Seeger Vada Vernée
Susan Wilson Irene Young

FAIRY GODMOTHERS
(FINANCIAL SPONSORS)

Toni Arenstrong Jr « Toni Ammstrong St. » Lois Barleman » Maribeth
Buchanan + Sue Ann Butwells Sue Brown/Perfect Pitch Music
Marketing « Mary Byrne « Becky Carroll « Vidk M. Cool + K. Crooks
Liz Devine + Rhonda Diggs * Ruth Dworin/Womynly Way « Linda S.
Dye *G.E » Marie C. Erwin * Franz Financial Planning Ltd.
JoAnne Fritz « Brenda Goldstein « E.J. Goldich/Electric Village
Sandy Gray « Esther Hill + Susan D. Indesv/Athena Productions
Claudia-Lou Irwin + Elena Jordan « Annie Leet» C.LK + Donna
Korones * Patricia Lyons ¢ Kate Mahoney * LM.-Mary McGrath
Maggie McKenna + Morgan » Sally Neely ¢ Faith Nelson « Beth A.
Nitschke * Jess Hawk Okenstar » Mary F. O'Sullivan  Jeanette
Paroly - Marlene Powers « Professional Women's Network « G.R.
Susan Riter + Kathleen Rockhi + Janet Soule « S.8.S. * Joam K.
Thompson « Linda Thrush « Jane Van Coney « Alexis Wallis
JX. Wells - Wanda Wencel » S. Yntema

PRINTING & SPECIAL EQUIPMENT
C&D Print Shop, Chicago
‘Outlines' newsmonthly, Chicago

FOUNDING MOTHERS (1984)
Toni Armstrong Jr. Ann Morris
Michele Gautreaux Yvonne Zipter

HOT WIRE (ISSN 0747-8887) is published in January,
May, and September by Empty Closet Enterprises, 5210
N. Wayne, Chicago, IL 60640. (312) 769-9009. « All
material is COPYRIGHTED; do not reproduce without
permission. + SUBSCRIPTIONS: U.S.--$15/yr. SURFACE
mail to countries outside U.S.--$184r. AIR MAIL rates:
Alrica/Asia/Australia: $30/yr. Europe/So. America: $26/yr.
Central America: $22/yr, « BACK ISSUES are $6 postpaid.

HOT WIRE: THE JOURNAL OF
WOMEN'S MUSIC & CULTURE

VOLUME 7, NUMBER 1, JANUARY 1991
FEATURES

2 Alice Walker interviewed by Toni Armstrong Jr.

18  Woman With a Mission: Zeinabu irene Davis on Filmmaking

20 Womyn Work by Laura Irene Wayne

22 Nineteen Rights For Lesbian Feminist Activists by Terri Jewell

24 Ferron Returns to Women's Music as told to Laura Post

28  Confessions of a Classical Dyke by Leah Zicari

40  The Double Bill: fantasies compiled by Toni Armstrong Jr.
featuring Karen Williams, Julie Homi, Jewelle Gomez, Suede, Audre Lorde, Terri

Jewell, Alix Dobkin and Lee Lynch
44 Libana: Celebrating Women's World Music by M.Rounds

46 The Reel World String Band by Bev Futrell & Karen Jones

1990 FESTIVALS

30 Report From the West Coast Women's Music and
Comedy Festival by Dell Richards

32 1990 Festival Photos

34 1990 Michigan Journal by Liza Cowan

38 A New Attitude, A New Festival: Rhythm Fest by M.J. Hochberg

48  Poetry at Women's Music Festivals by Pat Parker

DEPARTMENTS

6 Hotline by Toni Armstrong Jr. and Annie Lee
10 Soapbox Letters from Readers
11 Inquiring WimMinds Want to Know
Irene Young, Joy Julks, Katherine V. Forrest
12 Opening Night by Claudia Allen
"The Portland Women's Theatre Company”
14  The Audio Angle by Dakota
"Final Vinyl: Say Goodbye"
16 On Stage and Off “How to Sell Your Music and Still Face Yourself in the
Morning" (Catie Curtis), plus "Two Nice Girls" (Noelle Hanrahan)
50 Re:Inking “The Making of Two Books: Take Me to the Underground (Renee
Hansen), and Silverleaf's Choice: An Anthology of Lesbian Humor (Ann E. Larson)”
52 Freestyle by Kay Gardner
"Are White Spiritual Feminists Exploiting Native American Spirituality?"
54  Mulling It Over by Robin Fre
"Ruth Barrett: Tasting of Mysteries”
58  'Dykes to Watch Out For' cartoons by Alison Bechdel
60  Classified Ads

64  Soundsheets by Joy Rosenblatt "Inside Track” Ferron;
"], Black Woman" Faith Nolan; "Kadistu" Ruth Barrett; "Naomi" Alice
Di Micele; "Children's Song (Wouldn't That Be Fun?)" Leah Zicari



















MARY MORELL's manuscript Final Session (or
Fatal Session)—"a murder mystery written for
fun and revenge"—is the winner of the Spin-
sters Lesbian Novel Contest. Joanna Russ was
the judge for the contest, which carried a
$2,000 prize. The book will be published by
Spinsters this coming spring. Mary is co-owner
of Full Circle Books in Albuquerque.

A __ tE LORDE was chosen to be recipient of
the second annual Bill Whitehead Award,
given by the Publishing Triangle to honor a
writer's general contribution to the develop-
ment and furthering of gay and lesbian writ-
ing. Audre accepted the recognition, but took
the Triangle to task for tokenism. She refused

' the monetary part of the award, according to
Feminist Bookstore News, charging the Triangle
to use the money to promote new lesbian/gay
writers of color in the coming year.

WHOOPI GOLDBERG was presented with
the Human Rights Award of the American
Civil Liberty Union's Lesbian and Gay Rights
Chapter last September in Hollywood.

The national lesbian/gay quarterly OUT/
LOOK was named Best Special-Interest Publi-
cation by the Utne Reader Alternative Press
Awards. Also, for the second year in a row,
OUT/LOOK received the Best Overall Design
Award from the Gay and Lesbian Press Asso-
ciation.

Clothespin Fever Press singled out Paragon
Press for "MOST GODAWFUL TITLE" for
Life is Painful, Nasty and Short..In My Case It
Has Only Been Painful and Nasty: An Informal
Memoir of Djuna Barnes (1978-1981).

ANNIVERSARIES

AMAZON BOOKSTORE (Minneapolis) cele-
brated its twentieth anniversary with Holly
Near. It is the oldest women's bookstore in the
us.

And OFF OUR BACKS women's newsjournal
(Washington D.C.) recently celebrated its twen-
tieth anniversary. oob, 2423 18th St., Washing-
ton, DC 20009.

The WOMEN'S MUSIC ARCHIVES (based in
Fairfield, Connecticut) is celebrating its fif-
teenth anniversary. They perpetually seek
donations of recordings, photos, concert and
festival memorabilia, press kits, T-shirts,
posters, buttons, and other items that are rep-
resentative of woman-identified music by
women. Queries to The Women's Music
Archives c¢/o Kim Kimber, P.O. Box 217, New
Haven, CT 06513.

The WOMYN'S BRAILLE PRESS, created in
Minneapolis by six blind women, celebrated its
tenth anniversary last fall. WBP produces femi-
nist literature on tape and in Braille. According
to Dykes, Disability & Stuff, there are now 'more
than 250 subscribers on three continents, more
than 500 books on tape, and dozens in Braille.

The all-time best-selling album in women's
music is Cris Williamson's THE CHANGER
AND THE CHANGED (Olivia Records), which
made its debut in 1975.

The CHICAGO FOUNDATION FOR WOM-
EN recently celebrated its fifth anniversary. To
date, they have awarded $863, 000 in grants by
giving financial assistance to 150 programs.
Women'’s and girls' groups receive less than
four percent of the foundation philanthropic
dollars awarded in the U.S.

HOT WIRE begins its seventh year of publica-
tion with this issue. We will celebrate with a
benefit this spring at Mountain Moving Cof-
feehouse, featuring the slideshow by cartoon-
ist/staff member Alison Bechdel. We also plan
to have our annual staff brunch the morning
after Alison's show.

FOND FAREWELLS

ANNE PRIDE, editor of one of the first femi-
nist presses of the '70s, died of cancer in Pitts-
burgh on April 24, at the age of 47. Anne
directed two women's publishing companies—
KNOW, Inc. (founded in 1970) and Motheroot
Publications (founded in 1977). She also edited
Motheroot Journal, a book review quarterly
which emphasized books from feminist and
other alternative presses.

AURORA, the journal of speculative feminist
sdence fiction, has ceased publication with its
summer 1990 issue. The pioneering Janus
(which evolved into Aurora) p ered in 1975,
and earned three Hugo nominations over the
yt Since 1982, the journal has been pub-
lished irregularly and is now officially saying
goodbye to its friends and fans. Feminist SF
fans interested in back issues can send SASE to
Aurora c/o SF3, P.O. Box 1624, Madison, WI
53701-1624.

GROUPS

One of the projects of the Association of Wom-
en's Music and Culture (AWMAC) is to get
health insurance at group rates for women
who are self-employed. If interested, SASE to
Deb Cirksena c/o AWMAC, 2124 Kitteredge
St. #104, Berkeley, CA 94704.

The AUSTRALIAN GAY ARCHIVES houses
an extensive collection from all over the world.
Send lesbian music recordings, press kits,
posters, buttons, T-shirts, publications to AGA,
P.O. Box 124, Parkville 3052 Australia.

The WOMEN'S SPIRITUALITY FORUM is a
nonprofit organization dedicated to "bringing
the Goddess to mainstream and feminist
awareness.” The Forum sponsors educational
programs, public events, holiday rituals and
celebrations, an ongoing series of monthly
gatherings, a speakers bureau, and an info/
referral service. They produce the cable TV
series 13th Heaven. WSF, P.O. Box 5143, Berk-
eley, CA 94705. (415) 420-1454.

CIRCLES OF EXCHANGE is a round-robin
correspondence and creative exchange for
spiritual women across North America. SASE
to Nan Hawthorne, 4807-50th Ave. South, Se-
attle, WA 98118.

The non-profit ORGANIZATION FOR
EQUAL EDUCATION OF THE SEXES has
produced four new Spanish-language posters
encouraging young people to complete high
school. They feature teenage girls from various
Hispanic backgrounds. Posters and a catalog
are available from OEE, 808 Union St., Brook-
lyn, NY 11215. (718) 783-0332.

Midwestern women: to get on the mailing list
of JUMPIN' JERUSHA PRODUCTIONS,
write 2559 Lakeshore, Niles, MI 49120.

Girls Clubs of America, Inc.—the national
youth organization serving 250,000 girls and
young women—is changing its name to
GIRLS INCORPORATED "to better reflect the
seriousness of its mission and its leadership as
an advocate for girls,” according to New Direc-
tions for Women.

Olivia Records is opening a marketing division
to give OLIVIA HOUSE PARTIES—'like
women's music Tupperware parties,” says the
AWMAC Newsletter. Women interested in be-
ing sales reps should contact Olivia Records,
4400 Market, Oakland, CA 94608.

Teachers note: the gay/lesbian caucus of the
AMERICAN FEDERATION OF TEACHERS
is gaining momentum. At the convention last
July, the AFT added a "non-discrimination on
the basis of sexual orientation” clause to their
constitution, reports dinah. For further info: Jan
Lenz (513) 242-2491 or Polly Riseling (513) 681-
3439.

MOVIES, TV, THEATER

GODDESS TELEVISION—"GTV"—enters its
third year of taping, with guests including
Vicki Noble, Elinor Gadon, and Gaia's Voice
Choir, according to Callisto. Hosted by Zsu-
zsanna Budapest, the show 13th Heaven is now
seeking women to serve as technicians and
crew. To volunteer, be part of the live studio
audience, or sponsor GTV in your cable area:
GTV, P.O. Box 5143, Berkeley, CA 94705. (415)
420-1454.

In her August 1990 keynote address at the an-
nual Screen Actors Guild convention, MERYL
STREEP derided the American film industry
for the low number of parts for women. Ac-
cording to a Screen Actors Guild study, women
took twenty-nine percent of all movie parts in
1989. Three years ago, according to the same
study, actresses claimed one third of all film
roles. "If the Hollywood trend continues,”
Meryl said, "by the year 2,000 we will have
thirteen percent of roles...and in twenty years
we will be eliminated from the movies.”

Speaking of MERYL...Did you notice the pink
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WOMAN WITH A MISSION

Zeinabu irene Davis on Filmmaking

I was introduced to the power of
mass media by a Black woman. Filled
with a thousand pounds of energy, vital-
ity, and political consciousness, Gini
Booth, a young Black single mother, be-
came my mentor and big sister in 1980.
As a sophomore at Brown University, |
thought that a media internship would be
interesting and would certainly enhance
my future credentials as the world-re-
nowned international lawyer I was
bound to become. One month of working
with Gini was to change that desire for a
law degree forever.

Gini was the host and producer of
Shades, a minority public affairs program
broadcast on the local public television
station in Providence, Rhode Island.
Through the experience of working with
her, I quickly discovered the power of the
media and began to see that the power in
shaping views lay not only in front of the
camera, but behind it as well.

In 1981, I decided to spend some
time studying in Kenya, East Africa. This
experience proved to further instill goals
of working in media that had been fos-
tered in me from working with Gini.
While in Kenya, I met another woman
from the States, dancer and journalist
Asma Feyijinmi, as well as the celebrated
Kenyan author, Ngugi wa Thiong’o. From
the verandas of various bars in Nairobi,
Asma, Ngugi, and I would discuss many
issues, including the number of foreign
film companies that came into the coun-
try to do wildlife films. These filmmakers
always seemed to ignore the rich history
of the Kenyan people.

ABOUT THE WRITER: While not await-
ing her period with a bag of potato chips
and chocolate ice cream by her side,
Zeinabu irene Davis is an independent
filmmaker who primarily teaches film pro-
duction at Antioch College in Yellow
Springs, Ohio. For more information on
Zeinabu's films: Wimmin with a Mission
Productions, 275 W. Center College St.
#144, Yellow Springs, OH 45387.
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At that time, Ngugi was working on
a play, I Will Marry When I Want. Asma
was acting in the play, and Ngugi had
asked me to do slides for him as a back-
drop for the set of this outdoor produc-
tion which would use the local com-
munity as its base for actors. Though the
play was historical in nature, the Kenyan
government felt it was too politically
charged to be staged. Three days after the
play opened in Nairobi to packed houses,
the government bulldozed the theater. I
have never forgotten this profound and
deeply moving connection between art
and politics. After those experiences, |

vowed to come back to Kenya :day
and work with Ngugi on a peoples' nar-
rative history of Kenya.

When I returned to the States, |
knew | wanted to be a director, but |
didn't want to work in television—I
wanted to work in film. Unfortunately
there weren't (and still aren't) too many
wor film directors to seek out for ap-
prenticeships or even advice. I also knew
that working my way up the ladder
wour  take too long—I had too many
stories that needed to be told as soon as
possible. So, I began to look into graduate
programs in African and film studies.
After speaking with a nu er of in-
dependent Black filmmakers, I decided to
go to the site of what one critic has called
"The L.A. Rebellion," a that de-
st ed the new and innovative work
done by Black gradi-“e students at
UCLA film school.  k w that was the
place for me.

I initially enrolled in the African
Studies program, and quickly realizing
the need for an automobile in Los An-
geles to do anything, I worked several
jobs and saved money for a car and for
film school projects. By the time I got into
the film school, "The L.A. Rebellion" had
ended and there were fewer Blacks in the
school than ever. Needless to say, it was a
difficult experience to study there. Any
independent visions | may have had
about film were often crushed by the

shadow of Hollywood conventions and
narrow-minded professors who were al-
ways at your back. Though I had some
good instructors there, most did not teach
well. Personally, I learned more from my
fellow students than I did from most of
my instructors.

Though I came to the film school
with a bent towards documentary, I chose
to explore different genres—during my
four years I made and worked on narra-
tives, documentaries, music video, and
even did some animation. Though there
is a natural stigma that leans towards film
since the image is generally more beau-
tiful than video, I still choose to work in
both media. The project and its financial con-
siderations decide the medium for me.

To this day, I hate to be labelled as
any particular type of filmmaker. I might
do a video documentary this year and an
experimental narrative the next. The only
element of my work that unifies the
whole is that my work is centered around
women of color and mostly Black wom-
en. [ identify very strongly with the his-
torical truth that is the African diaspora,
which for me means this: as an African
American woman [ base my cultu ’
philosophy of life in the Black exp
of North America, but I also realiz
have roots in £  a, the Caribbes
Latin America. I feel free to borror
that larger cultural base for both r
sonal tastes and for the subjects an
that [ choose to explore on the scre
instance, in my film Cycles, many
have asked me about the intricate .
paintings that the actresses dance c
ground painting is called a "Veve,'
done in Haitian Vokun ceremonie
voke the various goddesses from
one might request guidance. In Cy
main character, Rasheeda Allen, «
of Erzulie Freda—goddess of cre
fertility, and beauty—and finds ¢
in her identification with the godde

Like other independent filmm;
such as Michelle Parkerson [see Ju
HOT WIRE] and Martha Wheelo






WOMYN WORK

Growing up female wasn't easy, and
growing up as an Afro-American female
in a neighborhood infested with drugs
and oversexed males was even worse. But
then there was Josie. Watching my
mother trying to escape the strong hard
fists of my father, through overdoses,
slashed wrists, alcohol, and mental
wards. But then there was Josie. Me as a
child, having my brother's unwanted
touch yank away my childhood.

But then there . Josie. A next
door neighbor, a tall muscular womyn
with mahogany skin. She carried herself
with strength and stature; nobody even
thought to mess with her—and if they
did, the thought didn't last very long. She
was a safe retreat from a harsh environ-
ment. She was my mentor, my savior, my
Amazon Queen,

Throughout history we as womyn
have overcome the impossible by believ-
ing in ourselves, our mothers, our sisters,
our lovers, and partners. We have : ;-
gled against domination, fought, sac-
rificed, suffered, and resisted in hope of
attaining our divine vision of equality. We
were and are soldiers, warriors, politi-
cians, leaders, queens, mothers, and
teachers, making many major contribu-
tions to society.

For me Josie possessed great author-
ity and power. She was Queen Hatshep-
sut, the first Warrior Queen in African
history, who ruled Egypt for thirty-three
years. She was Queen Tiyre, the powerful
Nubian Queen of Egypt who ruled before
Cleopatra and Nefertiti. She was the
African Queen Makeda of Egypt and
Ethiopia, the great administrator, builder,
and international stateswomyn who ruled
a vast empire. She was Cleopatra, the
beautiful Black African Queen of Egypt
who used strategic methods to protect
her throne from the worst aspects of
Roman domination. She was Harriet Tub-
man, an ex-slave who liberated herself
and many other African slaves from
bondage through the underground rail-
road. She was Sojourner Truth, the talking
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By Laura Irene Wayne
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“Womyn Work" continues throt Hy

Viewing by appointment, 233-6149

LAURA IRENE WAYNE

“Womyn Work”

Artist’s Reception
Studio 856  July7 7-9 PM
856 8th Avenue (and “E” Strect)

Laura Wayne's woodcut-prints
reflect the heritage, culture and
experiences of her people and
their environiment. Some of the
people she creates are portrayed
with no facial fealures to avoid
perpetuating a stereotype. Her
work has illustrated books and
appeared in Outlook, Matrix,
Black Scholar, and other jour-
nals. Her newest work consists
of large expressive paintings of
a lifestyle seldom scen.

abolitionist, lecturer, preacher, seer, and
teacher of the anti-slavery and womyn's
suffrage movement. She was Rosa Parks,
who risked imprisonment and her safety
at the hands of the white racist police in
Montgomery, Alabama by refusing to
give up her seat to a white person and go
to the back of the bus. She was the spark
that created a decade of resistance. She
was Fannie Lou Hamer, freedom fighter,
public speaker, and Mississippi share-
cropper, who became a symbol of deter-
mination to overcome discrimination. She
was Winnie Mandela, mother of South
Africa, the voice of liberation.

Josie taught me that I too have the
voice of these womym, that we are of the
same blood. That I have a spark in me
lying dormant, waiting for the fire of
motivation to light it. So I too can move
into action, pick up arms, and resist and
organize against all forms of oppression.

We as womyn are warriors and the
world is our battlefield. We possess the
voice and strength to overcome hardships
and accomplish whatever we partake.
The voice is inherent in all of us. For
some the sparks have not yet been lit.

As an artist and educator | ha
chosen to pass this herstory on to oth
womyn so they too can have positi’
images of womyn to identify with ai
gain strength from. This was the founc
tion of my business Womyn Work, a su
plier of womyn cards, T-shirts, prin
paintings, and pins, all created by mr
Laura Irene Wayne.

I grew up in a Womyn's World
the lower east side of Detroit—a world
six sisters, and a mother who had ma
strong Black womyn friends (amo:
them was Josie). This is the world I lo
into for my strength, my inspiration—
create and re-create Womyn's Work. M

Laura Irene Wayne
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work reflects the heritage, culture, and
experiences of my people and their
environment. Some of the images that 1
create are portrayed with no facial fea-
tures to avoid perpetuating stereotypes
and to cultivate sisterhood. It is as if the
blank face is a mirror reflecting the
viewer's own beauty.

My talent and inspiration to become
an artist was acquired during the many
absences of my father, when my mother
transformed into this warm loving per-
son. She would turn the kitchen table into
an artist's easel, supplying paint, brushes,
pencils—anything that we could use to
express ourselves through art. I remem-
ber how this kitchen-table art brought us
together, and gave my mother an inner

Weaund

Laura irene Wayne

Laura Irene Wayne

peace that she passed down to me. Her
words were the first words of encourage-
ment that I received. Her self-assured
instruction and warmth penetrated my
five-year-old soul and helped me form
my ideas of becoming an artist. I knew
what art could do for me and others, so |
set off on my artistic journey to do just
that.

The road that I chose has not been
smooth by far; there have been many ob-
stacles. As an Afro-American womyn
artist, I have been discouraged and
harassed by white male professors in the
university system, encouraging me to
paint and draw as Europeans do, mean-
ing to draw and cultivate white culture
rather than my own. Having a strong
bond to my culture, nothing could per-
suade me from painting and drawing
how I see fit. I guess it's the Amazon in

After graduating from Michigan
State University in 1984, my life com-
panion Johanna and I moved to Califor-
nia to attend graduate school. In the sum-
mer of that year we took our $300 in sav-
ings and invested in Irenes Graphics and
Fine Art. I chose the name Irene because
it is not only my mother's first, but is also
the middle name she gave to her seven
daughters. Womyn Work is a division of
Irenes Graphics and Fine Art. It is a
home-based business run by Johanna and
myself, while we both attend grad school
and work full-time. We started with four
card designs and went from business to
business trying to promote them. We cre-
ated our own catalogs and mailers.

But it wasn't until September of

Laura Irene Wayne

1989 that my artwork captured our com-
munity's eye. Recognition led to a group
showing in San Francisco entitled
"Dynamics of Color Art Exhibit: Works by
Lesbian Artists on Racism." Two pieces of
my artwork were chosen: "Home Street
Home," a print addressing the issue of the
homelessness of womyn and children;
and "Dream of Freedom," which was
chosen for the invitational mailer for the
exhibit. I then began to submit my art-
work and poetry to other womyn's and
lesbian journals and newspapers. My

continued on page 57

ABOUT THE WRITER: Laura Irene
Wayne says it is through the support of
her partner Johanna, the womyn's com-
munity, and sisterhood that she has
been successful with her business.
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NINETEEN RIGHTS FOR
LESBIAN FEMINIST ACTIVISTS

We activists lobby, march, write,
lecture, spend our own money, and en-
gage in physical combat for the rights of
other people. We activists are also
evicted, fired, listed with the FBI and
CIA, jailed, hospitalized, rejected, and
branded as rabid, oftentimes due to our
passions. So, who stands up for the
health, well-being, and rights of the
activists?! Well....The first battle must
begin at the front lines. Once the Les-
bian Feminist Activist stops moving
toward something or someone else long
enough, she must self-activate so she
can continue the struggle for yet another
decade without losing her own marbles.
There is no specific "type” to such a per-

sona. She is simply who she is. So, listen
up, ya'll!"We activists have rights, too!"

1. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO PUT
YOURSELF FIRST SOMETIMES.
The committee will not fall apart if
you do not chair it or if you choose to
miss a meeting or two. If it does, the
others involved weren't serious to begin
with anyway, so go out and have a snack
under a tree. Watch the women walk by,
and smile at each and every one of them.

2. YOU HAVE A RIGHT
TO MAKE MISTAKES.

So what if you misquote and/or
misprint the number of Lesbian Socialists
commuting between Florida and Sri
Lanka! So what if you don't have a star
dyke's brand of coffee available before
her benefit concert! So what if you mail
all 13,000 letters of protest to the wrong
administrator in the wrong building in
the wrong state for the wrong cause. Will

ikes cause you loss of life, limb,
lover? Apologize, then ask for
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By Terri L. Jewell

3. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO BE THE
FINAL JUDGE OF YOUR
FEELINGS AND TO ACCEPT
THEM AS LEGITIMATE.

You wept at viewing the departure
of Ron and Nancy from the White House.
You feel that Armageddon is precisely
three weeks, five days, seven hours,
twenty-three minutes and nine seconds...
eight seconds...seven seconds away. You
begin to store canned goods (light syrup,
of course). You don't have to explain to
nobody!

4. YOU HAVE A RIGHT
TO HAVE YOUR OWN OPINIONS
AND CONVICTIONS.

The latest lesbian guru states that air
is addicting since we must have it despite
its many proven contaminants. It is fine
for you to continue to breathe without as-
sistance from a five-step support pro-
gram. And how about busing to the Ani-
mal Rights rally in your leather Birken-
stocks—and that beautiful pheasant-
feather medicine bag around your neck?
What writ requires human consistency
100 percent of the time? If vou have such
a writ in your possession, b it.

5. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
CHANGE YOUR MIND
OR DECIDE ON A DIFFERENT
COURSE OF ACTION.

You have volunteered to plan the
next dykes' organizational meeting. You
ask Buffy if the women can gather at her
condo and use her spa afterwards. Buffy
loves the idea. But a week later, you de-
cide to hold the meeting in your one-
room basement apartment with the
broken sewage line as a point of class
consciousness-raising. No problem!

6. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
PROTEST UNFAIR TREATMENT
OR CRITICISM.

You've just finished an hellacious
week of coalition-building. You get home
and your honey is mad at you because
you've been late for dinner one time too
many. She jumps on your case without
mercy, then flies off into the bedroom and
slams the door. Go to the bedroom door,
scream nonsense syllables at the top of
your lungs until you are spent, then go
heat up what she had cooked. Have a
great dinner while watching TV or play-
ing the album she hates and you love.

7. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
INTERRUPT IN ORDER TO
ASK FOR CLARIFICATION.

A Nigerian feminist is lecturing at a
local bookstore. In several places during
her talk, she speaks in Yoruba and does
not translate. You cannot gain her mean-
ing in context or anything else! Do you sit
in silence, dear activist, or do you attempt
to gain the full richness of her message by
getting her attention, then asking what
she just said? Or do you wish to try r
peating the Yoruba to her later for tran
lation? Or are you simply a cultur
imperialist who will either negate the la
guage through silence or misinterpret t!
entire lecture in your article? The wor
thing that could happen is you'll t
ignored. And that has happened befor
right?

8. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO

NEGOTIATE FOR CHANGE.

Your regional political organizatis
has just acquired its first Anglo memb
Everyone is excited by the possibilities f
the future, and are happy to see su
positive results of their networki
efforts. You want two more Anglo It
bians involved, but everyone else fe



enough has been done for now. Do what
you do best to convince them that the or-
ganization would benefit by more Anglo
involvement.

9. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
ASK FOR HELP OR
EMOTIONAL SUPPORT.

It is absolutely fine to ask for help in
carrying those twenty-six boxes of
pamphlets, distributing the 6,000 latex
dental dams, setting up the sound equip-
ment, typing (yes, typing!) the list of
demands, digging the trenches, building
the speakers' platform in the west field,
and attending that program where you
plan to "come out" in front of your legis-
lator brother, your Catholic priest, your
favorite hairdresser, and your father's
employer.

10. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO

FEEL AND EXPRESS PAIN.

Any time and anywhere you damn
well choose!

11. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
IGNORE THE ADVICE OF OTHERS.

And this goes for oat bran instead of
pork chops (for your health), the single
gold earring instead of the plastic pair
(for your class standing), monogamy
instead of non-monogamy (for your
social standing)...

12. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
RECEIVE FORMAL RECOGNITION
FOR YOUR WORK AND
ACHIEVEMENTS.

Eliminate the phrase "I don't de-
serve..." from your language. No need to
campaign for "equal pay for equal work"
and then do ninety times more than the
most inept fool for free or in total ob-
scurity, unless you choose this path. You
are no power monger for not wanting to
be taken for granted. So, next time you
write a brilliant tract and everyone wants
to read it out to the masses, make sure
you are acknowledged as well as the
woman who sold the most T-shirts for the
fundraiser.

13. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO
CHOOSE NOT TO RESPOND
TO A SITUATION.

A flaming Moral Majority member
affronts you verbally during the last sixty
seconds of your speech to the Lesbian

Nation. No need to be "nice" or "fair" or
“civil" by breaking up your message with
comments to this person. A show of in-
difference is by far more painful to (and
effective against) a heckler. Bursting a
blood vessel in your neck from screaming
button slogans at this idiot would please
no one but the heckler. So, just chill the
sucker.

14. YOU HAVE A RIGHT NOT TO
JUSTIFY YOURSELF TO OTHERS.

Just because you do not have an
empirically tested and approved reason
for your emotional outburst, you do not
have to stand before the ninjas for the
[you fill in the blank] with an explana-
tion! An inability (or lack of desire) to
articulate  y _ 1 do not wish to solicit
money door-to-doo: trash the S/M les-
bians does not mean you are somehow
socially dysfunctional and in need of
therapy, ya'll. It simply means it's no
one's business!

15. YOU HAVE A RIGHT NOT TO
TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR
SOMEONE ELSE'S PROBLEM.

If a women's movement worker
stallsoutinabl  ird sixty miles north of
town and you are the only person with a
4x4 truck, hook and chain, in no way
does this obligate you to leave your hot
tea, your Gloria Swanson movie and the
promise of a highly erotic night with a
new love for a rescue. And even if you
are doing absolutely nothing (big sin in
this society!), you need not take on the
troubles of the world. There are always
lies that sound perfectly honest. Use
those should all else fail to deliver you
fromunv ed ponsibility.

16. YOU HAVE A RIGHT NOT TO
HAVE TO ANTICIPATE THE NEEDS
AND WISHES OF OTHERS.

Let someone else sharpen the pen-
cils, make the coffee, give an unsolicited
neck-rub or hug, or welcome the silent
stranger in the far corner of the room.
Rather than being a presumptuous care-
taker, be bossy and have others take care
of you.

17. YOU HAVE A RIGHT NOT TO
ALWAYS WORRY ABOUT THE
GOODWILL OF OTHERS.

Constant genuflection can be fatal.
And there are some women who are
indeed big-time pains in the butt! Why do

you have to clutter up your life with being
the socially-acceptable female who is
pleasant under all conditions? No need to
take courses in anthropology in your at-
tempts to understand some people.
Chuck these folks and move on with the
real business of living. It can be fun and
liberating to be the bitch!

18. YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO BE
ALONE, EVEN IF OTHERS WOULD
PREFER YOUR COMPANY.

Reread items #1, #3, #11, #13, #14
especially, and #16. Besides, others may
want your company only because they
could then use your personal computer.
Or maybe they could convince you to pay
for everyone's burritos...again. You can
say you are working on your co-depen-
dency issues!

19. YOU HAVE A RIGHT
TO SAY "NO."

Didn't Nancy chisel that catchy little
word into our brains?! "Just say no" to the
dolphins, the Nicaraguans, to recycling,
Perrier water, Native American "lore,"”
anti-racism workshops, abortion rights,
women's music, anti-poverty measures,
womyn-made language, aerobics, "call-
waiting” and answering machines,
"Women-don't-need-balls-to-play," global
thinking/local acting, surviving incest,
substance abuse, pornography, nuke
harassment, and the monumental stresses
many of us know of as "daily life." Just...
say...no... and give yourself a long-needed
rest, activist.@

ABOUT THE WRITER: Terri L. Jewell is
a Black lesbian feminist activist currently
sditi _ a Black lesbian literary anthol-
ogy; editing the 'DreadWoman/LockSis-
ter' book; and working on her first poetry
chapbook, '....And They Counted Our
Teeth.' She will again co-ordinate the
Women of Color conference at the Na-
tional Women's Music Festival in 1991.
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taking a new step in an old direction

THC RETURN OF FERRON
TO WOMEN'S MUSIC

an exclusive interview as told to Laura Post

In listening to Ferron's music, we are
allowed to acknowledge the passage of time,
people, memories, and hopes through her
poetic metaphors. Her familiar vernacular,
direct statements, enlightened associations,
warm husky voice, and engaging stage
presence have permitted us to identify with
her experiences and her process, her strug-
gles and her wisdom, our own anguish and
strength. Beginning in 1986, however, many
of her followers began to wonder at and
mourn her absence from recording and tour-
ing.

Born on June 2, 1952, Ferron grew up
in a semi-rural suburb of Vancouver, British
Columbia, the eldest of seven children in a
working-class family. After leaving home at
fifteen, she scrambled financially, supporting
herself by driving a cab, waitressing, shovel-
ling gravel, and packing five-pound bags of
coffee in a factory. From her basement, she
recorded and distributed 'Ferron’ (1977) and
‘Ferron Backed Up’ (1978). Since both al-
bums are now out-of-print collector’s items,

Ferron has decided to re-release much of their
material on subsequent albums, as she has
begun to do with "Rosalee” and "Who
Loses” on ‘Testimony’ and "White Wing
Mercy " on ‘Phantom Center.’

In 1978, Ferron was "discovered” by
Gayle Scott, an American living and work-
ing in film production in Vancouver who
became Ferron’s first and only manager and
business partner. Ferron and Gayle col-

laborated on Ferron's next two studio albums:

‘Testimony’ (Lucy Records, 1980) and
‘Shadows On A Dime’ (Lucy Records,
1984), on which she continued to convey her
polished messages of raw truths, through
sharply lyrical, soothingly melodic music
dealing with the cyclicity of relationships,
questions of survival and identity, and op-
timism amid fear. Despite a small budget
dependent on loans and contributions, in the
absence of organized promotion, 'Shadows
On A Dime’ received wide distribution and
praise, garnering a four-star rating from
‘Rolling Stone’ magazine.

In October of 1985, Ferron received a
Canada Council Arts Grant, enabling her to
take a much-needed year off: ostensibly to
write and take voice lessons but also to re-
cover a long-neglected personal life.

Recognizing that she would need more
time than a year to fully heal from the hard-
ships of the road and the vagaries of the
business, Ferron remained withdrawn from
the spotlight. After the grant money ran out,
she earned a living by laboring as a car-
penter’s assistant and a bartender, by doing
day care. Having reconnected with her physi-
cal and spiritual roots, having reaffirmed and
redefined her own needs, Ferron has returned
to the studio and the stage with a fresh body
of work, manifest in her newest release,
*Phantom Center’ (Chameleon 1990), having
come to a remarkable new peace.

This interview was conducted in two
parts: during the final production stages of
'Phantom Center’ in July 1990, and during
the Celebration 90: Gay Games III and Cul-
tural Festival in August 1990.

The Testimony and Shadows era was

good for me, but there was a transition af-
ter Shadows, with people telling me what I
was, what I wasn't, what I would never
be, what I could have been. I was in my
middle thirties and having to sit down
and figure out what I cared about, what I
absolutely could not live without, what
was worth everything.

I wasn't sleeping well. I was always

in a different city. How could I get down
to finding out what I was doing when
everything was changing all the time?
There were several people around me
who said that it was not a good time for
me to stop touring because I was getting
attention, and you're supposed to dive
after it. Luckily, Gayle, my manager,
agreed with me. So, hell or high water,
fame, or whatever, I just had to stop do-
ing the music the way we had been be-
cause I wanted to know about something
else; | wanted to test me, to find out what
I was made -

I
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So I stopped touring for a while, for
a year really stopped, and that was inter-
esting, and difficult. I would get an in-
vitation to come down to San Francisco to
do a show, and | was ready to go, ready
to get away from me and get back into
performing full-time. And, I tried to re-
member that I was quitting something
that wasn't good for me: there was some-
thing in the work that had kept me
going—a new person, a revelation, a new
face—and I just got lost.

Then I started to calm down. For
one thing, I didn't have to pay attention
to time six months in advance. I needed
to pay attention to my body, to me. Of
course, the danger was—and what hap-
pened was—that I loved it, and I never
wanted to come back again. I had a cou-
ple of years of really doubting whether I

would come back again. At the time, |
thought I could have made a decision not
to, but I didn't know what else to do; I
don't like anything else as much, and I'm

not good at anything else the way I seem
to be good at this.

After deciding that I wanted to have
time, I lived in a smaller area; I lived on
an island, in British Columbia, then 1
went to Santa Fe for a while. What I
wanted was to separate from urban life
and to have time for me. For a while, I
was caught up in myself. I had hidden
from a lot of things, and I had to fi
learn that I was hiding, and then I had
figure out what I was hiding from, ar
whether | wanted to hide any more, ar
what it was going to cost me.

When I was in Santa Fe, | started
see that my actions were really hurtir
me. It finally hurt so much that I had
change. One of the ways that | was able
experience some kind of discipline in n
life was to not consume alcohol any mor
I had been hiding my feelings with alc
hol, and that little act of self-love— sto
ping drinking—opened up a huge do
for me. I'm really happy that I have be







trying, trying to come through in this big
relationship. Recording made it real. |
didn't make Phantom Center because of
other people's desire, but that expectation
helped.

We learn, in affirmative thinking,
that without visualizing in a personal,
active way, things can't come. Last fall,
before we had even signed with a record
company, Gayle and 1 saw an ad in the
Ladyslipper catalog about my "upcoming
album," date unknown, title unknown. 1
knew then that I would do another al-
bum. Some rumor went out, some desire
went out. Things happened out of desire,
and it was an honor—I was really
touched—to hear that desire.

I have been working since 1985 and
up to the present on music for Phantom
Center. The first song was "Stand Up." |
wanted to make a statement about want-
ing to have integrity in the world, to not
be afraid of others, to have more self-
esteem, to be myself. Because of the writ-
ing I do, which is a form of exploration,
the next song was "Indian Dreams," about
wondering how come I hadn't had self-
esteem in the past, why it has taken me
such a long time to make my own emo-
tional analysis.

I got the grant in October of 1985,
and stopped touring. I had lived on a
rural island of 200 people on and off from
1970 through 1986, and it was there that |
did all the stuff from the grant. On the
island, I had written "White Wing Mercy"
in 1978 for Ferron Backed Up, though I re-
recorded it in 1990 for Phantom Center.
"Heart of Destruction” I wrote in 1982,
and "Phantom Center" was done in 1986.
I performed it that year at Bloomington,
right after Mexico.

"Harmless Love" | wrote while liv-
ing in Vancouver. | had run into some old
friends, some kids I'd gone to school with
who were, when | saw them again, a cou-
ple and in love. | realized that I wanted to
write "harmless love” into my life, that [
wanted to bless those people in their ten-
derness. I was moving to Santa Fe the
next morning, and I stayed up until 5:30
a.m. writing the song. That was in Janu-
ary of 1987.

Five or six weeks later, in Santa Fe, |
wrote "Sunken City.” I was going through
a lot of changes and doing a lot of writ-
ing. As I went through more changes in
my life, I kept making music.

In my twenties, I tried to define who
I was in relation to authority, to alone-
ness, to self-esteem, to love. On Testi-
mony, I wrote "Ain't Life a Brook." That
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song wasn't about a particular person, it
was a metaphor for the connections be-
tween people. It is interesting how a rela-
tionship with another is about letting
them be who they are, how very opposite
from the idea of romance and wanting
people to be a certain way.

Shadows came in my thirties, when |
was trying to find my place in time. You
know the line "who would I be if I didn't
sing?" [from Shadows on a Dime] is really a
study in interdependence for me. On the
same album, "Proud Crowd /Pride Cried"
hinted at what was beginning to happen
to me. | was connecting with other people
and aware of the darkness of being
spiritually bankrupt. I used the idea of
crawling in a back alley metaphorically,
and began to understand that nothing
could happen unless I surrendered to that
darkness. In the song, I did that, allowed
light to shine on me, felt cool about the
light. Then, of course, the light went
away.

"Proud Crowd" was really my first
awakening. Part of that song came out of
hiking alone, when [ was twenty-one, on
a rigorous trail, on a day off. I saw a field
of mountain flowers, Baby's Breath, in a
strong wind. It was truly beautiful, and I
cried. "Proud Crowd,” written when | was
thirty-two, is about the idea that in my
darkest moments I can recapture those
flowers, that there is beauty and strength
everywhere, eve 1 me. When [ started
writing the song, | was focused on a rela-
tionship not working, the language be-
tween us broken, and I wanted to study
that breakdown. I remembered the flow-
ers and their gift from life. I put "Proud
Crowd" on Shadows for me, to be finished
with it, to be able to listen to it. I didn't
perform it for years, because I didn't
think that people would be really inter-
ested in it.

On Phantom Center, "Inside Track”
took up where "Proud Crowd" left off. I
was in my late thirties and in Santa Fe
when I wrote "Inside Track," six months
after "Harmless Love"” and "Sunken City."
That part of New Mexico had no flowers
and was dusty, but there was soft beauty
in the clouds. "Inside Track" came at a
time when 1 was merging parts of my
identity and dispelling ideas about other
parts of me. I went back to Santa Fe to
visit, in May of 1989—right after I'd got-
ten my green card, and moved back to the
coast, to Seattle—and met a loneliness
that I had not known that I had had in
New Mexico.

In Seattle, I bought an electronic

keyboard and a computer and wrote a lot
of music. What the keyboard has allowed
me to do is to be private, to create with-
out having to have other people hear it.
"The Cart" was the last song to be written
for Phantom Center. Actually, the first
verse was written in 1973 and the rest of
it in April 1990, after signing the record
deal and moving to Provincetown.

[ think that what has been impor-
tant to me about Phantom Center is to
have the courage to go after what we
wanted musically. Gayle and I took a step
in a particular direction, and it was a
logical next step. It's a big sound, and I
need that sound, I want that sound. Re-
cording technology is incredibly different
than it was in 1984. Some of these songs
have forty tracks. I couldn't do it alone.

I eagerly awaited the opportunity to
work with intense musicians and to take
a song to its ultimate musical conclusion.
If that meant I was going to be rock-ori-
ented for some passages of the song, |
meant it. | have always wanted to take
the music where it wanted to go, and [
hope people will accept that. Even
though Gayle and I signed a record deal,
we were very much participants in the
process.

I'm excited about this album, and
I'm excited to think about people listen-
ing to this album and completely accept-
ing that what's on the record I wanted to
be there. That I was present.

Phantom Center will show that I am a
woman, a gay woman, a cultural sur-
vivor, alive and kicking. Women's music
is not only about women opening up, it's
about all people opening up to women.
When I think of the first women's music, |
think of the mid 70s, of early Olivia, of
women learning that we could be women
together. I wasn't then performing in
women's music; I was doing folk music
up in Vancouver, playing to men and
women, some gay, some of them straight.

Someone asked me recently, "Does it
make you feel proud to live in gay Prov-
incetown?” It makes me feel proud to be
gay in the world. I want our sensibilities
to be out there. The original thing was

ABOUT I1HE WHIIER: Laura Fost is a
staff writer for 'HOT WIRE.' She gives
special thanks and appreciation to Gayle
Scott, Ferron, Karen Hester of Redwood
Records, and Melissa Howden of Cha-
meleon Records for their generous and
invaluable assistance in the preparation
of this article.



that women's music was to change con-
sciousness. And it did.

It's great to be back in Vancouver for
me, since I have a lot of friends here. The
opening ceremony of the Gay Games was
really powerful. I felt part of it. I was
proud to be here, and I need this contact.
In 1990, the Gay Games took out a full-
page ad in the Vancouver newspaper. Ten
years ago, you couldn't put the word
"gay" into the paper. Being here gives me
strength and conviction to be a gay wom-
an in the world. It's an interdependency
because I think that people also get
strength from me, since I have decided
who I am, and I am myself in public. Be-
ing a gay woman and playing to audi-

ences, I think that I do give other people
strength.

On August 11, 1990, Ferron was the
featured performer at the sold out Gayla! A
Celebration of Women's Culture, the wom-
en’s finale of Gay Games 90 in Vancouver.
Ingenuous and engaging, Ferron acknowl-
edged her Vancouver beginnings: "When |
started here, twenty years ago, I had twe
songs, one of which was ‘O, Louise’...[ap-
plause, a few chords]...How does it start?”
Through the anthemic "It Won't Take Long”
and the well-loved "Ain’t Life A Brook,”
Ferron continued to be relaxed and focused.
Singing against the sound track, she per-
formed for the first time publicly the album

versions of three new songs: "Stand Up,”
which she dedicated to the memory of Harvey
Milk and to Svend Robinson, the openly gay
British Columbia M.P. who had spoken so
forcefully and with feminist awareness at the
opening ceremonies of Gay Games III; the
bold "Sunken City”; and the bouncy "Heart
of Destruction,” while playfully exchanging
dance steps with emcee Kate Clinton who
was lambada-ing in the background. Coaxing
"a big voice and long harmonies” from the
audience on "Harmless Love,” Ferron gra-
ciously returned for the proud "Testimony”
with the entire cast and crew of Gayla,
singing to the audience then merging into
the swaying line of performers and pro-
ducers.®

TWO NICE GlRLS from 17

of people I know, to not shy away from it.
I don't want to cave in to any sort of no-
tion of being palatable in order to be suc-
cessful.”

Gretchen agrees. "You really have to
do what pleases you, what is interesting,
and what you think is important, because
you are going to have to listen to yourself
every night, whether you have a record
contract or not. There are a lot of lesbian
artists, or homosexual artists in general,
for whom it is not necessarily the thing
that they want to say. They do not want
to crusade to homosexuality. Well, "she
says, "we do."

We live in a world that spawned
and created John Denver, M.D.C. (Mil-
lions of Dead Christians/Millions of
Dead Cops), Cris Williamson, and Patti
Smith at the same time. Rarely are artists
able to straddle these enormous con-
tradictions. Stripping traditions and
lyrical content bare of embellishment and
adding choice speed rock elements, Two
Nice Girls are able to capture such
diverse outgrowths of their generation.
They use the abandon and intensity of
hardcore without letting its inherent con-
sumptive energy dissolve the more
acoustic emotional dynamic range. This
band also holds fast to the punk mani-
festo "Get up on stage and let the audi-
ence revel in the consequences.”

These four women have an unusual
sensibility: Austin country mixed with a
defiant charisma and an adolescent flair,
hippie because of the acoustic instru-
ments (including mandolin), and punk
because of the chutzpah and dedicated
arrogance that demands their work be

taken seriously. Two Nice Girls tran-
scends the Ozzie and Harriet backyard
barbecue version of American reality,
where our musical leaders are bought off
by the highest bidder. This band is a
marked difference. "In punk, people are
used to saying what they think,"” says
Gretchen. "Punk thinking has been a lot
more embracing of difference, including
differences of sexuality."

The group is well aware of their hy-
brid sound. "The country comes from
deep inside of Gretchen's soul,” says
Kathy. Gretchen's affinity for the man-
dolin keeps the songs grounded in blue-
grass and country, yet the sound draws
on other influences as well. "My Heart
Crawls Off" (from the first LP) is pure
Carpenters and Partridge Family p "I
like the screaming electric guitar sound,
and it is represented in my music," says
Gretchen. "The combination of acoustic
guitar and electric guitar is such a cool

ind."

Laced with a serious and dry hu-
mor, Like a Version is a psychedelic re-
working of five cover tunes and their
original composition "I Spent My Last $10
(On Birth Control and Beer).” The song
[on the September 1990 soundsheet in
HOT WIRE] is a remix of a Two Nice Girls
hit of last spring. Given all of the "les-
bians-are-going-back-to-men" hype of
this past year, "Last $10" crystallizes the
humorous sentiments that poke fun at
stale and inflexible definitions, with lines
like "I spent my last ten dollars on birth
control and beer/my life was so much
easier when | was sober and queer.”

Four of the cover songs selected
were originally made into gold records by
the 1970s AOR radio station machinery

that spit out the likes of REO Speed-
wagon, Toto, and Foreigner. This "sound"
was ever-present, and Like a Version finds
something meaningful in these memories.

Two Nice Girls' effort to revive this mate-
rial (which was vapid and almost dead-
on-arrival the first time through) actually
works in a strange and perverse way. This
collection of songs either transcends or is
a tribute to Wonder Bread; Swanson's
Hungry Man Dinners; Meatloaf (the per-
former or the meal); sugar for breakfast,
sugar for lunch, and sugar for dinner—
those amazingly empty calories that we
grew up on. Covers on the EP include "I
Feel Like Makin' Love" (Bad Company)
and "I Feel Love" (Donna Summer) done
as a medley; and "Top of the World" by
Karen Carpenter. (The sheer feat of pull-
ing off the quintessential straight version
of this song is a sure-fire way to expose
and bring to the surface all of this song's
inherent incongruities. I can't help re-
calling Karen and Richard Carpenter on
the White House lawn with Richard
Nixon. I will also not forget that Karen
Carpenter was a pioneer, a drummer
when few women were behind a kit. She
is also an ever present reminder of patri-
archy's self-inflicted deaths, having died
of anorexia nervosa.)

"Speed Racer," on the other hand, is
a cover of the cartoon theme song, re-
vised to have the main character drop
some speed (the drug) and tow the
karmic line, an appreciated dose of reality
superimposed over the cartoon character.
In the end speed racer cracks up, which is
a nice ideological twist—yet another ef-
fort at making inconsistencies more ap-

continued on page 47
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CONFESSIONS OF A
CLASSICAL DYKE

It was one of the first warm days of
spring, which come quite late to western
New York. People were swarming the
campus playing frisbee, heading for the
creek, picnicking, generally hanging out.
It was just after 5 p.m., so most classes
had finished for the day. Since it was very
possible that tomorrow it could be snow-
ing again, the students were taking
advantage of the long-awaited beautiful
weather.

Except me. I was in my seven-by-
eight-foot practice room, watching these
events from the long, narrow window
which did not open. I was diligently
hacking away at my Segovia Scales,
Arpeggios, Giuliani Right Hand Studies.
It was my first year of college and I was
majoring in Classical Guitar Performance.
I had chosen the life of a music major, and
knew that my summers would be spent
differently than most students' from now
on.

Life for a music major is not quite
the same as for other students. While we
go to classes and do homework as others
do, we must also devote an additional
three to six (or more) hours a day prac-
ticing our instruments. In addition, there
are rehearsals with other large and small
ensembles in which we are required to
participate. It is this extra time dedicated
to our studies which distinguishes be-
tween a student of the Arts and an
average college student.

Many students devote similar time
in non-Arts fields to such requirements as
science labs, internships, student teach-
ing, and medical rounds. But for these
students this type of time commitment
generally doesn't begin until the final
year of their bachelor degrees, or in
graduate school. But the musician has al-
ready been doing this kind of work for
years, usually since childhood. A person
who wishes to major in music has already
achieved a certain degree of proficiency
on her instrument; she has been taking
lessons for many years and has always

28 HOT WIRE January 1991

By Leah Zicari

set aside time for practicing, even in
grammar school and high school.

The potential music student must
pass an audition to display the technique
and ability she already possesses. Several
faculty members observe the audition
and the decision must be unanimous.

Some people may wonder why a
person would go through all this. Why
would someone miss out on many things
in life to practice an instrument?

For me, it was what I loved to do. I
got into music at the age of five when my
pareni vho had noticed musical abili-
ties in me since infancy—found a com-
munity music school which had classes
for young children. They enrolled me at
the Hochstein School of Music (Rochester,
New York), where I was a student on and
off until age fourteen. While there were
times in my childhood when I wasn't tak-
ing music lessons of some sort, I was
always doing something musical. It was
no surprise to people when I decided to
continue my music training on the college
level.

Nonetheless, I did not decide to
study music right away—which gets me
back to the question of why anyone
would want to sacrifice other things in
life for her art. I didn't think I wanted to.
I'd begun to feel that I'd given up enough
and now wanted to do other things. But
even after taking a year off following
high school to have fun and experience
new things, I went head-first into a music
program because I knew I had the talent
to excel as a guitar player. I loved the
instrument. [ loved music.

My parents excluded, everyone
said, "What are you going to do with a
music degree? How will you make a
living?" (Remember, this was 1982, the
beginning of Reaganomics and Yuppie-
ism.) I didn't know, I didn't care. I had a
passion for music and knew that I could
make it work. My life wasn't going to be
controlled by tax bracket status. I wasn't
going to be one of the millions who come
home daily bitching about the job they've

hated for the last twenty years. I was
going to give up a little time now doing
something I loved so I wouldn't have to
give up the rest of my life working a
miserable job.

So on I went. My dream at the time
was to be a great jazz player and studio
musician. But my budget would only
allow a state university, not Berklee or
Miami. At the time, no state college had a
jazz guitar program, so I chose Fredonia
State College because of its reputation
and because the teacher there was a
woman (always had my priorities
straight, so to speak). She was—and is—a
great teacher, too. The following year,
when she left Fredonia to teach at the
University at Buffalo, I went too.

Over the next three years my
growth as a guitarist (and my friendship
with and loyalty to her) influenced my
decision to pursue the classical style.

I was granted scholarships based on
musical aptitude. I was developing into a
polished classical guitarist and was, by
my senior year, considered number one in
the department. Since all was well, the
next obvious step was to apply for UB's
Masters program and continue my guitar
studies. I wanted to be one of the few fe-
male classical guitarists performing in the
circuit, and to run my own guitar pro-
gram at a university. The music school
must have wanted the same for me, since
they accepted me and gave me a Teaching
Assistantship, whereby they waived tui-
tion and paid me a biweekly stipend to
attend school as a graduate student. My
life was great. I was happy. Things
couldn't have been better.

Then came 1986, the year from hell.
Three weeks before I was to give my se-
nior graduation recital in April (you can-
not receive a degree without giving this
performance), my father died. Denial and
shock did their job and I presented a suc-
cessful, musically sound concert to a
packed hall. That's about as good as it
got, too. Whatever could go wrong that
year did, including the breakup of a rela-






REPORT FROM THE 1990

WEST COAST WOMEN'S
MUSIC & COMEDY FEST

By Dell Richards, Former Festival Virgin

Picture this: a festival virgin. Forty-
two years old, fifteen years gay, and
never been to a women's music celebra-
tion. Her musical tastes are pretty eso-
teric. She goes for performance artists like
Laurie Anderson—and not much else.

But she took the plunge, packing a
backpack, hiking boots, and long under-
wear to be ready for those rugged days
and cold nights in the woods. Then she
drove five hours into the Sierra Nevada
mountains to a private campground near
Yosemite National Park for the West
Coast Women's Music and Comedy Fes-
tival.

She didn't know what to expect.
She'd heard horror stories about festivals:
two hour lines for food that was inedible
or showers that were cold. Mosquitos
larger than dragonflies. Political battles
that made the back rooms of Tammany
Hall look like a picnic.

As if that weren't bad enough,
there'd been a major forest fire in Yosem-
ite two weeks earlier. The roads had been
closed for days. Maybe there'd be nothing
left but blackened hills. But Camp
Tawonga's secluded valley had been
spared. None of the oaks, pines, or in-
cense cedars had been touched.

What greeted her were 2,000 wom-
en, many bare-breasted. She'd seen tits
before, but the woman usually wanted
her to look and touch. This was different.
She didn't want to stare, but she could
hardly get her eyes off the cornucopia of
shapes, sizes, and colors. She found her-
self repeating a mantra: "Look at the eyes,
the eyes!”

But whether she stared or not, a
new sense of the world—of what it had
been like and what it could be like—began
to dawn on her. For four days, she was
going to live in a world where women
did not have to cover their breasts or be
ashamed of their bodies, no matter what
kind of breasts they had. For four days,
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she was going to be free of the hetero-
sexual conventions seemingly accepted
by everyone: constant male ridicule, sexu-
al harassment, and being treated like an
object.

Despite the scenery, she wasn't in
the best of moods when she arrived. She
was recovering from a sore throat and
still taking antibiotics. She was hot, tired,
and dirty—and this city slicker hadn't
been camping in years.

Plus, 2,000 lesbians were great in
theory, but most were couples and she
was there alone. She felt like a spiny star-
fish in a shimmering sea of couples.

And as she unpacked, she realized
she wasn't used to relaxing. Being one of
those modern American women who
does nothing but work, she had little ap-
preciation for leisure. Sex, jogging in the
foothills, and the occasional Saturday
night movie after another long day at the
office was about as much recreation as
she ever took.

She began to wonder as she lay
down to rest on her bunkbed if this in-
ability to relax wasn't a phenomenon that
sometimes marred women's music fes-
tivals. After all, if you're organizing pro-
tests or fighting about politics, you don't
have to deal with the anxiety that comes
from having time on your hands and
nothing to fill it with.

But once she got to the stage and
began to listen to the music, she perked
up. The music wasn't anything like she'd
imagined. It ranged from the new lesbian
folk satire of Jamie Anderson with her
"Why Do Straight Girls Look So Butch To
Me?" to the contemporary Japanese music
of Rakugaki with koto and shakuhachi
flute.

When Altazor, four women from
Central and Latin America who play
songs of their native countries, spoke
against the fiasco in Iraq as an intro-
duction to an anti-war song, she began to

feel really at home. It was the first time
she'd heard anyone say anything publicly
about the U.S. involvement in Irag—or
such highly suspect issues as flag-burn-
ing or playing dominance games with the
world. She knew Republicans were using
these patriotic issues to keep everyone's
minds off the problems of homelessness
and drug abuse that they can't begin to
fix, but it was the first time she'd heard
anyone say it publicly.

By the time the rhythmo-fusion
Blazing Redheads took to the Main Stage
that night with their blend of jazzy salsa,
she was rarin' to go. The music had made
her blood boil and her body want to
move. She began bopping to the beat, by
herself. The music was so hot, she didn't
even care if she had a partner. All she
wanted to do was dance.

After it was over, she walked back
to her cabin in the dark. As she was ram-
bling along, she became aware of some-
one behind her following her. Her heart
began to race. She should turn around
and confront the person or run. But then
she realized she didn't have to wonder
who it was; it was a woman following
her. Being in a place without men, she
didn't have to worry about the violence
toward women that underlies hetero-
sexual society—the constant threat of
assault, rape, and murder.

For four days, she would be living
in a version of Old Europe 10,000 years
ago, a time when there were no weapons,
no fortifications around the cities, and no
war; a time when women had total sexual
and economic freedom; a time that's only
recently been reconstructed from arche-
ological evidence by Marija Gimbutas. In
other words, a lost matriarchal paradise
that we can only envision—and re-create
for short periods of time at events like
this.

The next day, she woke up ex-
hausted. A night trying to stay warm in a















Priday, Auguil 3

Some cows got stuck in the swamp
early this morning. I could hear them
mooing far away. At the general meeting
Moka did a hilarious demo of how to pull
your shorts over your breasts when you
hear the cars honking warning that there
are men on the land. Continuous rain.
Ugh. A woman came into worker support
tonight in the depths of an incest memory
“"spin.” | worked with her using the black-
board and chalk, she drawing out what
was going on for her. We worked for
quite a while. It was helpful to her, and I
found it fascinating. My Jungian teacher
says that the most useful thing you can
do with a client is to accompany their un-
conscious.

34&444107, ﬂaqadt 4

Papoosa led cultural diversity/anti-
racism workshops. All the workers had to
go. It was very emotional but I don't
think I learned very much. I liked that she
said "It is not our differences that separate
us but our inability to recognize and cele-
brate difference.”

3&4«444, ﬂaqad 5

This evening was the San-O-Tation
parade. Second annual. Each crew dresses
and makes props and even transportation
according to a theme. A great deal of se-
crecy and scurrying about all day in prep-
aration. The Worker Support gals dressed
all in white, and made up a co-depen-
dency chant with choreography. "I won't
be happy till you're happy, too." We
modeled "doo rags," a head garment that
co-workers tell you to wear when you are
impossibly bitchy. I modeled the new
1990 version, the "ooh baby do me rag,”
which was made of dental dams, match-
ing my latex rubber gloves. I carried Safe
Snoopy who was wearing a life preserver
with a condom stuck in his belt. Snoopy
is the Worker Support mascot. He makes
overnight house calls. Things are getting
hard between Alix and me. We are not
lovers but our lives are entwined, and
when I get a lover I tend to ignore her
and we get awful with each other. I can't
seem to get out of it. [ hate this.

Mwu{aq, Auguil 6

Today was the camp's official day
off. Lots of women went to a place nearby
to swim and eat. L and I stayed in my
tent all day, then went to a nearby town
to have dinner. Do I want to hang out
with everyone on my day off? No way! |

am getting desperate for privacy! I hated
to come back to the land after being out
for dinner in a place where no one knew
us. Everyone knows everyone's business
here. Great to have a day off when no one
is working. It's hard to take time off and
feel okay about it when everyone else is
working. This is a big issue we hear lots
about at Worker Support.

7uedda4f, ﬂaqau‘ 7

Today I facilitated a crew meeting.
They had terrible communications prob-
lems. The coordinator basically just want-
ed to get the work done, the workers
wanted to be let in on decisions and to
have some group process. One thing that
came out was that the crew, which was all
first-year workers except for one woman
who just arrived yesterday, had thought

that the festival was run as a collective
and that all decisions about their work

were going to be made by the group.
They were surprised to find out that the
festival is run as a hierarchy, that it is a
business, and that they had relatively
little to say about how things were run.
They were relieved, anyway, to be clear
about it. They were also relieved to finally
be talking to each other. I love mediation.

Wednesday, Augusl &

A’'s Grandmother died today. She
got word on the phone. She lives too far
away to go home. She and I spent many
hours today talking, lying in the ham-
mock. Three people in my family have
died, and it's relatively easy for me to talk
to other people about deaths in the fam-
ily. I relive it somewhat each time, but
there's healing in that for me, too. Sado-
masochism is coming up as an issue in
the worker village. The SM workers are
feeling alienated. Sometimes it's hard to
figure out exactly what festival policy is.
Is there a dress code? I don't think so, but
I wonder what would happen if someone
dressed for work in all leather. Some non-
SM women are planning a safe sex
workshop for workers. The SM women
want to do a safe SM demo and are not
clear if that's allowed. This comes under
the heading of Worker Support. I will talk
to Boo tomorrow.

74«04({0% ﬂuyadt 9

Had a chat with Boo about safe SM
demo. She said, "Fine, lets have it in the
meeting tent." [ was relieved. I hate for
anyone in our community to be alienated.
We sometimes get women in Worker Sup-
port who are upset by the SM presence

here, and we have learned to ask them
what it is they are responding to. What
upsets them? Not always, but a lot of
times women are either ignorant or are
responding to issues about their own
sexuality. My thinking on this issue is not
without confusion, but I am becoming
friends with some of the SM women, and
my opinions are changing. I do know I
hate to have women disenfranchised.
Like in the novel Animal Farm, "All
animals are equal but some are more
equal than others.”

I'm having some drama with L. This
stays on my mind and in my heart.
There's nowhere to get away from The
Fishbowl], which is what I now call the
worker village. I see everything, everyone
sees everything. This place is taxing me
deeply. Last year I counted the days till I
could leave. I still have two-and-a-half
weeks.

Doriday, Augusd 10

Getting laundry done here is a con-
stant problem. This afternoon Mary and |
took my car to town to do some loads. We
had a nice chat over ice cream sodas. It's
very hard for me to be on the land. Came
back and went to Denslow's pop-up
trailer for an Alix pre-birthday tea. Many
years ago Denslow and I were both lovers
with Alix and had our share of festival
drama. Alix and I are still having a hard
time, but today I needed to be with her
just a bit to remember who I am in real
life.

Salurday, August 11

150 women arrived today. The ten-
day crews. I was depressed most of the
day, mainly about my relationships, and I
guess it showed, because Sue took me
aside and told me to get an attitude
adjustment. I decided she was right. I
swigged some Rescue Remedy and or-
dered myself out of my funky mood.
Took photos of the new arrivals and put a
smile on my own face. Huge community
meeting, took forever with intros of all
the new women. Then we had a barter
market. A woman had brought a strap-
less black dress that she made for herself
but decided to sell. She asked me to
model it for her and I did. Wow! What a
response I got including two dinner in-
vitations, one in Amsterdam. Amazing
what a difference a little black dress
makes. I simply had to buy it for myself.
The SM safety demo took place around
ten o'clock. About forty women attended.
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] led the demo, displaying accessories
and discussing techniques. The rules
were no demos on live bodies, so it was
sort of weird and sort of amusing that she
had to show whip techniques on an
empty leather jacket that someone held.

Sunday, Augusl 12

Today Margaret Sloan-Hunter led
two cultural diversity/anti-racism work-
shops for the workers. Everyone who
hadn't been to Papoosa's had to go. There
are hundreds of workers here now. Food
lines are long and women are cranky
waiting for their meals. Why are they not
nicer to the food servers? Outland tents
are going up fast. The landscape is chang-
ing. They did soundchecks on the Night
Stage this afternoon. Tapes.

Monday, Ruguil 13

I took a day off today. L and I went
to Ludington to the beach. Then out to
dinner. Sat by the water watching boats
and drawing maps of our neighborhoods
in NYC. Are we homesick or what? |
dreaded going back to camp. I hate facing
everyone. The workers had a No Talent
Show in the evening on the Day Stage.
We missed it.

Tuesday, Augusl 14

The festie-goers started arriving
today. I hung out with [ASL interpreter]
Sherry Hicks; we walked to the main gate
to watch them come in. Balloon arches.
Hot sunny day. Long car lines. Women
seemed happy to arrive.

Wednesday, Augusl 15

Intensive Workshops today. We de-
cided to close Worker Support for the
afternoon so we could attend some. I
went to Kay Hagen's "The Wilderness of
Intimacy.” Kay's a friend and I always en-
joy her classes. I discovered that I am
wildest when I am alone. I love the Inten-
sives day. Learning excites me much
more than music. I wish this whole fes-
tival were a school rather than a series of
concerts. What's so great about being
entertained? Even by women? Promotes
passive consumer "culture” rather than
active participatory culture.

‘74«44&% ﬂugud 76

Today was a day 1 barely could deal
with. First of all, a worker was kicked off
staff. She had snuck someone on the land
and given her a worker wristband. This is
clearly not to be done. But I think it could
have been handled better. It was handled
through the office, not Worker Support so
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I didn't know about it till it was done. The

members of her crew were livid; they had
not been informed and they needed her
work. Many questions being asked here
now. What recourse do workers have? Do
workers get to participate in decision
making? How? What time frame? Tough
questions, tempers are hot, and it's the
first day of the festival. I wished I could
float out of my body and just not have to
deal. It's all so complex and difficult. Alix
turned fifty today. She performed on the
Night Stage, first solo then with Kay
Gardner and Toni Armstrong Jr.—a
Lavender Jane Reunion. They sounded
fabulous. During the third song, I saw
SueTree beckoning me. I walked over to
her and she told me L's brother had died,
and she was in the trailer on the phone.
Oh my Goddess.

Pridasy, Augusd 17

Drove L to the Grand Rapids airport
so she could go to the funeral. Sad. We
managed to have fun, anyway. Back to
the land by mid afternoon. During the
festival I have to work in the office four
hours a day. This is the worst job because
everyone has a question, a different ques-
tion or request, and [ don't know the an-
swers. "How can I get a truck?" "Where
do I sign up for shuttle?” "Where are the
forms for xeroxes?" The night concerts
were amazing. Vicki Randle gets better all
the time, and Linda Tillery is so powerful.
Image to remember: ASL interpreter Dora
Lynn Folse interpreting Billie Holliday's
Strange Fruit as sung by Judith Cassel-
berry. I spoke to Dora Lynn later back at
the Belly Bowl and she was still kind of in
trance from it.

Salurday, Augusl 18

There's a zillion women here. It's so
strange to step out of the worker village
and be in the midst of everyone. Went
over to the Acoustic Stage and hung out
in the sound booth with my pal Karen
Kane. Rhiannon was blowing everyone
away.

Sunday, Aaguil 19

A festival moment: I'm at the crafts
area in the booth of Sudie Rakusin, one of
my favorite Lesbian painters and illustra-
tors. In walks Alison Bechdel, my other
fave. Apparently this is the first time
they've met. They begin asking each other
questions about work: "Do you work all
day? You do so much it seems like you
must. I hate to even have to say this, it
seems so obvious, but | love your work,

you are fabulous." I was overwhelmed at
what seemed to me an historical moment.
I left them alone. The image stays in my
memory.

Monday, Aagust 20

Festival's over. Came and went so
fast. Worked in the office today, then to
Grand Rapids to meet L at the airport. We
decided to stay overnight at a hotel. God-
dess. A real bed, and a bathtub. We are so
used to tent life that we whisper when we
are alone in our room.

Tuesday, Rugusl 2/

I dread going back to The Fishbowl.
Why am I doing this? Got back in time for
the end of the wrap up meeting. Many
women are leaving today; it's the end of
the ten-day crews.

Wednesday, August 22

Another crew mediation. Tempers
wear thin as these two co-coordinators
want to get work done, and done their
way, while workers want more autonomy
in planning their own work. Is this a
structural problem? A control issue? Is it
a communications problem? I watch
women saying all the wrong things to
each other. We managed to patch it up,
but today it's just a bandaid.

Thuriday, August 23

Alix is leaving tomorrow with the
car. I packed up most of my stuff to send
back with her. It's a day off day and many
women went off land to a big dinner.
Deborah Lea and I drove to town to a res-
taurant.

Priday, August 24

Things are getting quiet. Many
women have left. There are only about a
hundred of us left, and it doesn't even
feel like that many. I'm supposed to leave
next Wednesday, but there's very little left
for me to do, and I don't know how much
more of this place I can stand. I decided
to fly out Monday morning.

Salurday, August 25

Kim and I began to pack up the
Worker Support tent. Put inventory in
boxes and cleaned. At night there was a
workers' meeting at Worker Support.
About fifty women showed up and dis-
cussed workers' rights, collectivity, a
workers' union, the history of workers at
the festival. Could the workers share the
profit and be part of the decision-making
process? Can it ever happen here? I'm
sorry that so many workers have already
gone home, but glad that this meeting
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