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There' s been a 
lot of talk lately of 

defining our generation, this 
generation of late 20's, early 30's, non 

baby boomer slackers. They call us Generation X.
They talk about our difficulty committing to jobs, 

difficulty taking on responsibilities, difficulty becoming 
adults. But there has been very little talk about Generation 

XX, the women slackers, the girls having a difficult time becoming 
women, and the adult fears that are particular to being female: 

having children, fear of becoming "spinsters," dealing with men who 
can’t "commit," being way more than two boys away from being virgins, 

aging and our body image, to name a few. There are a ton of women's,
magazines out there, but they all seem to tell us that being an adult woman 
is a major bummer. They tell us to exercise, just say no, decorate your 
apartment, get a facial, diet diet diet, how to deal with the married man, how 
to deal with the single man, cooking, how to keep your man, how to avoid sexual 
harassment at. the office, how to avoid date rape, etc. Only Sassy magazine, 
devoted to the newly found freedom and sexuality of the teenage girl, seems to 
understand that being a girl can be really fun. That being independent is a cool 
thing, that girls make great friends, that boys are only part of the story, that 
the way you look doesn't matter all that much and that beauty comes in many 
shapes and colors, that you buy clothes because it's fun to buy things you 
like, fun to listen to music that floats your boat, excellent super fun to 
say yes to cute boys, yes to wild car rides, and yes to life. Those of
us older girls who get off on reading Sassy do it as a sort of guilty 
pleasure: sure, it makes us feel good, but it also makes us feel like 
losers because the only magazine we can relate to is meant for 
teenagers! One by one we think to ourselves: why didn't I grow up 
to be the type of woman who relates to Mademoiselle or Essence?

What kind of weirdo am I? And mostly, we get to feeling 
really lonely, and really afraid. We are the

women who were raised on feminism, who pitied our 
mothers for being choicelessly house bound, 

and looked down on those girls we 
went to high school with



who got married 
to the first guy they 

fucked, had kids, and worked in shoe 
stores. We wanted to have choices, to have 

careers, to not be tied down, to hold onto our 
freedom, and to become sexually "experienced." And we 

were sure that neither our gender nor our race would stop 
us. But somewhere, somewhere in our girl brains the idea had 

been planted—  when we were young, when we watched the Brady 
Bunch, when we were forced to take "home making" while the boys took 

"shop"- that we would, of course, be married to successful men and be 
ready to have families by the time we were, well, at least definitely by 

the time we were thirty!! Instead we find ourselves nearing or past
thirty, still in dating hell, still trying to figure out our sexual 
identities, still sleeping too late, forgetting to do the fucking laundry and 
wearing dirty underwear, not knowing how to cook, worrying about the 
electricity being turned off again, being in debt to our creditors, not having 
any savings, and hearing the TICK TICK TICK of our goddamned biological clocks. 
When we were in our early twenties we thought that that biological clock and 
"juggling career and family" stuff was yuppie bullshit for women who. wore beige 
stockings or relaxed their hair. We knew better. We would figure it all out, 
in our own radical bohemian thrift store ways. Surely it would happen to us in 
its own time. Surely we 'd figure out what we wanted to be when we grew up. 
Surely. And yet it hasn't. We  haven't figured it out. And now here we
are. But look around you— there are a lot of us here. Lots and lots of us. 
It's not just me, it's not just you, there are a whole heap of us late 
twenties early thirties groovy girl women. And we need to hear each 
other. We need to help each other. We need to laugh at each other.

We need to speak to each other. So speak. We wanna read
you. We wanna recognize ourselves and laugh. We wanna have 

fun. We wanna get mad. We wanna BUST! l o v e ,
your editors, the left one& the rightone
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Tales of M e
by 

Betty 
boob

There is something

v e r y  f a m i l i a r  a b o u t  t h e  r e f l e c t i o n i n  

t h e  m i r r o r . . .  i t  i s  a n  i m a g e  o f  a g i r l ' s  

f a c e . . .  a s  I  g a z e ,  I  r e a c h  o u t  t o t o u c h  

t h i s  f a c e . . .  a n d  d i s c o v e r  t h a t w h i l e  

t h e  s k in  i s  s t i l l  v e r y  s o f t ,  I  c a n s e e  t h e  

la u g h  l in e s  a r o u n d  t h e  m o u t h g r o w in g  

d e e p e r ,  t h e  b i g  r o u n d  e y e s g e t t i n g  

o ld e r ,  m a y b e  e v e n  w i s e r ,  a s  t h e d a y s  

s e a m l e s s ly  m e r g e  i n t o  o n e  a n o t h e r . . .

I  a m  c o n v i n c e d  t h i s  p e r s o n  i s  a  g i r l :

s h e  is  sm a ll  in  s iz e , fu r th e r  a c c e n tu a t in g

t h e  g ir l is h  a p p e a r a n c e  a n d  h e r c lo t h e s  

a r e  r a t h e r  w r i n k l e d  a n d  o v e r w o r n . . .  

I  a lm o s t  w a n t  t o  r e a c h  o u t  a n d b r i n g  

h e r  c lo se  to  m y  b re a st  a n d  te ll h e r  in  m y  

m o s t  s o o t h i n g  m a t e r n a l  v o i c e , t h a t  

e v e r y t h in g  is  g o in g  t o  b e  o k a y . . .  a n d s o  

I  d o ,  I  r e a c h  o u t  t o  t h e  r e f l e c t io n a n d  

a m  s o r e ly  d i s a p p o in t e d  b e c a u s e a f t e r  

a l l ,  t h e  m i r r o r  i s  a  p i e c e  o f  g la s s , a n d  

t h a t  i m a g e  e n t r a p p e d  i s  t h a t  o f m y  

o w n ... I a m  th at g irl! Y e t  

a c c o r d i n g  t o  m y  c h r o n o l o g i c a l  a g e  

(29 y i k e s ! )  a n d  m y  m o t h e r ,  I  a m  a  

w o m a n . S o  w h a t  a m  I  r e a l l y ?  T o  b e  

h on est w i t h  y o u ,  s o m e t i m e s  I  r e f e r  t o  

m y se lf a s  a  g i r l  a n d  s o m e t i m e s  I  c a l l  

m yse lf a w o m a n .  S o m e t im e s  I  f e e l  l ik e  

a girl - I s t i l l  k e e p  a  b a t t a l io n  o f  s t u f fe d  

an im als p e r c h e d  p r e c a r io u s ly  o n  t o p  o f  

each o t h e r  in  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  m y  r o o m ,  I  

still e a t  w ith  m y  f in g e r s  in s te a d  o f  u s in g

s i lv e r w a r e ,  a n d  I  s t i l l  d o n 't  m a k e  m y

b e d .  S o m e t i m e s  I  f e e l  l i k e  a  w o m a n  

- I h a v e  m y  o w n  a p a r t m e n t ,  I  h a v e  m y  

own d o g ,  a n d  I  n e v e r  h a v e  t o  m a k e  m y  

own

bed. S o m e t i m e s  I  f e e l  l i k e  I  a m  l i v i n g  

so m eo n e e l s e 's  l i f e .  S o m e t im e s  I  w is h  I  

had s o m e o n e  e ls e 's  l i f e .  I  s t i l l  w e a r  t h e

s a m e  r a t t y  j e a n s  I  b o u g h t  f i v e  y e a r s

a g o  a n d  I  s t i l l  w e a r  c o m b a t  b o o t s .

S o m e t i m e s  I  w e a r  a  d r e s s  w i t h  ( b l a c k )

s t o c k i n g s  a n d  h i g h  h e e l s .  M o s t  o f  t h e

t im e  I  d r e s s  in  m y  o w n  s ty le ,  a  h a p h a z a r d

m is m a t c h e d  w a r d r o b e , m o s t ly  s e t  in  d a r k

hues so  that the ketchup stains w ill n o t sh o w ... 

it  is  a  w a rd ro b e  I  h a v e  sp e n t y e a r s  t r y in g  to  

c u lt iv a te , a  w a r d r o b e t h a t  i s  a  w in d o w  t o  

m y m in d  fram e. S o m e t im e s , I  f r o l ic  a r o u n d  

m y ap artm en t b u c k  n e k k e d  a n d  I  n e v e r  g e t  

yelled at!! S o m e tim e s  I  w o n d e r  w h a t m y  

life  w o u ld b e  l ik e  i f  I  h a d  a  m o r t g a g e  a n d  

a savings a c c o u n t .  M o s t  o f  t h e  t im e  I  c a n 't  

find t h e  k e y s  t o  m y  a p a r t m e n t  a n d  p r a y  

that m y  p a y c h e c k  w ill c le a r  so  th a t I  c a n  b u y

s o m e t h in g  t o  e a t  t h e  n e x t  d a y .  I  h a v e m y  

sh a re  o f in te re s ts , h o b b ie s  a n d  a w h o le  s le w  

o f u n fin ish ed  p ro jects th at I w ish  I  c o u ld  fin d  

the tim e to attend to. So m etim es I w ish  I co u ld  

h a rn e ss m y e n e r g y  a n d  ju s t  g e t  d o w n  a n d  

do it. You s e e  s o m e t im e s  I  ju s t  w a n t  to  p la y  

and so m etim es I ju st  w an t to  w o rk . I  s u p p o s e  

w h at it  co m e s  d o w n  to  is  th a t th e  d ich o to m y

o f m e  is  w h a t  m a k e s  m e  w h o  I  a m  

a n d  a llo w s  m e t o  f e e l  c o m f o r t a b le  in  t h e  r e a lm  o f  m y  

g ir l  m in d  w h i le e x i s t i n g  i n  t h e  f r a m e  o f  a  w o m a n . . .  

I  a m  a  g i r l / w o m a n , g u i l t  f r e e  a n d  d a m n  p r o u d  o f  

i t . . .  I  a m  w o r k i n g  o u t  t h e k i n k s ,  b u t  I  s t i l l  h o p e  

t h a t  I  w i l l  n e v e r  r e a l ly  b e  w r in k le f r e e . . .  I  a m  p a r t  o f  

s o m e t h in g  s w e l l  a n d  fa m il ia r  a n d s t r a n g e  a n d  s c a r y . . .  

p a r t  o f  a  g i r l / w o m a n  s i s t e r h o o d  w h o m a y  o r  m a y  n o t  

b e  c o n f u s e d ,  w h o  m a y  o r  m a y  n o t  b e s e a r c h i n g  

f o r  a n s w e r s ,  w h o  m a y  o r  m a y  n o t  b e  f e d  u p w i t h  

g l o s s y  m a g a z i n e s  p e r p e t u a t i n g  m y t h s  a b o u t  t h e

b o d y  e l e c t r i c  a n d  s u b m i s s i v e  s e x u a l  r e l a t i o n s h i p s .

S o  a s  I  t u r n  b a c k  t o  g a z e  a g a i n  a t  t h e  g i r l  

t r a p p e d  in t h e  s i l v e r  g l a s s ,  a s  r e v e l a t i o n  s o o t h i n g l y  

c o m f o r t s  m y f e a r s ,  I  f e e l  l i g h t h e a r t e d  a n d  g i d d y . . .  

A n d  t h e  g i r l ,  s h e d o e s  n o t  s e e m  s o  t r a p p e d  t o  m e  

a n y m o r e . . .  h e r  i m a g e g r o w s  s m a l l e r  a n d  s m a l l e r  

a s  s h e  d o e s  h e r  o w n  S n o o p y d a n c e ,  b l e n d i n g  

i n t o  t h e  h o r i z o n  w i t h  t h e  o t h e r g i r l / w o m e n  o f  

h e r  m i n d 's  e y e . . .  s h e  b e c k o n s  m e ,  c a l l i n g m e  o u t  

t o  j o i n  h e r . . .  c o m e  o n  B e t t y  i t 's  o k a y ,  s h e  s a y , f u c k  

y o u r  A M E X  b i l l ,  c o m e  p l a y  w i t h  m e . . .

I  t h in k  I  w i l l . . .  G o  p la y ,  t h a t  i s .



T h e  L i f e t i m e
C h a n n e l

by j a n e  H a n o v e r

What is with the 
Lifetime Channel? Every week, the plot of 
their Movie of the Week goes something like 
th is : Mare Winning ham, unloved and 
undereducated, gets slapped around by her 
two-timing husband Tom Skerrit. And P.S., 
they're taking her kids away. +  Here are 
highlights of another recent Lifetime movie.
Two happy parents are watching their kid, 
the  adorable skateboarding whiz, in a 
skateboarding competition. The competi­
tion over, the happy family strolls away.
Somehow the kid gets away from the par­
ents. Suddenly, a few fast cuts later, the kid 
Is hit by a car. But not quickly, no. The kid, 
fo r miles it seems, is dragged along the 
asphalt. He is caught under the car. The 
parents are screaming. The kid is scream­
ing. And the driver of the car? He is blaring 
Motley Crue and sweating like a pig so we 
know he is a bad seed on drugs. For the 
rest of the movie, the parents are trying to 
nail the bad seed, who is denying every- 
th in g .+  And how about the movie "Why 
Me?" starring Glynnis O'Connor? Lifetime 
plays it all the time. If you'll remember (It’s 
maybe 15 years old) it’s about a woman who 
suffers through a hideous car accident in 
which she goes through her windshield and, 
as a result, loses her face. In the movie, 
her husband leaves her, because he is now 
horrified by her appearance. Abandoned,
G lynnis then undergoes pa in fu l fac ia l 
reconstruction and, lovely by movie's end,
ends up with her plastic surgeon, Armande 
Assante. A happy ending! +  Let's get this 
s tra ig h t. This is supposed to be the 
" Women's" Network? A place where women 
(the "sensitive" sex) can turn for comfort in 
a, at times, horrible world? I've never been 
more depressed in my life than I was after 
seeing “Why Me?" or just the promo for the 
Mare Winningham movie. (What’s the deal 
with Mare Winningham, anyway? In real life, 
doesn 't she have, like, eight kids? And 
wouldn’t those eight kids be traumatized 
forever by turning on the Lifetime Network 
and watching mommy get slapped around or 
stuffed into a car trunk every other week?)+
Lifetime's programming choices don’t  make 
much sense. Its movies make thoughtful people feel terrible. What's the prevailing line of 
thinking here? That women love that feeling? That they'd want to see movies like that so 
they can get together afterwards and talk about how horrible they feel over Cafe Vienna? 
or maybe the thought is that women want to see movies that show lives that are worse 
than their own. "Aw, sure I work in a diner 60 hours a week; but at least I don’t have a 
two-timing husband, Tom Skerrit, stuffing me in a car trunk." +  And the promos. 
Eeeeuuwww. There's the one about "L. A. Law". It says, over 30 seconds, that the reason 
to watch it is because of the cute men. Yes, that’s why the show was critically lauded. 
Cause of Jimmy Smits’ butt. * That line of thinking has been getting women' s ire up for 
years. "Yo! ‘Three's Company’s ’ on! Check out the hooters!" or, seasonally, “Come 
to Cancun!” where (a picture tolls us) tho women have giant breasts. Can’t

Lifetime use a different tact? Do they 
have to aim their promos at morons? 
+ Even their more general promos 
are in su ltin g . Their “ L ife tim e  
Understands That Life Can Be Tough 
fo r Women . . . ” prom os. They’ re 
pa tron iz ing . What if  B lack 
Entertainment Television (BET) ran 
similarly thought-out promos? They'd 
begin: "' The Man' get you down 
today? ... BET understands" or 
"Still unemployed? BET understands 
..." +  Add to this the horror of tho 
Lifetime Saturday afternoon movie. 
It's now promoted as part of "Mood 
Swing Saturday". Yes, now you can 
see a movie presented under tho 
auspices of a woman's most derided 
tra it! (Assuming it exists.) If you 
want to put women in their place, why 
not ju s t  call it "S tup id  Woman 
Saturday" and get it over w ith? +  
Enough haranguing. The th ing  is 
Lifetime wouldn’t be hard to fix. Step 
one. They should get rid of th e ir 
condescending prom os. Whip up 
some promos tha t celebrate good 
programming and call it a day. Step 
two. Get hold of good programming. 
Much of the ir s tu ff is good ("The 
Days and Nights of Molly Dodd", 
" L. A. Law", " thirty something" etc.) 
but it should be cushioned by things 
other than "Battered Woman: My 
Man’s been Cheating On Me" movies. 
(Not that there’s anything wrong with a  
movie like that ONCE IN A WHILE, but 
enough is enough —  e ith e r tho  
program m ers over the re  have no 
imagination whatsoever or someone's 
working out some majorly personal 
stuff at the viewers’ expense. Really, 
now. I t ’ s tim e th a t M are
Winningham' s black eye was allowed 
to heal.) +  Need a reminder of tho 
genuinely terrific movies of the last 
sixty years? How about cribbing from 
American Movie Classic's expansive 
library and running some Katherine 
Hepburn or Rosalind Russell or Bette 
Davis or Grace Kelley or Audrey 
Hepburn or Barbara Stanwyck movies? 
(Not to  say tha t only older movies 
have value. The 70’s and 8 0 ’s both 
had th e ir  share o f g rea t m ovies 
starring Jane Fonda, Faye Dunaway, 
Barbra Streisand or Meryl Streep to 
name a few.)* Step three. Have fun. 
What’s a "Women's" Network without 
a festival of the classic "Woman in  
Jeopardy" movies of the last twenty 
years? If a bunch of Linda Blair gems 
from the last two decades were being 
unfurled, I guarantee people would 
show up.+ O.K. Enough. The point is 
made. I t ’ s ju s t with the state o f 
network t.v., it ’s natural to want this 
good idea (a, um, “ W om en’s "  
Network") to live up to its potential. 
And really, how hard would that be?



"them," and to me those few 
a re  l i k e  a d ru g , l i k e  
incense , they seem to be more 
than m o r t a l , they  a re  
a rch a n g e ls ,  they are a band 
of e v i l  angels , they are pure 
and enormous and powerful and 
most s e d u c t iv e  o f a l l  they 
d o n 't  seem to need women. 
those are the few (the brave, 
the proud) who do not belong 
to e i th e r  the world of "them" 
or o f " u s . "  + i 'm  t h i r t y  
years old and i ' v e  been doing 
th is  mating dance fo r  almost 
h a l f  o f  my l i f e  and yo u 'd  
th ink that men would s t a r t  to 
make more sense to me, that 
th e y 'd  begin  to seem l e s s  
l i k e  a l i e n s ,  but in s tead , the 
opposite has happened. I am 
more con fused  by them now 
than I ever have been. they 
walk among us , but they are 
not l i k e  u s .  i t ' s  l i t t l e  
wonder that with th is  kind of 
a t t i tu d e  i t ' s  hard fo r me to 
get dates . + but I don't know 
what e lse  to d o .  when I was

younger boys held out the promise of so 
much love and fu l f i l lm e n t  and excitement 
and adventure, but then my heart got bro­
ken, and i t  got broken again , and a f t e r  I 
c r ied  and f e l t  l ik e  a zombie for a week or a 
month or a year I got o p t im is t ic  again and 
got a l l  in to  some guy and then got my 
heart broken again . and now I have t h is  
t h i r s t  fo r  a boyfr iend , fo r  a man in my 
bed, fo r  a man to overwhelm me, overcome 
me, or j u s t  come ove r . but then I know i t  
means that the crying i s  going to have to 
come again and the fear and the s t i f l i n g  
fe e l in g  of lo s ing  myself and of fe e l in g  
l i k e  a fool fo r  loving the a l i e n .  i 'm  
t h i r t y  and i'm  ju s t  exhausted by i t .  I 
don't th ink  humans were ever meant to be 
kept in  a holding pattern of adolescent 
angst fo r  t h i s  long — and a f t e r  a w h i le  
som eth ing  happens to u s ,  som eth ing 
changes, something ju s t  gives up. + and 
l i k e  a r io t  gi r l  or a g i r l  who got her 
f a v o r i t e  toy taken away I want to put on 
combat boots and have a screaming, th rash ­
ing , temper tantrum about a l l  of t h is  d i s ­
appointment and a l l  of th is  anger and sad­
ness . I want to lash out against some­
th ing , but there i s  nothing to r e a l l y  h i t  
a g a in s t ,  my fu ry  i s  muffled by so ft  cushiony

"acceptance ,"  an attempt to grow older 
g r a c e f u l l y ,  w ith o u t  m a l ic e  or h a t r e d ,  
because there  are so many of them I am 
angry with that ju s t  to s t a r t  th ink ing of 
i t  makes me exhausted. but mostly my fu ry  
i s  tempered by my f e a r ,  which seems to 
have made a more comfortable and permanent 
p lace  fo r  i t s e l f  in s id e  of me over the 
ye a rs .  + i'm pissed o ff  because this was a l l  
supposed to be so much fun. being single and 
fro l ick in g  on the beach and drinking sunkist 
or having quick dark sex and walking home at 
dawn with your ha ir  smelling of a strangers' 
semen, not having to worry about being "tied 
down" by a husband or a kid, free to pursue 
our "careers ,"  an ultimate fu l f i l lm e n t ,  boys 
would be there, romance would be there, i t  
was a l l  a g iven. a f te r  a l l ,  single people 
have more freedom and more sex and more 
romance, r ight? + w e ll ,  maybe boys do. a l l  I 
know i s  that my g i r l f r i e n d s  and I gather 
together on a regular basis to mourn or laugh 
over the la te s t  romantic f ia sc o  or lack  of 
one, wh ile  we get o ld e r ,  our b io lo g ica l  
c locks t i c k in g ,  worrying about how we're 
ever going to get the boy thing r ig h t  in 
time to have a baby. and we're getting  
more p e s s im is t ic  by the day. suddenly we 
see our fu t u r e s  as a m yste r io us  b la ck  
ho le , because we may not end up being part 
of a f a m i ly  p o r t r a i t  l i k e  we'd a lw ays  
expected, and may instead be hanging out 
and dating and eating doritos and worrying 
about our th ig h s  u n t i l  w e 're  n i n e t y . + 
but i f  th a t 's  how i t s  gonna be, then I want 
to s ta r t  planning for i t  now. because I 
don't want to l iv e  out the rest of my l i f e  
trying to s t i f l e  a tantrum. and I want help 
in the planning — because there are a lot of us 
who are t r y in g  to f ig u re  t h i s  out. the 
lone l iest  thing abut th is  i s  feeling l ik e  i'm 
the only one to be going through i t ,  that a l l  
the rest of us did end up with the l iv e s  we

were raised to believe we'd have, 
that there's something wrong with 
me for not being there. but I 
know that many of us who did get 
married got divorced a few years 
la t e r ,  and that some of us who 
are having babie s  now no longer 
feel they can really f i t  them­
se lves  into a family  p o r t r a i t . 
i t ' s  c le a r  that the l i v e s  we 
thought we'd aren 't  even a
p o s s i b i l i t y .  we are the 
s t ro n g ,  i n d epende n t ,  sm art ,  
th in k in g ,  laughing females who 
l i k e  to be labeled "women" but 
think of ourse lves as g i r l s ,  l i v ­
ing in apartments that we c a l l  
our "rooms," loving and los ing  
and beginning to g ive  up our 
g ir lhood  idea that  w e ' l l  ever 
become comfortable being a "grown 
up," that we'll always feel l ik e  
"g ir l f r ie n d s"  even i f  we become 
wives, that w e 'l l  feel probably 
s t i l l  feel l ike  children even i f  
we ever become mothers, and that 
w e ' l l  always need to have our 
f r i e n d s  a round  to go out  
and p la y  w i t h .
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t h is morning I must have seen 
at least 40 or 50 males. I 
mean, I know I must have 
passed them while I was in 
t h e  park walking my dog, on 

my way to the subway, on the 
platform , in the subway tun­
nels, in the croissant shop, 
on the s tr e e t ,  in the eleva­
to r .  but i 'm  not rea ll y 
sure. because, even though 
they must have been there, I 
d id n 't  re a lly  see them. I 
remember there was an older 
man on the subway standing 
next to me. I remember him 
because the t ra in  was very 
crowded. we were strap-hang­
ing beside each other when a 
se a t became a v a ila b le  in 
fro n t of us. I f e l t  l ik e  
s i t t in g ,  but he was about 60 
years old and t ir e d  l ooking, 
and I thought i 'd  le t  him s i t  
down. he d i d n 't ,  though . 
that seat stayed empty for a 
whole stop un til some g i r l ,  
younger than me, sat down. I 
remember the man because I 
fe l t  a l i t t l e  angry at him 
— why the hell d id n 't  he s i t  
down, anyway? I ju s t don 't 
understand them. + I d e f i ­
n ite ly  remember seeing women 
t oday, though. there was the 

passed out looking one t r ying
to squeeze her way onto 

the S tra in , the younger one 
who d id n 't  even try  and 
resigned h e rse lf  to waiting 
for the next tra in , the g irl 
with a lo t of curly hair who 
was walking on the s tre e t in 
f ro n t  of me, the woman I 
always see at the cro issan t 
shop who has p e n c i l - th in  
plucked eyebrows and who 
always looks stoned , th ere  
were the three FIT students

with th e ir  book bags and home-made c lo thes, 
there was the g irl carrying the book that 
looked in te re s tin g  (but I don 't remember 
what the book was anymore). I always feel 
an immediate connection with women, an 
id e n t i f i c a t io n ,  a se c re t shared fee lin g  
tha t we are from the same p lanet, and in 
our momentary eye contact there is  a recog­
n ition  that suggests that we understand we 
are part of the same underclass, the same 
underground army. + but the boys and men I 
saw today a ll passed before my eyes as part 
of a large b lu r, a grayish-bluish blur of 
ta l ln e s s  and movement and largeness and 
stubble, a blur of black shoes and pants 
and jackets and short dark hair punctuated 
only occasionally by a pa ir of glasses or a 
hat. the men seem to be interchangeable, 
lik e  extras in the movie that i s  my l i f e  
— the same guy who played the guy on the subway

platform la te r  reappears 
as the guy driving the cab or 
the guy crossing the s tre e t  
beside me on the way home. 
and they a ll seem to be in 
b lack  and w h ite . +  I  do 
remember, however, one guy I 
saw today. I was walking to 
a f r i e n d ’s house in  the  
evening, and a ta l l  boy with 
a blonde ponytail was coming 
out of a grocery sto re . I 
saw him immediately, I saw 
him in slow motion, pan to 
close-up of his face, I saw 
th a t  h is  te c h n ic o lo r  blue 
eyes were looking at mine 
and for a second and I could 
feel the scent of his h a ir  
and I wondered where he was 
going and i t  seemed that to 
smile at him or follow him 
could p o ss ib ly  change the 
e n tire  direction of my l i f e  
but I kept w alking and I 
d id n 't  turn back to see i f  he 
was tu rn ing  to look a t me 
s t i l l .  I  kept walking and I 
figured  he was probably on 
h is way to v is i t  his g i r l ­
friend , anyway. + in my l i f e  
men seem to be p e rpe tually  
re le g a te d  to the s ta tu s  of 
"them" in the cosmic "them" 
and "u s ." i t ' s  as though my 
se n se s , through e v o lu tio n , 
had been finely tuned to only 
seeing a few out of the mass­
es of them, the same way my 
c a t a u to m a tic a l ly , a lm ost 
despite  himself, chases a f te r  
objects that are of a p a r t ic ­
u lar shape and speed. there 
a re  only a few who break 
through the hazy f ie ld  of

f e a r  o f  a  b o y  p l a n e t

b y  C e l i n a  H e x
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BLO W  J O BS, L I P S T I C K ,  SI D EKICKS
so I was listening to the Jesus Lizard the other day and this one 
song about getting head was working a strange magic on me. I 
round myself identifying with the singer - actually identifying 
with a guy talking about a blow job! What the fuck! What I 
heard in his voice was a ragged ambivalence towards desire and 
power and need and disgust. And since I have a very a complex,
uneasy relationship to blow jobs, as do many of my women friends
something about being silenced, about dick IN YOUR FACE as if  i t 
would obliterate your identity with its demand giving head is not 
a part of my fantasy life .. . but on this one day, while listening 
to the tape and staring absently at my painting, I found myself in 
a reverie imagining an ecstatic fellation of the current object of 
my desire. It was the first time I had ever even conceived of 
pure erotic pleasure, for me, in sucking dick. There's the plea­
sure of giving, yes, and of pleasing your lover, but never whole­
hearted erotic lust — joy sensation — connection unity — transcendence. 
I think it was because the voice in the Lizard gave me a way in to 
see what it's like to be a men who' s not all that happy that he 
is, at that moment, just a dick, feeling as helpless and fragile 
and fragmented as I have ever felt. And since the object of my
desire seems to be a sweet and vulnerable boy who protects himself 
with walls as much as I have ever done, who probably feels fragile 
and fragmented and scared in the midst of his lust, this boy with 
a dick in my fantasy was unlike any other boy with a dick I have 
ever thought of or fantasized about. He wasn't the other, he was 
like me, he was of the sane emotional ocean. I could get off on 
giving him head because the power relationship I see everywhere in 
the sexual battleground was not in effect, I was free from domina­
tion by the man. It gave me utmost delight, having him this 
way, in the trust my fantasy gave us, and there was joy in my 
downing awareness that I was, for the first time, attaining the 
most romantic erotic ecstatic orgasm in an act that had always 
meant alienation to me. so there were these two girls who went
to a different art school who put on red lipstick, when nobody did 
that, looking like they were putting on their mothers' lipstick as 
an attack on their mothers' sexuality — they were owning their sexu­
ality. This was when I was s t ill a virgin. Kate once started 
cutting off her hair in the staff bathroom when she was supposed 
to be behind the front register, md she hacked i t off in pieces 
the same way she danced around the bookshelves after closing, with 
a ferocity and desire for living fast I'd never seen before, care­
less of how it  looked. I was intimidated — these girls were 
aggressively trying on personas md being hard while I stood in my 
usual indistinct haze on the sidelines. They brought their own 
tapes to play after hours, of bands I hardly knew about, and they 
played this me Talking Heads tape all the time..."the world moves 
on a women's hips" - I thought that was about Kate, i t wasn't ever 
my own hips the world moved on. There was freedom in her dissat­
isfaction with things, in her impatience, in her demand, that I 
see now had to do with a sense of entitlement. They owed her 
something, and she was going to take it  from them, whoever they 
were (as it turned out, she was of European aristocracy.) Her 
clothes were the most audacious statement of art girl sexuality I 
ever saw. She scared me, she awoke fears I didn't know I had. I 
was a numb one, and I was just finding that out. Art students
dress to show their unique freedom from conformity and of course 
fall into the conformity of nonconformity. In the oppressive art 
school I went to there wasn't much rebellion and I didn't have to 
develop a counter-rebellious style, I s t ill wore the excessively 
large, dark clothing I had dragged out of the Salvation Army and 
my father's closets in high school. It  wasn't until I broke id  
with my mega boyfri end years later that I started to wear the 
clothes now necessary to my happiness, and maybe that's because I 
felt that I had won back my sexuality from him and from that rela­
tionship after titanic struggle and final escape. I went out and 
bought loud colors, tight dresses, and I found that bright orange 
made me feel fucking great. When I dance I do it with an abandon 
I never felt within the proscribed range of my identity then. 
It's my sexuality and it's free- it's not attached. Unfortunately,

B Y  G I R L
not to anyone or anything. It's been a couple of years and my fears of never clicking with

anyone ever again (though the fact that clicking with the mega b.f. nearly killed me probably 
makes me avoid a repeat experience) sometimes find expression in my anxiety that I am a soli­
tary freak, a female without an equivalent male, no belongingness possible. I am the one, a ll 
men are the Other, but none of them are my other. Now my way of dressing, regardless of the 
primal pleasure i t gives me, seems an expression of my feelings of un-belonging, but I try to 
be brave in showing the world that I embrace my status as a freak, dressing to fu lfill no 
one's expectations, to attract no one, without hope of signaling to my equivalent because he 
does not exist. So I won back my sexuality but now I've got it  and I can't  get rid of i t. I 
mean I can't share it  with anybody. Except maybe now I might be able to, now that I've done 
the Vulvan mouth- mind meld with a boy and his dick, maybe now I can. I am a little  con­
fused by my sidekick thing. I have had a thing about sidekicks as long as I can remember. 
The first person I ever said I wanted to marry was Mr. Green jeans, a ta ll, skinny, possibly 
mute apparition on the Captain Kangaroo show, who slew my three-year-old heart mostly by being 
weird, passive and mysterious. The way I remember it , he would just show up in his presumably 
(on b/w TV) green farmer's duds, get a warm welcome from his friend the Captain, do a little  
soft shoe routine, smile sweetly and disappear without explanation. The more mysterious 
otherworldly the sidekick, the better I like him — in fact, all sidekicks share a certain other
ness that appeals to me enormously. They're almost exclusively ethnic, exotic, third-world, 
or not even human. For example, the next sidekick I wanted to marry was of the vegetable 
kingdom (the Scarecrow), the first to arouse my pre pubescent sexual interest was Asian (Bruce 
Lee as Kato, the Green Hornet's chauffeur), my most admired individual in the universe was 
Vulcan and my first conscious role model was a woman (Mrs Peel). I'm enthralled by their 
occult wisdom and zen like calm, their grace, quiet competence, humble stoicism, and steadfast 
refusal to take credit for their great heroism in the supporting role. They are all-observant 
yet never need to have all the answers. They represent the female principle to the hero's 
male principle-sympathetic, introverted, passive, receptive, dark, the yang to the blue-eyed 
white boy yin. They are the archetypal outsider. I probably identify with sidekicks partly
because I was the baby of the family, always dominated by my older sister, unempowered end 
without autonomy; I have a natural inclination to staid outside the main action, content to 
watch but ready to join in on an auxiliary basis. I was most comfortable when alone in my own 
little  world, hating group activities, the inescapable dai ly reality of a family with eight 
children. Despite my i llusion that I was a total loner, I always had friends, and my friends 
were always more aggressive, more precocious, and usually bossy. I was pleased to acquiesce, 
partly because of the unwritten cardinal rules in my family: (1) be nice (2) be helpful (3) 
get along at a ll costs (4) don't make waves. In gym class, the only sport I didn't  detest was 
field hockey, because I got to play the alley, which basically meant running endlessly back 
md forth along the sidelines, far from the fray, following the action but never touching the 
ball. I loved books about blind, deaf, or otherwise "different" and somehow isolated people, 
and throbbed with empathy for all underdogs (including underdog). Heroes to me were mainly 
arrogant assholes, know-it-alls, fascists, arrogant tramplers all over other peoples' patch­
es, as insensitive as j ocks and popular kids; I couldn't relate, never wanted to participate-
I guess I preferred to watch. I have been so hung up about my own passivity I started
pushing the outside of the envelope as an artist, prodding the bruise, by actively removing 
myself from the active role in making art. I hated the machismo of the master stroke, the 
authorship of the phallus-brush, the heroic gesture. Now I don't make paintings, I help the 
paintings make themselves. I went my paintings to sag, to puddle, to secrete and flow... 
they feel like it . If  not, fine. I have made myself the sidekick to my own work. So
loving and valuing the sidekick I suppose I am affirming something essential in my nature. I 
have despaired over the fact that I've too often defined myself against other people and I 
spend a lot of time policing my codependentendencie s... but I guess if  I can't marry Mr. 
Green jeans, I should reconcile myself to being just like him.



G i r l f r i e n d ,
listen up...

b y  C a s s a n d r a  O ' K e e f e

when a man
says "I'm not good at relationships, I have
been alone for so long, maybe I'm meant to
always be alone" or "You'll probably come 
to hate me, deep down I'm a real asshole,"
ta k e  h im  a t  h is  w o rd  a n d  ru n  lik e  th e  
wind. Yes, it may be a cry for help from the
depths of a lonely soul and it never fails to
w a k e  th e  n u rtu rin g  I h a v e  e n o u g h  lo v e  
for both of us nature, but SO W HAT?! Don't
be a fool, you've fallen into this pit before,
w e a ll have. W hat w om an can resist that 
"I w a lk  a lo ne. N o  w o m an can defro st the  

iceberg that once was my heart," bit? 
Well, m a yb e  C a m ille  P a glia , b u t w h o  th e  
hell looks to her for guidance? Nope, when 
your heart sta rts  a ch in g  lis te n in g  to  th e  
woes of an unloved child, cry if you m ust, 

hold his hand, w hisper that you love him . 
A little known secret, is that this is a prim e 
situation for the  m o st fa b u lo u s se x. Y o u  
want to show him he can be loved, he wants 
to show you he is capable of love w ithout 
having to commit to it. So go ballistic, but 
the... GET THE HELL OUT! RUN AW AY! SAVE 
YOURSELF! You 're  instinct w ill be to  save 
this retched creature, your own survival won't
enter into your usually trustworthy intellect.
C'mon you want to save something? Think
big. Save the whales, save the rainforests,
th e re  is  p le n ty  o f  w o rk  o u t th e re  fo r a
compassionate heart. W hy waste 

it? Lo o k , I lo ve  m e n , I re a lly  d o . N o th in g  
makes me more weak than a beautiful boy. 
That's my problem, I want to be in love, but 
sheesh! I don 't w ant to  w o rk  that hard  at 
it. I'm not blam ing them , The 80's brought 
forth the sensitive m ale. Suddenly, it w as 
okay for th e m  to  sh a re  th e ir in n e r m o st 
thoughts, their deepest pain, their (yech!)
feelings. I have as m any m ale friends as
fe m a le  a n d  b o th  a lw a y s  a s k  th e  s a m e  
question. If women are looking for a nice guy,

sen sitive, caring, loving, etc., then w hy 
do they always go for the jerks? I'll tell you
why, because the man who will forget your
birthday, storm out when you cry, and basically

treat you like dirt is letting you know straight 
up that he is a pig. No mystery, no surprises, 
n o  "yo u  h a ve  sh o w n  m e  th e  g ift o f lo v e . 
A gift that I finally feel confident to share... 
with someone else. Happy birthday." I have 
a  s u s p ic io n  th a t  th is  w h o le  "h a d  a  b a d
childhood, (by the way, would the one person
in  th e  w o rld  th a t h a d  a  h a p p y  ch ild h o o d
please drop dead?) I am not worthy of love"
routine is really an insurance policy against
re latio nsh ips. W hen the  go ing  gets to ugh  
one can check out with their integrity in tact,
sim p ly b y  sta tin g  "w a s  co m p le te ly  h o n e st

with you from day one. I said you would
hate m e and you do. I said I w as an
asshole and I am. I gave you fair warning,
and you fell in love with m e anyway,
stupid . Th is  is  a ll your fault. H appy
Birthday."

Still not convinced? Still whining about
how  m uch he needs you? Yes, they
a re  vulnerable  and m isun derstood, 
all th e y n e e d  is  a  little  te n d e rn e s s . 
The s a m e  c o u ld  b e  s a id  fo r  m a s s  
murderers. How would you like to be a 
guest on Donahue, "W om en who love 
their serial killers." Im agine yourself 
squirming in your seat w hile a caller 
from Tuscaloosa, Alabama berates you 
for not s e e in g  th ro u g h  y o u r m a n 's  
charade of not being good enough for 
you. Or how about "Women who fall for 
forest animals" on the next Geraldo? 
You'd die of embarrassment when your 
mom called in  w eeping about how  it 
was probably her fault for taking you 
to see Bambi when you were four. It's 
not completely inconce iva b le . D e e r 
are cute, they look fragile, and terrified 
of life. B u t I  w o u ld n 't  g e t  in v o lv e d  
with one for crying 

out loud. M y  p o in t is  y o u  ju s t c a n 't  
win, but that is no reason not to play. 
When you connect with the unloved - 
and you will, w e  a re  d ra w n  to  th e m  
like moths to headlights - take it for 
all its w orth. L is te n  to  th e ir  s o n g s  
of woe, cry your e ye s o u t o ve r th e ir 
crummy childhood, take it a ll in  like  
a good book or fascinating film . They 
are sincere in their sadness, and their 
hunger for love c re a te s  th e  k in d  o f 
kissing that sends yo u r k n e e s  o n  a  
coffee break. Did I mention that the sex 
goes beyond sw ell?  Trust m e, it k ills 
you. It is romance in all its bittersweet 
glory, a n d  th a t yo u  sh o u ld  n o t d e n y 
yourself. B ut w hen  yo u  find  yo urself 
falling hopelessly in love, get lost. Start 
looking for the swine of your dreams,
they're not hard to spot. Go to a sports 
bar, drop your purse on the floor, and 
as you bend to retrieve it, if you hear, 
"Hey honey, while you're down there, 
h e h , h e h , h e h " th is  is  yo u r m a tin g  
call. No, he probably won't rem em ber 
your birthday, but he won't be whining 
a b o u t h is  n e e d s  w h ile  y o u 're o u t  
saving baby seals either.



PR IN C E

Fort unes Told Nahbie

His name was Prince  

Nahbie and I met him 

at the smallest bar in 

New York. I had just 

been bowling with my 

f r i e n d s ,  and a f te r  

grabbing a quick slice 

of p i z z a ,  we decided 

to check out a 

s u s h i /  A f r i c a n /  reggae 

bar  b i l l e d  as the 

" Smallest Bar in New 

York."  I was feeling 

tired and didn ’t real­

ly want to go. What’ s 

the point of sitting,  

waiting to meet some 

cute guy,  when you 

just  have this  gut 

feeling that h e ’ s not 

even close? as I get 

o l d e r ,  th is  thought 

f r e q u e n t l y  h its  me. 

However ,  my Gemini 

cu r io s it y  about what 

the “ Smallest  Ba r” 

looked like got to me 

that n i g h t ,  so I 

agreed to go in for a 

drink.

The bar was so small, 

I had to turn sideways 

to walk through. It 

was quite  s u r r e a l .  

We stood smashed up 

against the wall for 5 

minutes, when magical­

ly three people left,  

o f f e r i n g  us a bar 

stool.  Sitting down, 

my f r i e n d s  and I 

laughed  about the 

bowling game. We all

agreed there were other “ball ” games that 

we enjoyed much more . . . .  My roommate 

began talking about something she had told 

me previously, so my eyes began to wander. 

Who knows? Maybe I ’ d spot someone cute.

I noticed a group of Jamaican men and a few 

girls  from Jersey,  but other than that? 

Then I saw an unusual looking ,  matted­

haired foreigner.  You know that feeling 

when you’ re people watching? Someone looks 

interesting and mysterious (yet at the same 

time, you would never want to talk  to 

them), but you can ’t stop glancing at them? 

Well, I glanced one too many times, and the 

foreigner came over and introduced himself 

as “Prince Nahbie” . It seemed the Prince 

was a Tarot card reader (as am I)  and even 

though he had already given his  f i n a l , 

third, reading for the night (any more than

three readings could 

be d a n g e r o u s , he 

s a i d ) ,  he would make 

an except ion  for  me 

since I was the “most 

b e a u t i f u l  f low er  he 

had ever seen.”

I knew it was a snow 

jo b ,  but I had beer  

feeling a little unap

preciated  l a t e l y ,  so 

what the h e l l .  He 

read my ca r d s .  I 

tried to be open-minded

as his t h i c k l y  

accented voice told me 

what the next s i x  

months had to o f fe r ,  

but h o n e s t l y ,  he 

d i d n ’ t t e l l  me an y ­

thing  that I h a d n ' t  

read myself. The one 

thing he kept saying, 

which bothered  me 

greatly, was “be wary 

of women — do not 

trust them, for they 

are jea lou s  of your 

b e a u t y ” . I d i d n ' t  

believe him. I have 

many female f r i e n d s  

that I trust and love 

dearly.

" I  want you to touch 

my emerald," said the 

Prince.

I snapped out of my 

subconscious scrutiny 

and looked at him .
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"Touch your what?"

Based upon his explanation, it 
seemed the Prince was willed 
down (through his extremely 
wealthy family) a multi-carat 
gem. And showing it to me 
meant great power would be 
brought to him and good luck 
to me. But first, he whis­
pered, “I must check that all 
my bodyguards are around me. 
They follow me at all times. 
My life is always in danger 
because of the great value of 
this emerald.”

The Prince arose, “consulted”

whom appeared to be regular 
patrons at the bar, then 
returned to my side, confirm­
ing that the bar was now 
“safe.” Prince Nahbie then 
proceeded to remove a leather 
cord from around his neck. 
On the end of the blackened 
leather hung an odd object —  
a huge wad of dirty, silver- 
colored duct tape. “This guy 
is really whacked,” I 
thought. But something made 
me continue to sit there, 
actually wanting to see if it 
really was an emerald.

Prince Nahbie tore the pack­
ing tape apart with his yel­
low, smoke-ridden teeth. The 
process took about 20 min­
utes. In the meantime, I sat 
there and tried to get 
involved in my friends’ con­
versations. It was too late. 
They were ignoring me. I 
knew they thought I was being 
“too nice” for talking to the 
Prince. They simply stared 
at me with one of those “You 
got yourself into this...” 
looks. I sighed, and asked 
the bartender some inane 
question to pass the time. 
Before he could respond, 
Prince Nahbie said, “I have 
it!”

I turned around in my chair 
and watched the Prince bite 
the last piece of tape off. 
He smiled broadly and pulled 
out a green stone engraved 
with hieroglyphics of some 
sort. With an air of pomp 
and circumstance, he placed 
it in my hands.

Who's to say if the “gem” was 
real or not. I doubt it, 
though. After letting me 
“touch his emerald,” Prince 
Nahbie asked for a small mon­
etary contribution. He 
claimed that even though he 
was a very wealthy man, the 
“Smallest Bar” hired him to 
do Tarot Card readings —  and 
any sort of payment (while 
the bartender was looking) 
would prove he was doing his 
job. At first I was angry 
with myself. I almost asked 
him before he read my cards 
if it was free or not, but I 
didn’t.

I reached in my wallet for a 
few dollars. Unfortunately, 
all I had was a $20 and a 
$10. I gave him the $10. I 
hoped my money would make the 
Prince leave. At that point, 
Prince Nahbie was trying to 
kiss the “beautiful flower’s” 
shoulder. The Prince took my 
money. After thanking me 
profusely, he excused him­
self. He returned five min­
utes later with a quart of 
Crazy Horse beer. So much 
for the royal Prince Nahbie. 
Looks like all I really met 
was Prince R o b b i e !





C o s m o p o li ta n  M a g a z in e  

p r e s e n t s :  T H E S A N T A  I  

KNOW  - ONE G IR L'S  IN TIM ATE

S T O R Y

by Jane Hanauer

"Oh sure," you say, "Jolly Old St.

Ni ck a fabulous lover? Yeah, right." Then again, you 
don't know the ecstasy of our nights, the urgent 
i ntimacy of our special times together. "What special 
time i s that?" you ask s ly ly. Well, I will te ll you. 
I guess I'm just about the luckiest gi rl on the face 
of the Earth, for I am i ndeed this warm and god-l i ke 
man's last stop on his frenzied round-the-world 
Christmas Eve Tour.

I remember our f irs t  meeting as though i t were yes­
terday. I t  was Christmas Eve, 1982. (I have a T-shirt 
to attest to the fact.) I was sleeping snugly i n my 
antique ki ng-si ze feather-soft bed. All at once I 
opened my eyes. I knew I wasn't alone, and yet I 
wasn't afraid. Was i t a menacing prowler I spied? No. 
A fourteen-foot boa constrictor? Not even close. Hot 
reindeer breath? Good guess. "What the devil are 
these nine tired looking reindeer doing standing i n 
my bedroom?" I thought.

Sighing with i rritation I flipped back my silky cov­
ers ( immediately catching one of my high heels on the 
clingy fabric) and got out of bed to make some snacks 
for this mystery-sent group of God's creatures. It  
was then that I saw him. Tired looking? Definitely. 
Dangerous? Potentially. It  could be no other — it was 
Santa Claus. Gathering up a ll my courage, I i ntro
duced myself.

"HI, I'm Lorraine. Your reindeer are i n my bedroom." 
His eyes appeared sad and understanding. "Are they? 
God, I'm sorry. You have to watch them every 
minute." I was nervous, but excited. "Can I get you 
something? I was just about to gather up some-" I 
fumbled, "some foliage for your friends 1n there." We 
both laughed at my helplessness. "Were you?" he 
asked, "Aw, that's nice of you." He thought for a 
moment. "Well, as long as you're going to be cooking, 
I 'd  love a BLT." "No problem," I replied , and 
strolled happily i nto the kitchen. How simple. How 
wonderful, I thought, a BLT. They just don't come any 
cuter than him. "Oh," his voice boomed effortlessly 
through my apartment, "and could you make sure that 
the bacon i s really dark? Thanks."

I was i n heaven. Quickly, while the bacon was splat­
tering, away, I went around with a bucket and plucked 
all my plants bare. I wasn't really a plant person 
anyway. After depositing the leaves before my nine 
grateful and hungry l ooki ng friends, I realized 
they'd also need something to drink. Quick as light­
ning I rummaged through my shoe closet until I came 
upon a long-unused trough, which I f i l led  with water. 
My aunt had given i t to me for my tenth birthday. 
"Thank God for foresight," I thought to myself as I 
smiled. With my reindeer friends happily dining at 
last , I returned to the kitchen.

In three minutes' time, the sandwich was made. I 
stirred up two glasses of Nestl e's Quick, put parsley 
next to the sandwich as a garnish, grabbed a couple 
of napkins, and went back out to the living room. He 
finished the sandwich 1n about 40 seconds. "That was 
delicious. Can I have another one?" he asked, his 
eyes twinkling. "No problem," I said, smiling. " I ' l l

bet you're hungry after all your work tonight." I 
walked i nto the kitchen and started preparing sand
wi ch #2. "That's not the half of i t ,"  he said, his 
legendary laugh nearly shaking the walls. At the 
time, I didn't know what he meant.

By the time I returned with the sandwich, he had 
already made himself at home. His boots stood by 
the fireplace and Chicago X was floating loudly 
from my speakers. He ate his second sandwich a 
little less quickly. "Delicious," he pronounced. "I 
haven't had a good BLT like that i n a long time." I 
blushed shyly. What could I say that would convey 
to him the joy he was causing me to feel?

"Oh, thank you. I enjoy making BLT's," I offered, 
and i mmediately regretted i t .  "What a loser," I 
thought, "he's never going to come to your house 
again, you dummy! " I was tongue-tied. But he seemed 
to understand.

"I'm sure you're wondering why I'm here," he said, fumbling for his words. 
"No, not at a l l , "  I began, but he cut me off with a gentle touch of his 
hand. "No, really ," he said. " I t ' s  extremely nice of you to make me feel so 
much at home. I don't know what i t i s; I'm just extremely tired this year."

I understood. This was a man to mother; and oh, how I longed to do so. I 
started to massage his back. As he began to relax, he told me of his 
exhausting i tinerary and of the snags he i nvariably encountered. He told me 
of his dreams and prayers for a world endlessly i n turmoil. Inwardly, I wept 
for him. Such a sweet man; was there nothing I could do?

We held hands. We were silent for a few safe moments before, magically and 
simultaneously, we began singing "Oh Holy Night." The harmony was beautiful. 
Tears ran down both our cheeks. "Oh, God, I don't know when I've been so 
happy," he whispered tearfully . I couldn't answer. My joyful sobs were my 
only reply.

It  j ust happened, that's a l l .  Before I knew it , we were both transported, as 
i f  on angels' wings, i nto my bedroom. There was never a moment's embarrass­
ment, only trust and understanding. I had to laugh when one of the reindeer 
began nuzzling our feet. We were like a family!

When i t f ina lly  happened, i t was dream-like. "Merry Christmas! " we both 
screamed at the height of ecstasy. I t  was heaven.

It  was now early Christmas morning. Sadly, we held hands to prolong the 
i nevitable. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to go," he said. I understood. He 
came from another place. Another l i f e .  "But I'm not going to forget you," he 
added as he rose to leave. "I hope you'll be here every Christmas Eve. 
You've made this Christmas very special for me."

"Me too," I nodded. And with a whistle, he was back on the roof, his rein­
deer nowhere to be seen. I t  had been the greatest Christmas of my l i f e .  Or 
should I say, the start of a great many Christmases to come.



m y groovy

I know w ithout a doubt 
that I am making inroads 
into the hierarchy of the 
New York art world when 
so many people are trying 
to use me at the same 
time. Never in my life 
has my butt been kissed 
and fondled for non sexual 
purposes and i t ’s not 
exactly stimulating in any 
sense of the word.

Let me explain: I was a 
normal suburban honor 
society loser-type with a 
bad haircut. I didn’t talk 
to people without premed­
itation until I went to col­
lege (of course, I haven't 
shut up since). This art 
thing was a natural love of 
mine which, upon decid­
ing to s ta rt my own 
gallery, became fraught 
with historic inevitability. 
Suddenly, my aesthetic  
ju d g m e n t was deem ed 
beyond reproach by down­
town a rtis t-typ e  people 
who previously blew me 
o ff as some d ile tta n te . 
These sorry morsels, often 
depicted in the work of 
artist Sean Landers, sud­
denly appeared in my new

space, bearing slides and recol­
lections of groovy times spent in 
my company in the East Village 
scene of the early eighties and 
at various Ecstasy-enhanced fun 
spots. In any case, I was con­
sidered a maverick, an am bi­
tious and b r i l l ia n t  business 
woman, a thoughtful and intelli­
gent curator, etc. You get the 
drift.

Meanwhile, at the other 
end of my body, I have 
found my mouth glued to 
the saddest most baggy 
derrieres, be longing to a 
motley assortment of crit­
ics (they d o n 't exercise 
much, you realize— they 
are intellectuals) and col­
lectors (they exercise—  
they can afford to). The 
collectors jus t strap me 
on; when it stops feeling 
good, they know it ’s time 
to cough it up. C ritic s  
can’t be brown-nosed in 
any straightforward man­
ner. They are intellectu­
als, you know. When they 
decide to grace the pages 
of the hallowed art maga­
zines with most righteous 
praise about the  low ly 
geniuses th a t I have 
uncovered, boy, I have to 
say, I am one happy 
camper. However,
until those printed words 
appear, I am m iserable 
with anticipation, and my 
artists are self-flagellating 
mutants, hungry for any 
scrap of positive response 
from anyone— except me, 
of course, since i t ’s my 
fault in the first place that



life as an art dealer

by M a r y  g o r s o nthe critics aren’t responding 
as desired.

But enough abou t these 
unholy alliances— how do I 
keep my sanity? Well, let me 
tell you, it's not easy main­
taining my dalliances with 
fun when everyone wants to 
be your best frie nd . Oh, 
th a t was last week; righ t 
now I'm  on the " B" lis t. 
Anyway, back to sa n ity—  
Fiornal, Tagamet, 9 0 2 1 0 , 
Sassy, com ic books, bad 
movies, bondage, and sleazy 
bars w ith good jukeboxes 
help to compensate for the 
tide of the overwhelmingly 
fickle art scene and the gossip

therein. I mean, when 
Brenda and K e lly  s ta rt 
so u nd ing  lik e  my la te s t 
fe u d , I re a lize  th a t L ife  
doesn't necessarily im itate 
Art, but it does bear certain 
s im ila r it ie s  to  Fox’s 
Wednesday Night lineup.

And what about the male fac­
tor? To get an idea, turn on 
" Love and War" on Mondays 
after Murphy Brown (she is one 
hell of a role model, by the 
way). S h ort, Jew ish , and 
unwashed seems to be the only 
ava ilab le  s a tis fa c tio n , and 
believe me, it wasn’t  as much 
fun as my last bad studio visit. 
After all, I had to put up with 
the same stuff in both cases. 
Bad plumbing, disgusting cats 
( I ’m allergic), boundless male

ego hindered by a big o l’ 
Oedipus complex, pompous 
lib e ra l p s e u d o  fe m in is trant
ings, bad taste in m usic, 
and, underneath it  a ll, a 
yawning lack of imagination 
in crucial areas (art or sex, 
i t ’s your guess). Need I say 
anymore on this?

So you must th ink by now 
that this is torture, this life I 
lead. Not really —  I have 
developed a strong sadistic 
streak, which is easily satis­
fied by tormenting the inno­
cent. I also remember that 
today's “ art star” is tomor­
row ’s bartender, and the 
attitudes of the asinine will 
be rewarded. Moi, I’ll
end up with a good art col­
lection, a lot of well-inten­
tioned admirers, and a deal 
with Fox to write a TV show 
about it all. Hey, it ’s better 
then carpentry!
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R E S P E C T

by Scarlett Fever

I work in a nightclub. Yesterday we were all exchanging stories about how we had spent our days off. One of the younger guys had 
brought in pictures of himself with a nude dancer he met in a club at a friend’s birthday party. It turned out one of our bouncers 
worked in a similar place. They all exchanged stories and talked the way guys do when they’re talking about beautiful women, women 
they want to fuck, or just women in general. They all agreed on one thing —  as far as the dancers went, they would have sex with 
them, but they would never date them. My friends referred to these women as skanks and ho’s. One of the guys even commented 
that he’d “beat the shit outta (his) sister before she hadda work there.”

I kept my mouth shut. I’ve kept my mouth shut whenever these kind of conversations come 
since 1984. That’s when I got out of the business. How could I tell these guys that’s what I 
did for seven years? Oh, you might think that it would help change their image of these 
dancers if I tried to force them to see them as people with lives, feelings, goals and 
dreams —  not just tits and ass. I’ve tried and the only image that changes for people that 
think that way is mine. I’m no longer looked at or treated as one of the gang but more like 
meat on a hook. Guys who previously excused themselves for inadvertently cursing in 
front of me start making both suggestive and blatant remarks, brushing up against me, and 
asking leading and direct questions about my sex life. I become someone to fuck, not 
someone to bring home to mother.

I’ve met other dancers since I left the business. We recognize each other in an almost 
secret sisterhood as a group outside the mainstream with something to hide —  something 
we haven’t totally left behind. Like war veterans, alcoholics or Jews, it’s something you 
carry inside of you fo r your entire life. At least I have. Just knowing that someone else has 
done time shaking their stuff on stage lets me know volumes about them. We’ve been 
through things that other women wouldn’t even imagine. We've seen things and known 
people that civilians only read about in the newspaper —  usually the Metro crime section.
I’ve had friends murdered and mutilated. I’ve been kidnapped and raped by pimps trying to 
turn me out. I’ve been shuffled about by mob bar owners like no more than another piece 
of furniture.

Of course, things have changed lately. Nude bars have come out of the shadows and 
become big business. Dancers and owners both spend time on nationally syndicated talk 
shows. The people I worked for and with would not be so bold. The men had names like 
Jimmy Peanuts, Max the Mumbler, Al the Weasel, Big Jackie and Jimmy Tips. The girls 
never used their real names. It was all mob run, drugs were rampant, and pimps were 
everywhere waiting to pounce. I’m sure the drugs and the pimps are still around, but they 
seem to have taken a back seat.

A lot of us women never made it out of the business —  some were murdered or simply disappeared —  

but all of those who did carry scars. Nightmares, suspicions, d istrust of o ther women, and lack of 

respect for men are but a few. We learned that the customers were only interested in our flesh and 

could be led around by their noses, and that the bosses were only interested in our flesh and how much 

money they could make off of It. As for the other dancers, we all wanted the money the customers 

were so tree with and so competition between us was encouraged. There was a lot of money but we all 
wanted as much as possible. The money corrupted me as much as the drugs and the lifestyle. I was 

taught the "power of pussy": that a man would do anything if he thought you’d fuck him in the end.

Those kind of lessons are hard to shake. They don't exactly make for warm supportive relationships.

We ex-dancers can only really talk about the experience with each other. I’m sorry to say 
that many women I’ve encountered, even in this “enlightened” age, think of us as whores 
and sluts —  traitors to the fem inist cause and threats to the ir home life. Men think it’s 
great —  they just don’t want to talk to you or take you out unless it involves getting you 
drunk and getting into your pants or, more specifically, getting a blow job.

It’s difficult to keep quiet about a seven year period of anyone's life. I’m 35. It's 1/5 of my 
life. 1/5 of my life that’s colored how I see every thing that’ s happened since. 1/5 of my life 
that’s influenced every relationship I’ve had, every love affair, every friendship since I was 
17. 1/5 of my life that society deems shameful and needful of repentance. 1/5 of my life I 
can’t explain on job applications or resumes. 1/5 of my life that I lie about most of the time 
to most people.

There are some things I would have rather not have had to go through, but I don’t want to 
change the past. I just wish people were more open-minded, that their definitions of what 
is socially acceptable in “polite society” were not so rigidly defined. I have a lot to offer, I 
learned a lot then, I am not ashamed and I can no longer keep my silence.



Fat
New
Jersey

Scum
bags
by Tabitha Rasa

As I came down the 
s ta i r s

to  catch  the t ra in

I saw someth ing t h a t  
caught

my a t t e n t io n

I saw cr ue l t y  & 
ex p lo i ta t ion

out  of the co rner  of 
my eye

I saw a couple Fat 
punks

k ick  a drunk whi le  he 
was

down & out

I saw him t r y  to rea ­
son

w i th  them

He t r ie d  to def end 
h im s e l f

As I wen t  by

I stopped & watched,  

want ing to step in 

Hal f  the height  of the

2 of them

Beat ing up on the home­
less

“ Got a prob le m ?” one

chal lenged me to com ­
ment

“ Wha- . . . ” I whispered,

pr act ica l ly ,  th ink ing

I ’ m l i t t l e  and a gi rl

But I can te l l  you’ re 
doing

something wrong even

w i th  my headphones 
on.

I wen t  on down the 
s ta i rs .

I though t  I ’ d t a l k  to 
the

t ra in  engineer—

I should do someth ing 
I thoug h t

The t ra in  was coming

Then more people came

I looked f or any of 
them

down the p la t f o rm  

They probably stopped 

I though t

and got  on the t ra in  & 

sat  down.

you can get there from
I'm  turn ing 30  this summer and when I lo o k  at my life  all I see is 

ure . I 'v e  s ta rted  a m illion  things and keep d ro p p in g  them to  s tart new 

ones. I'm  s till b ro ke  all the tim e. I haven't started a fam ily . But the 

p e o p le  I trust te ll me (o r  show me w ith the ir lives) th a t the  way it  is 

now is a b o u t as bad  as it  has to  get and therefore it  must be getting 

b e tte r  soon. Even the I Ching is now saying, "T h e  tim e  o f s tandstill is 

nearing the p o in t o f change in to  its o p p o s ite ."  "Y e a h , w e ll, it 's  about 

t im e ,"  I say. A  lo t o f inapprop ria te  e xpecta tions  come

from  my f irm ly  u p p er m id d le  class founda tion . I am my fam ily 's  anom ­

aly. M y  parents arc in te llec tua ls  —  D ad went to P rinceton and M o m  

w ent to  S tan fo rd  —  and achievers. They p ro v id e d  me w ith  an IQ  

th a t's  just shy o f genius and an a b ility  to fake it th a t translates in to  

g oo d  testing  skills and cham eleonism . I'm  an underachiever b u t snuck 

in to  an Ivy  league co llege  and d rank my way through it  and managed 

to  ge t o u t w ith  p r iv ile g e d  a t t itu d e  in ta c t ( in te lle c t ube r a lles. and 

"s e lf-w ill run r io t " ) .  I haven 't tu rned  o u t how any o f  us e xp e c te d . 

O k a y ,  I ' ve resigned m yself to  no t living a life  like  tha t o f  my parents.

I d id n 't  w ant to  fo r a long tim e, and now I do  sorta b u t it 's  to o  la te . I 

mean, I'm  no t where my mom was at my age (th re e  k ids , w ork ing  all 

the tim e, and tire d  as he ll) and I'm  not where my d a d  was e ith e r ( f irm ­

ly on the way to  a de ce n t career, setting up co llege  funds fo r us). 

The reason fo r this is p a rtly  tha t I still have to take tim e to  heal firs t, 

and p a rtly  tha t I w ant a d iffe re n t k ind  o f life. The m ost embarrassing 

part a b o u t turning th ir ty  is that I s till d o n 't  know what k ind  o f life

I w a n t! R e c e n tly  I d ro p p e d  out o f n ight schoo l to  work

on p u ttin g  a band toge the r. O n  an unrelated no te, I'v e  been try ing  to 

learn how to  p lay gu ita r. I e xpect to sing in the b a n d , m aybe w rite



h e r e . . . b u t  y o u  h a v e  t o  k e e p  y o u r  e y e s  c l o s e d

some songs; I w ant to  learn to  play 

guitar m ostly  just because I never 

thought I co u ld  u n til this year. I 

p la y  a fe w  m in u te s  e v e ry  n ig h t 

before I go to  b e d . M y  fondest 

goal is to  b u ild  up the calluses on 

my fingertips . I have no illusions 

a b o u t b e c o m in g  th e  fem ale  J im i 

H e n d rix . W hen I fin ished college 

I was g o in g  to  " b e  an a r t i s t "

(w h ich  had very l i t t le  to  d o  w ith  

s p e n d in g  a n y  t im e  m a k in g  a r t ,  

n a tc h ). W h e n  I m ade art I was

always hyperconscious o f w hat was considered  g o o d  (w h ich  now  I 

th ink m ight have just been tren d y) and tried  to  make w ork like  that. 

N ow  I hope to  p a rtic ip a te  in the arts b lankly— w ith o u t reaching fo r 

any P la ton ic idea l— -W ithout even knowing what the idea l is. I want 

just to pu t dow n some raw im prin t o f m yself, I want it to  sp ill o u t o f 

my m ind  o n to  the  page th rough  a ve ry  runny and u n o b s tru c tiv e  

m atrix. Sheesh, I'm  o b s truc ted  enough a lready. W hen I focus on 

w hat's g o o d  I c a n 't get ou t any expression o f w hat I a c tu a lly  am. 

W h a t if it  should turn ou t that "w h a t I actually  am " isn 't c o o l, h ip , o r 

trendy? I try  to reassure myself that when I find the th ing I'm  best 

suited fo r, the thing I deep dow n w ithin myself love more than a ny­

thing else, the th ing that gives me jo y , I ' l l  be great at it ,  i t ' l l  be a true 

expression o f m yself, and it  W IL L  be c o o l/h ip / t re n d y  in w ha tever

way tha t really matters to  me. I mean, w hat's  coo l to  me now  is 

at variance w ith  what was coo l to  me 3 months ago , even, and 

d e p en d s  a great dea l on w ho makes up my s u p p o rt n e tw o rk . 

B e fo re , the peo p le  who surrounded me were c ritic a l, judgm ental, 

and n o t at all su p p ortive ! N o w  it's  a d iffe re n t bunch, it 's  this 

te rr ific  group o f highly evolved women —  and w hat I see as hip 

is a lo t softer, warmer, and cozier. I  th ink  I can see the

ligh t a t the end o f the tunnel o f my o bstruc tion . Tha t is, I can 

im agine N O T  being o b s tru c te d . A lth o u g h  I'm  n o t there y e t I 

can sec getting there eventually. But now, since I trust that the 

o b s tru c tio n s  w ill l i f t  e ve n tu a lly , I feel shackled b y  them  even 

m ore. I feel like  I've  been in a small cell my w hole  life  and I've  

just been granted paro le , bu t it  w o n 't start t i l l  next w eek. This 

final week is the very w orst time o f all the years I'v e  been im pris­

o n e d . I need to  get out o f the ce ll and stretch my legs, see the 

lig h t, stand straight up ta ll. I have no cho ice , I s im p ly  must w ait 

ou t the last week, bu t I feel I ' l l  never endure i t ! P a rt o f me 

knows I am e loquent and ta lented  and co o l and lo v e ly ... The 

o th e r ha lf th inks I'm  bogus and an em barrassm ent and th a t I 

s h o u ld  be s h a c k le d  and  m u zz le d . I a lw a ys  th o u g h t these  

obstructions w ou ld  have been lifte d  by  now fo r sure. F inally, I'm  

starting to  understand that it d o n 't  happen all in a flash. The 

lifting  o f obstructions comes in b ite  s ize  p o rtio n s . It  comes in 

be in g  a b le  to  s to p  try in g  to  be the  ne x t Eva H esse  o r  K im  

G o rd o n , comes in being able to  be a beginner, comes in being 

ab le  to  fo rge t a b o u t the forest and w ate r each o f  the fucking 

trees.
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Negroes or
US

As I sit down to write this 
piece, I try to think about 
what I can say about being a 
B lack woman in the '9 0 's  
th a t may somehow be 
re fresh ing  or d iffe ren t 
because I th ink  we've all 
been thoroughly inundated 
with thoughts and analysis 
on "the struggle" as of late. 
And now that I think about 
it, I believe that the reason 
why we have read and seen 
so much lately is because, as 
funny as it may sound, it 
seems to be in vogue again 
to be Black! I mean, every 
damn body is jumping on the 
phraseology, music and pure 
style of B lacks today. (I 
know I don't have to give 
you details) But if this is 
truly the case, then why am 
I still having such a difficult 
time trying to find my place 
in all of this so-called cele­
bration?

I mean, something seems 
d re ad fu lly  wrong to me 
about rapper Marky Mark 
grinning in a huge Calvin 
Klein ad sporting the undies
band above the jeans look 
when Black men and women 
were doing this long ago. 
Y e t M ark and Calvin are 
making stupid money from 
this as opposed to the origi­
nators. And something is 
wrong when my B lack  
female friend has to fight

tooth and nail to move into a writer's spot on a predomi­
nantly white writing sta ff on yet another B lack series 
bringing kudos to Pox television. And I know something is 
definitely wrong with me having to hail a cab driven by 
some Middle Eastern man (listening to rapper Grand 
Puba!) for fear that he won't stop if he sees my boyfriend 
put his Black hand out.

But the last straw for me started after a recent observation 
I made as I covered various events dealing with rap and 
r&b artists (read: Black artists) for another publication. 
MTV's news crew was often there and always all male and 
all white. When I tried, diplomatically, to discuss this 
with the Assignment Editor at MTV (who happens to be a 
white female); I was told that we were not friendly enough 
to discuss this issue and that I should simply realize that 
MTV is a predominantly white company.

Of course, after this comment was made to 
me by that editor, I was fuming for the rest 
of the day. Female or not, the color of my 
skin seemed to override the commonalty of 
our gender. But I  let the incident go for a 
few  weeks and la te r  thought about 
approaching the EEOC. I did a little inves­
tigating though and found from my aunt 
that bringing cases against major corpora­
tions is easier than it sounds —  o r  you need 
major cash fo r a lawyer, which I didn't 
have. But as fate would have it , M TV 
Networks was trying to start some diversity 
outreach bullshit (oooh... and only 11 years 
after the company began. How speedy.) So 
a memo came around stating that a free­
lance minority hiring task force would be 
put in place shortly.

When I f irs t  saw the memo, I was just 
going to throw it away. I had already been 
given false hope from this company several 
times and was, to say the least, discour­
aged. But then I decided that if any minor­
ity needed to be considered, it should be 
me! I had the credentials, and I definitely 
felt I  had tried my hardest to get to where I 
wanted to be in this company. So I wrote 
the Senior VP of Administration a memo in 
reply which stated my background, ambi­
tions and experiences at the company —  
including the incident with the MTV News 
Assignment Editor. After about a month, a 
basic pawn in Human Resources arranged 
a  time for us to go over my memo.

So there we were discussing the issue 
Black woman to B la c k  woman, but there 
was no "sister" solidarity at this meeting. 
She was representing the "big, white com­
pany" more than the race. She listened to 
me, but I felt she was careful not to be too
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encouraging. A n d  her response to the blatant racial comment  by the editor w a s ,  " O h, 

she needs to attend the diversity workshops  we'll be ho ld ing . "  This too w as  the s a me 

response made by the V P  of H um an  Resources when I w a s  asked to meet with her a few 

weeks later.

I mean that  w as  it. A nd  only when I pushed and told them what  I  thought  ab o u t  t he 

disparity at the company, etc., did they say that  they'd do more " r e se a r c h "  and

back to me. Well that was about a month ago, and I'm still waiting. I remember the VP asked me if I 
had thought that I didn't have a staff position at that time because of my race. I told her 
that that obviously wasn't the case because I had been offered several non-decision mak­
ing positions already. They're a dime a dozen at MTV. But the one that I wanted (a 
more powerful, media position) seemed elusive; and since that type of comment had been 
made, I thought it was safe to say that race may have had something to do with it.
Wouldn't you?

I mean all I wanted was to have my voice heard and to write about other African- 
Americans involved in the entertainment industry and conduct off camera interviews.
Where was the crime? And how come it's not the reverse, say some Black chick reporting 
on Ozzy Osbourne and Ice T  and some white guy tapping at the door to get in? Why can 
MTV reap profits from Yo , MTV Raps and not give more back? Why does corporate 
America seem to want everything for itself?

I mean, to me this scenario flatly says that white America wants what they deem the most 
exciting/marketable parts of Black America, yet the latter should have no major control, 
voice, or reap the largest economic benefits from it. And you know what? I am disgusted 
with this so-called logic.

I think things might be different if I could find some Black female mentor. But, Honey, 
they are few and fa r  between. And those that have made it seem to have the attitude that 
says, " I  got mine, get your own." I can't tell you how many times I've phoned one of the 
only Black Female VP's at MTV to ask for advice and guidance and gotten no where.

Why is this? Has white America set up things so tightly that we do not help our own?
Sometimes I think Black men are often more help to Black women, but MTV has things 
set up in such a way that basically the Black men at this company are ones that can only 
help you find a position in the mail room. Not a job I particularly w an t (And I should 
note here that somewhere in between my encounter with the editor and the time I wrote 
my memo, some Black chick popped up on the screen as a little segment reporter! At 
first, I was like, "W ow ." But then I wondered if she was "promoted" after maybe some­
one thought I might just cause a stir after I  spoke with the editor. I mean with her they 
could at least point and say, "There's one. Even on cam era!" And I'm sure she's a lot 
less trouble than I was fast becoming. But I  feel like even if absolutely none of this ever 
happened and this girl was already in place, I  would still have had a difficult time because 
it seems like one African American —  usually a safe, Black female and certainly not a 
Black man —  rather than an equal balance, is always good enough fo r corporate America 
until they're smacked in the face to do more.)

So I was really disgusted and just really hopeless for months. I  was angry, confused and 
hated the position I was in. B u t , thank God, I've created new outlets for myself and am 
working on leaving the infamous MTVN as soon as I can. And believe me when I say that 
I have worked to build more outside contacts.

It's been painful, but I've really learned. I've learned about my own strengths, the corpo­
rate "game" and the way in which women, Black and white, can relate to each other 
within the game. It's really weird, but I  guess I'm glad I went through it because it's 
helped me develop a clearer sense of se lf —  a Black female self which often seems to have 
little or no support when it comes to pursuing a career.

So now I think I know why the myth of the strong Black woman has been perpetuated.
You have to be, 'cause it's either sink or swim — especially in the ' 90's.
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L au rie  P artrid g e MTV
SassyC a m i l l e  

PagliaS im o n e  d e  
B e a u v i o r S o p h i a  

Loren Black & red
Pub lic radio  of 

all kinds TamponsB e in g  
ravaged and 

r e s p e c t e d M a d o n n a
Boys Espresso

Hickeys
YesA x e l  
RoseHeavy 

BootsB oy s 
w ith  s id eb u rn s , 

v a n  D y k e  b e a r d s ,
f l a v o r  s a v e r s ,  
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long  ha irB e in g  

l o u d  a n d  a n g r y
C o nd o m s
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C h r is to p h e r  W a lk e n

C o u r tn e y  L o v e
M o t r o c y c l e s

Marcia 

Brady VH-1

Cosmo 

C a m il le  
Paglia Anais Nin

M arilyn  

M o n r o e
"Earth Tones"
Commercial Radio
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Independence
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cool)
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y o u  must,

y o u  m u s t ,

y o u  m u s t ,

s u b m i t  t o

BUSTYour assignment (should, you choose to accept it) 
is to send us your writing, art, illustrations, or anything else you can 
stick in an envelope on the topic of fun! D o  girls just wanna have fun? 
Do we still know how? What’s fun got to do with it? Plus, send us your 
personal BUST-y list of recommended fun inducers (books, music, concerts, 
movies, activities, foods, places, etc.). Also please do send us let­
ters, comments, and ideas for future issues. Deadline for submissions: Sept. 1st 199.

Send to:

BUST PO BOX 313 ansonia station NYC 10023 

or e mail us at Bust@AOL.com

If you want your submission to be returned you must include a self addressed postage-paid envelope. If we 

accept your submission, w e ’ll send you a free copy of the ‘zine (but no money.) Hey—  a free zine, a 

cathartic experience, and your name in print. What more could you WA N T ?  To order a copy of this or

future issues send a $1.00 for each issue (in cold hard cash, bab y !) to the above PO BOX address.

(C ) 1993 B U S T. B U S T magazine (IS S N 1 ) #1 A Day In The Life. B U S T magazine is published quarterly by B U S T PO BOX 319 ansonia sta. NYC 10023 & is copyright by 
B U S T. Copyrignt in each separate contribution to this magazine is separate from copyright in the collective work as a whole and is vested in the author of the contribution. 
No part of this publication may be reproduced without the written permission of the editor except for purposes of review. Return postage must accompany all submis­
sions. manuscripts, illustrations and drawings if they are to be returned and no responsibility can be assumed for unsolicited materials. Any and all correspondence to this 
publication will be considered a submission for publication. Opinions expressed herein are those of of the individual authors and do not necessarily reflect the opinions of Bust magazine.

Th a n k s  to o u r loyal loving pets, Merit Ultra Lights, French Roast coffee,
and  all of o u r cooperative contributing girl friends.

W e’re busting out of here...

editors- celina hex, Betty boob 
art director- sugar tit designer-like/hate- nookums kay
art contributors- oomlot (life time channel), Christine schaar (fear of a boy planet),
kim-36B (prince cabbie), Portia (menstrual print), Eva (coffee cup lids), aureola (my groovy life..)
tasha (baby), lucky (negroes r' us) (thanks, c h i c k i e s !- St)


