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Snoking Can kill you. Life does.

Hel en Keller walks into a fish market. Hello Ladi es.
W' ve tried everything to try and cover our true essence up but,
where the inside neets the outside, in the hole down bel ow we

smell like fish. | don't like it either but it's true..

Another little fact we keep hidden. Al wonen have beards. Each

and every one of us. Only the naked truth reveals but..

V' re bearded Ladies. Freaks. Just like Annie Jones. Barnum And
Bail ey's Mbst Fanous Bearded Lady. She made her |iving being
unique. In "the spotlight they came 'to see, the bearded |ady. Head
of man, body of woman, Believe it or not. For twenty years,

Barnum's nost profitable curiosity. But in public....

She hid by nmeans of heavy veils.

The Evolution of the enbarrassed woman.
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Barnum and Bailey's Bearded Lady. Believe it or not.In the
spotlight | wear fancy ball gowns and rubies, sapphires, dianond
Tiaras

Drive you crazy trying to figure out what | am But outside the
spotlight . . ..I've taken to wearing Levi's, Gap jackets, ball hats
and smoking big fat cigars. No one recognizes ne as a woman. Happy
go lucky. Oh I've held onto woman's intuition so necessary to good
clear judgnent but, | walk through the world as a man. And it's
the little things that mke. nme smle. How | get the first cup of
coffee and the |ast piece of pie. The way car salesmen talk to me
seriously, how | can scratch my ass whenever | want to, how | can
wal k al one at night, how I CBC never questions ny claim But the
strangest thing has happened wal king through the world | ooking
like a man. |'ve found nyself...talking to women. For the first
time really. | talk to themfreely on my opinions of femnism
justice, womankind, amour. And well, some of the wonen fall in
love with me because.,. | listen. True romance i s being heard.
Ectacsy is being understood.

One starry night. A mutual kiss was found. Hmm| was told it was
the sweetest ever tasted. So sweet and full of care that the woman
invited me honme to her bed. Despite ny insistence that | too was a
woman. Aren't we all she giggled. O course she did cone to
believe | was a woman. Nothing |ike physical reality to bring a
romance down to earth. Still, we swore it didn't nmatter. We'd

found true |ove.
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But in the end, we just couldn't hold each other because, there
really is nothing like the Iove of a woman but, ooooh, for the

fuck of a man.

Wll, that's the fortune cookie slip of wisdom!| pulled fromthe
reans and reans of paper talk spent trying to figure out exactly

what all that neant.

A paradox is all | have to remenber those times by. Black, yellow
stitching,
"You're not like any woman [|'ve ever known .I'Il also love you,

"Il never forget you," she whispered in my ear and |eft.

Here's the killer. The last man |'ve |loved. Left ne on precisely
the same lines, O course that was years ago before the beard. |
was born into the circus. Alion tamer's daughter. Fully trained
by ny father. He said | had a magic touch for tamng wld beasts.
| worked with him everyday. Just the practices though. He woul dn't
let nme have a show of ny own. Al the young nen woul d be running
out of the stands to save me | was such a cute, little thing.

It's not like my father wasn't proud of me. Once he even said,

"You should have been the son." See, ny poor brother was afraid of
lions. He preferred sawing women in half.

Anyway, as | grewolder, 1 got a mnd to by-pass ny father's
approval and seduce the ring master. And by the tine we were
engaged | had ny first lion show Pussy for Pussy.



4
And I'll be dammed, If right when | was sticking ny head in the
lion's mouth, he ran in to save me. From what ? He was the one who
got his arm chewed off. He stood there bleeding. You're not |ike
any woman |'ve ever known .1'Il also love you, I'll never forget

you," he whispered in ny ear and |eft.

That was the first time | really didn't understand. No Love. No
career. And yet | was |ovable and tal ented.

The next norning | woke up with horrendous cramps. My period had
contracted itself into a question mark. Wiat's really going
on ?

Nobody had an answer not even the finest doctors in the |and so
they put nme on testosterone which took away the pain and gave ne
this beard.

And that's when | got the job as the bearded circus Lady. |

| earned to sit pretty And I've stumbled into a new kind of

| oneliness. For men, for wonen, not feeling like belong wth
either, although | appear'to be parts of both. Mking as boring
living makes a boring life.

And on this very real bridge tonight, silhouetted by the moon in
t hat hunched over, no thanks no dairy products for

me,. osteo..shhh. way mddle ages wonen have, | |ook |ike what
mght well be the mssing link in the evolution of womankind. M
desire is to jump to the water three hundred feet below and return
to nmy prinordial fish beginnings.
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| ook to the end for the beginning of this story, this evolution
of the enbarrassed woman. After all revolution didn't work in
getting wonen to their rightful places maybe evolution wll.
And now, for all bearded ladies....a fish story, a reverberation
of the vertebrae. A true story full of lies. The evolution of the
enbarrassed woman. \Wat's real, what's not, it's all a matter of
what you're |ooking for. The jokes you see are the jokes you'l

get. Afish story, told straight up froma slightly bent spine.

Before we were bearded |adies. Before we were | ooked at. Before we
lived in the world of mrrors, preferring instead the world of

wi ndows. W looked at |ife through a magnifying glass. Wanting to
understand, to get closer, to get through. Toget inside the
inside the inside. O course, this was sometimes destructive |ike
when an ant got burnt up on the sidewal k. Life |esson. 757-b54.

If you | ook at something too closely, you have the potential to
destroy it.

| nmust say no one mssed the Aunt nuch. She was ny nother's
youngest sister, Aunt Gace. She suffered from anorex...shhhh,
Maybe her living as the living skeleton posing on the covering of
Vague, 5 6 tines a year. No one knew she was dead because she was
always mssing. W were forever |osing her down heat vents, under
rugs, the wind blew her all the way to Chicago once. If she were
alive today she could do the GAP ads. Anorex Tomboys..endangered

species. On the bridge between girl and boy.
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This is how | like to chew ny gum | think it makes nmy brainjunp.
My mama says |'mgonna get big muscles
On the sides of ny face.So ?I heard sonething the other day,
Tuesday, the other day, Wednesday, that there's this disease
cal l ed Lock-jaw And that people die.Your jaw .. |oooocks. Like
that. And you can't swallow and you drown in your own spit.
| wanna make sure mne doesn't |ock.
M/ mamas nad at ne, ny mamas nad, ny nad,
mymasmas nad.

There's no reason to wear a dress, just because you're

going to Gandma's, Grandna has trees, you wear a dress

you end up sitting inside, sitting pretty. in the living room
anyway, why do they call it a living room anyway. Everything%

al ways exactly the same, in exactly the same place. Nothing ever
noves. |f there was an earthquake nothing in my Gandm's

house woul d move. | don't want to sit in there and drink tea
with too nuch mlk froma fancy cup. | want to drink

| emonade, froman outside cup, the plastic ones she

keeps on the porch.1 want to drink ny |enonade after clinbing
trees like ny brother does. M brother never cones in the house,
cause he's filthy, he's a pig, a dirty pig. He just comes to the
back porch and Grandma pours hima glass and he gulps it down and
goes thanks G am
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I don't think they're ever gonna cone get ne this time. ohhhhahhh.
| hate when ny noms nad at ne. It makes ny heart hurt. Ah, |
should have just worn the dress.It's not like it would kill me. M
heart hurts..help, help, ['mdying of lock heart.

I've been in here forever. | can hear ny nmom cooking. She

cooks a |l ot and crotches. The ladies are comng over to

knit. . .. pick.

Maybe |11 have a...Fire drill 1 That's a good idea. Ckay,

there's a fire. The flanmes are burning everywhere.

But I'm the super-hero of the famly. |'ve planned the

fire escape routes. Hurry ladies take the

alternate exits. You Mm Dad, out that away. Me out the w ndow to
the tree, slide down, grab the hose, fight the fire nyself. The
hero of the universe. M.Wo wll not get |ock-jaw. Never forever.
| won't. CGod, you can't talk or nothing'. Help me, ['ve got |ock
jaw. What . . ..Hlp me, I've got lock jaw.. And you drown. First
you can't say anything and then you drown.If you had a piece of
paper and a pen, you could wite sonmething down, but only if you

could wite really fast. Help ne |'ve got [ock...ahhhh Dead. You

could do charades.Help me, |I've got.... Help me, |'ve got |ock
jaw.Hlp . ..ne...l've g...got..... a sore heart. Mm
Mrmy . . ..Mm Mm ['Il be stuck here forever. Gounded if you

wear a dress, grounded if you don't.
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VWiere have all the Tomboys gone, long tine passing. \Were have al
t he tonboys...

At Charm school, doing remedial wrk. Practicing Marches of
beauty, they should have learned a long time ago. Thick lips, thin
thighs, no conpromise. Keep time, keep time, Drills of etiquette
Ladies don't nasticate, they don't even chew, They

ni bbl e. Refl ections of the outside, keep the insides quiet
Shhhh. W don't care what's between your ears, just as long as its
nice to ook at it. If your carrying the world on your shoul ders,
you' |l never get a husband girls. Stand up straight, it rolls off
and you're at least in, I'malittle wobbly tonight. I've lost ny
heel. Divorce will do that to a gal.I'm tipsy. Pick ne, pick ne,
so many fish in the sea. Here's your Tuna Charlie

A divorced, drunken, drag drag queen over-educated, under dressed,
I n-between just about every fucking thing there is.

So we've come to this, have we.The Bridge. Lost our passion or
have too much for this world too hold. Passion fromthe Latin
Passe. ..to suffer. Poets corner. Mitual Fear brings peace.

W liam Bl ake said that. |npressed.

The point is were all scared shitless so lets just junp into

endl ess serenity shall w. It's over. Easy Over. Myve Over. Over
and out. Over there. Over where. what was your room number.This is
ridicul ous.
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You know | oves not suppose to hurt. Hahahahahahahaha.l know it's
hard to believe, | don't even believe it nyself but, love's not
suppose to hurt. and if that's true, we've never know |ove right
girls.Jesus Christ all that tine spent in higher education pouring
over the poetry and philosophy of dead guys |ooking for that one
phrase could nake sense of it all.God Dam it

Could we just let go ? W're not made for this world. It's not |ike
we're those sensitive girls who wear their hearts on their sleeves
No. We're too smart for that aren't we ladies ? W protect our
hearts, beneath quite pitiful little breasts | must say, little
hearts, nicely hidden...during the day. ..but at night they |ead
us. Qur ribs part like the shutters on the doors of those dreany
French cafes and our heart extends itself six feet forward, on a
platter, nicely arranged anmong romantic nenories and poetic

ideals, and our heart screans eat nme, eat me | God, why are barf
bags just available on airplanes, you don't just get sick from
motion you get sick fromnot being able to nmove. Shall we. Cod
need a joke, | never should have quit joking. Knock, knock, who's

there, Dwayne, dwayne who, dwayne the tub we're drowning

On the edge. Angel of the dark. Holy Bat Possessed by wonen's
intuition. Answering the call of blind faith. Hanging upside
down every night to enpty ny head of any thoughts of organized,

patriarchal religion. Retch Retch Retch
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Preferring instead a kind of wild, mssing in action, catholic
sort of dogma
enphasis on the ma. Powerful shit Catholicism Mre addictive than
heroine. Mre mnd altering than LSD. No matter how | ong you been
clean. ..They'll get yah. Numbers really went up the year the
pope was shot. The pope had been shot and mracul ous he survived
what shoul d have been a nortal wound. And mllions thought hey,
that guy's on the right side of whatever's out there, naybe I'll
be catholic again. Take out a little after life insurance policy.
But then what did the pope do as a show of his faith, the pope
returned to his people in a jeep conpletely enclosed in bullet
proof glass. In other words the pope |ooked death in the face and
was scared shitless. So what's really going on ? And now that's
the only imge we have of the pope. In his little white suit, wth
his big white hat in a clear plastic vehicle. | don't know about
you fol ks but doesn't he sort of |ook |ike the last tic tac in the
pack. Just one calorie.Either that or that game we had as Kkids.
Trouble, trouble that's Popematic trouble. 666. Yeah | got Satan's
nunber and he's got mine. | know | hate too nuch to go anywhere
near heaven. . ..if there is one. See | hold ny doctorate in

religious studies, Sister Marty Mirgaret Bat. Ph. D
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Cccupation, Ring kisser and baker of communion wafers. | can't
even give a sernon in church. Wiy, cause |'ve got breasts

nobody's allowed to touch. Because |I'ma wo..ssshhh.

Made from Adam's rib. Least they could have done is used the funny
bone. so we could laugh at all the shit you put up with just
because you were born a womasshh | know |'mangry. Not good for a
woman of the cloth. A Good nun just needs a good prayer not a good
j oke. Look where prayer got me. The bridge. Haha. So funny |

forgot to laugh. So I'll confess before | go. Just in case.
Tonight.1 was a little drunk on sacrificial red wne, is there any
other kind ? And heartbroken, Because |ike so many other wonen,

the man | married was ignoring me. Problemis...| married

You. ..God. And you refuse to hear me. Just once | like to deliver
mass. Just once. Shocking but true. But it's not going to happen
Not in this lifetime. And being the good little Catholic | am .i
can only believe that this is the only lifetime ['ve got. So. |
just snapped tonight when sone fat bishop fell asleep during his
own mass and then had the gall to remnd nme to kiss his ring.

Kiss this. 1 just grabbed thesrne and started wal ki ng. Broke
into a toy store.and switched the talking chips between the Barbie
dolls and The GI. Joes. So now GI. Joe says, let's go shopping
and Barbie screans vengeance will be mne. There weren't any
priest and nun dolls. If there had of been. | would have the
priest doll sayHail Miry and the nun doll say everything that
she's never been allowed too.
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Judge Not The first woman in nmy country to sit on the Suprene

Court's Bench. Some say |'mthe fairest inthe land. | livein a
castle, 1 built and paid for nyself. | live alone, fair of mnd,
not of face.

| defend nyself, a bad habit left over from nmy young |awer days.
| don't like to think too much about how fufilling ny ful
potential success w se has had something to do with choosing
between ny mind and your love. |‘ve made peace with that thought
by ignoring it. That's what |awers do, you dismss what m ght
hurt your case. Hoping the prosecution doesn't bring it up.Ch,
|'ve felt happiness, setting precedents in ny job and my gender
But Wen | dreamof what |‘ve acconplished it plays in slo-notion.
It's taken so long to get so few obvious things right. | never
think of ny biological clock, | hear the ticking of repeated
history, nore like a physiological bomb. If | can think it why
can't | get it changed Wat year is it ?.. was all | could ask
after the Sinpson Case.

OCh yes.... Judge Not famous for ny professional decisiveness

| had unwillingly got caught up in the networks, the coverage of
the OJ. Sinpson trial.Current events always carry the river of

hi story behind them That night on the screen of ny little blue
neanie.. The alien t,v, people told m... a man who beat his wife
regularly got off with a novie of the week and a book deal Wen |
heard the verdict | feel into a deep sleep
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| woke up 10 minutes |ater not know ng what year it was.l needed
an answer. | called everyone |'d ever known and sone |'d never
net. My parents, my brother and sister, my two friends, the people
| work with, ny old teachers, ny ex-priest, my therapist, m ex-
| over, authors whose books |‘ve read, all person listed on the top
100 visionaries list, guaranteed to change your life..
They all answered..... Hel l0....1996
Cick
Hummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmn
Pl ease hang up and try your call again.
The dull hmmmm that allows follows an unacceptable answer. The
dul I hmm of not knowing what's really going on. that connects us
al I
| fell to a old judical stand-by and called up information to
di spute the supposed fact. But the nunbers | received made no
sense. Like nunerical subtitles flow ng nonsensical under images |
seewith ny own two eyes. My own |ife, an foreign filmWalt
Disney pictures neeting the text of clockwork orange. Under the
wonen, holding children's hands, lined up at the grocery store,
65 % of single mothers live under the poverty lineacross the
young wonen's faces dancing in the nightclub, one out of three
wonen has been sexual |y or physically assulted, as a wedding car
drives by sweeping ny frame of reference, 400 peace bonds, nost

of them spousal are filed in this city every week
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Instinctively in an attenpt to nake nyself feel better | went to
the grocery store to pick up some Sara Lee Brownies and a pint of
Haggendaas |ce-cream Peanut Butter Burst. But the humm of not
knowi ng what's really going on... seens outside me now, | wasn't
the only one hunming I could hear the humm of others, the hmm
meeting in the sky, the buzzing of contained rage, the sound of
lightening before it happens. And then an enornmous w nd, swelling
up fromthe ground, the collective sigh of all women everywhere
who could not think of what to say, who could not even begin to
find | anguage for this strange pain.0.J. Sinpson' s not
guilty. ..of anything ? A wind so strong that all women knew
wi t hout know ng that we had been blown backwards at |east into
the 1950's, and probably beyond.1 just continued wal ki ng
backwards, My head too full to even hold up anynore. Until | cane
to the bridge. A bridge. | helped to build, between what is and
what should be, But the bridge was torn in two by the
unprecedented sigh, hanging loose and tattered. Turned out it was
only ever nmet for decoration. for show | see what it's nade of
now. The Onion paper rustles like crinolines against unshaven |egs
and the bal sam wood has snapped into the size of toothpicks
perfect for canapes.No Justice. Just Us Not Knowing what's really
going on. | can't believe it‘s 1996 And | stand on the precipice
Thi nki ng about junping over the nmoon.Big fat cow Peanut Buxter
Burst. Wien | was a little girl | always thought the cow was
junping up, noving on to somewhere higher, sonewhere brighter. But

even anmbitous cows go down sometine.
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Now Judge not Not Judge. In the difficult equations life presents
two negatives sel domequals a positive. Case closed..Equal is
nothing more than a sugar substitue. Believing | was, was all the
sweetness | required. But it‘s not real sugar. It leaves anasty
after taste for a life you never had. One |ast subtitle...Twiceas
many wonen asnen suffer from depression. In the end this is the
only dent in the whole problem | will [eave.

A bus, full of enpty nesters, bored and looking for sonething to
nuture, spotted.. .what's that on the bridge. In this light, in
this tine it's hard to say. Beauty or beast. Bat or angel, man or
wonan. Oy the driver, will risk the unknown, rolling out the
emergancy door to stand on an edge |'ve been on before. The |ine
bet ween hel ping others or helping others. Ch. | feel bad about ny
I mpul sive decision to |eave the ladies in the bus to help these

could-be creatures but, there are nore ani mal shelters than

shelters for wonen for a reason.Pets are so nmuch cuter
| "'ve been looking for a stray to bring hone every since ny

children 1eft andthen mycat died | didn"t think 1-d survive

that one. | "'mafraid to look down the road My.oh ny The bus

hasn't crashed. It's sticking to it's route OF course it's a
present frommy husband. An automatic pilot homng device had
inflated in the driver's seat and will get all the others back to
their place.

-16-
The automatic pilot will probably go inside ny home and spend the
night with ny husband. I'll never be missed on -the bridge



between never having lived life for nyself and never having
wanted too. There's a reason they say illussions shatter. ['m
cracking up. My porcelian face is Falling to pieces And the
painted on stile falls into the water below.Just tears of happy.
Everything's fine Everything's fine Just let me set down this bhig
sack of guilt Quilt the gift that keeps on giving.Ch my.l just
t hought we'd end up here.sweet little girl You know what's
funny. I d never thought I'd be a mother. | used to joke that ny
favorite form of birth control was going over to visit a friend
with a baby. I'd hold the baby until it cried and then I could
decision made by my body not my mind. I became pregnant.I had a
little girl. She's 12, 34..16 55.2010.1I forget. Mother loading's

difficulty ever day.Can I do anything mama. And I don "t know, is

just not acceptable answer.Not when you re a mother.I m nhot

-17-

Mot her Load needs a kleenex.nothing up her sleeve So, she'll

try her pocket and I'll fall out. Falling in the backward noti on
of what can only be a perpetual teenager. Free falling not a care



of consequence in ny head. Just into the experience.Look A .thin
rope unravels behind me. An apron string ? No actually, -the
original bungee, the unbilical cord. Al perpetaul teenagers

remin attached. Leavinghonme in the nost dramatic way possible,
boucing back just as quickly. Again and again and again until,
nmot herl oad can‘t handle the weight anymre. No nore wel come back
Wi t h open Mgy eyentyally,in a matter of nonents that seems
like 34 years, the perpetual teenager is left hanging at a much

| ower socid position than she had anticipated. Still there's

always time to wax philosophically

Wiy do we say hunman why not humman. Human al ong singing a

song... Then | could say human. no.wonen are the hummm in human

and | could say without lying. Ima humanisit. . ..i don‘t know what
to say hummmm, but |‘m thinking. ..i just can't find the

words. ..so leave me in ny wondering. ..Yeah. Wman the hunmin
human. . ..the nurmur,the sustained sound of closed |ips, the words
left in the thinking and never said..

What was | saying? The human race. Humanists

practicing humansynthesis. Like trees practice photosynthesis.

Phot osynthesis. Wy don't humans just do.
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Wy do humans need everything to mean sonething, why don't they
just let it nove through them Mybe that's the natural process of
being human too. Takethe light or the dark as it comes a tree
doesn't expect it tb light all the time. If it took in too nuch



sun,it would catch fire fromthe inside out... poof. Life's a
motion picture, and novies are like 60 % black. There's no editing
and you don't have time to make sense of what you‘'ve just seen and
you really cant follow the plot so you have no idea what‘s com ng
up so really have is what‘s right in front of you Wen you die
that's when you're whole life plays before your eyes. And those
peopl e that almost died and cone back and say they say the bright
light. It's cause they -were facing the wong way, they were

| ooking into the projector and then they knew their filmwas still

going so they had 'to come back. HwmmmmmmMmMmM

On "the bridge between laughter and anguish. Between then and now,
between earthand sky. between set-up and punchline. Sort of in
the dot dot dot that follows a long run on sentence that nakes no
sense. In the unknown. Inthe space between m nd and mtter. The
bl ank page. No point |eft at the end of the penci l
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Al those words and still nobody had an answer.Sad but, true,
reflections are illusions, in mrrors, in wrds, in the waters of
nalted snow. And thinking what we' veall probably suspected
before, that |anguage is not action sone was taken.

The seven in-between-s, the seven wonen, stepped off the bridge,
falling towards the scet of salt water the smell of tears .The

starlings under the bridge flew away. This was one cry they didn‘t



want to mmc. Geat expectations. Hoping to hit the water with

all the Gace of Gade C bovines They |anded instead on the deck
of a hoat. A houseboat. Two story. The gravitational force of the

fall, had conpacted theminto one form one body..l fell wth

them we had fallen for each other, of each other into each

other. A common entity, landing on the deck of the houseboat...the
fallen wonman.

A banner 'was flying fromthe masthead. 14th Annual REAL women
convention. On the deck was a grand old lady looking like a

gereatric Budda,sitting on a la. chaisse, snoking a cigarette.

"You' ve come a |long way baby,"sh;e said. She didn‘t seem surprised
to see me nor did she bhat an eye at ny appearance.

Wth senility cones acceptance. "Wat |ands you here," she asked.
| was just int he neighbourhood and | though I'd drop by.
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Then I just started to cry The gereatric budda sprung into
action. She took the me to the galley room behind the kitchen

where all the other real women were.

She wapped me in a honemade quilt that said Famlies Forever. fed

nme soup, nutriontally conplete, all four food groups in the sanme
bow .and For dessert she snapped off two of her long, slender

| ady fingers saying,"Theres nore in the oven." She started

tal king and drew out Mtherload. who said,"l loe what you' ve done

with the boat, not a house boat at all, a homeboat, Andthe



CereatricBudda said are you okay ? |I‘m fine, everything's fine,
just fine. Then | spied with ny little eye, crafts

everywhere. . ..pinecones with eyes and felt wings, little knitted
dolI's covering toilet paper rolls, decopage, macrama, crotched
booties, spoon collections, jars and jars of jellies and jans and
a 14 foot long needlepoint nural, that nust have taken years to
make. |t read, Real wonen.Real equal active for life, founded 1983.
|'d al ways assummed Real wonen had been around a ot |onger than
that. Hmmmmmmm [t's an organization. | didn't realize there was
something to sign up for.So this feeling of not knowi ng our place,
mght just be a matter of paperwork...Let's sign up. The geratric
budda let out a deep belly laugh and then quickly sucked it in,
squel ching the rest of her laughter with her 3 fingered hand. |
don't think you'd be interested she said, It wasthen | notice the
convention souvenir and sale table.
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Covered with books |'d never heard. There was one on date rape
entitled, Nobody said you..had to easy. | flippedthrough another,
a red cover,it, it was about aboutthe bill passed that
prohibited a woman's sexual history not being allowed into a
sexual assult or rape cause.Judge Not got that one through. It
took her 15 years. | closed it to see if | pot the title right.
There it was in black in Wite. The despise nen anendnent. There
were tal king books, plugging the dyke, how to shut-up angry
| esbians, A video called spotting male inpersonators, with candid
canera sections featuring Kim Canpbell, Bertha WIson, Shelia



Copps, Beverly MlLachlin, Roberta Bondar, Manon Rheum the NHL
CGoal tender and al nost all the wonen who've ever taught wonen‘s
studies. A book of photos, on not wanted posters,called weird
sisters in power.

A docunentary on the history of |eaders of the woman's movenent
called, The Mss Cuided Pagent, All the losers 1921 - 1995..and
several thousand fridge magnets, No means maybe, There was no wife
beating before feminism Dykes free zone, Just say no to subsidzed
daycare. Single Mdthers are single for a reason...Mn belong in
their fields , woman don‘t. Home is where the wonen are. Wman's
right's but not at the expense of human rights. Honobsexual s mde
their bed, let themdie in it. Al artists have aids. Gud is ny

father. Goddesses only appear to wonen on drugs. Eve was wong,,..
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1 popped one last lady finger in ny mouth and thought, there is no
such thing as a free neal.
What exactly does this organization do ?" The gereatric budda
said, "Listen | don't really think you want to hear ny story and |
know | “mtoo old to hear yours, so | suggest taking one of the
little boats outside and rowing off to wherever you need to go.
And | don't really want to knowwhere that is either."



There was a little dingy hanging fromthe back of the boat,
covered with some |ovely stencil work, roses, no thorns and ,stuck
on macaroni letters that read pro-life hoat.Ch my God we've |anded
on a boat full of Anti-femnists-real wonen... isn't that an
oxynoron. |‘ve read about them they don‘t like the wonen who've
made in to power positions in the government because nost of them
have no children and can't sustain [ong termrelationships.

| nnocent souls or ignorant chickens, they‘re c;onpleely unaware
that few women can rise to power and have those things too. a few
Is right, how many we got in power now ? threee 3 Things are

really getting out of hand. Donestic or not irony is wonan‘s
wor k.

Just then the president of the REA wonen association barged in,
Come OLd wonman, she chirped, were about to play pin the penis on
the femnist .Her hair was done up in a tight bun that |ooked Iike
a lazy Susan, On her glasses were hologramed eyes of her husband,
her name tag read, Ms. Social Norm
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Then she ne, the Fallen woman Wat are you. ?Only real womm
allowd. | ama real wonan, | said quite naturally. Prove it, she
hissed. And then | was left with that haunting feeling...how to
prove your a woman...And so, risking a fruedian slip to fill the
abyss with an absebnces rather than a presences | showed Ms.
Social Norm the beard of all woman kind.



.And a scream like a bird caught in the engine of a sufferjet
out of Ms. Social Norm and then the insults, |ike stunned
bunbl e bees, that shouldn't really be able to fly, flew out of
her honey hol e man wanna-be,or mental ill honosexual, man hating
femnis. what are you? Like, I'ma humanist. ['ma woman,

But, Ms. Social normwas on a tear, Prevert, sicko, red alert
freak on board. Creep, creep, creep, creep.The other real wonen
responded to the alarmand came in, hands on ears, whats wong,
what's wrong. \Wen they saw the fallen woman, they pulled some of
the plastics swords fromthe trays of canapes sandw ches they'd
brought with them just in case someone was hungry. And poked at
us, like girls , | spotted the butter knife and frightened the
whol e pack back with some street w se dogma noves |'d picked up in
Catholic school. Then the gereatric Budda, who couldn't stand all

this truly donmestic violence, stepped into the mddle of it all...
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Suddenly hoth of her's breasts popped, the hissing sound of
escaping reality ssssssshhh doubl e masectony. and for a noment we
were united in the silent truth . W may live for different
reasons but we could all die fromthe same disease. Wite ribbon
anyone ? The gereatric Budda fainted. It‘s hard for any woman to
lose all that weight at once.

Now, The real women were mad, real nad. because, one of their own
had fallen. They grabbed the pins fromtheir hats and to the

came



dyslexic version of an old favorite song of mne, the redneck
nmot hers had us up against the wall.

1t looked hopeless till | yelled, look a man...

Al'l the real women turned in a ballet of femnine ritual
perfectly syncronized, Ilipstick out, roll up, apply, turn, smle
and curtsy. Only to see.... no man.. That was all the time |
needed to run out to the deck, the rain had just begun and to ny
surprise only one real woman followed, the rest were frozen in
fear in the doorway. | watched as the one real wmn dissol ved
before ny eyes. Apparently real wonen were once real little girls,
made of sugar and spice and everything nice. That explained the
| ady fingers.Qur one remaining heel had broken off on inpact,
sensi bl e shoes helped us sprint to the pro-life boat but it was
full of holes. Wat to do ? | could throw one of them overboard,

their domestic aninmals they.11 all follow the |eader.
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Then the food fight broke out.Some of the wonan had grabbed day
old nuffins and failed souffles and plates of dinner left in the
oven .too long and were hurling themat me. | was practically
unarnmed, one stale snickers bar. Then |, the fallen wonen, in a
quite uncharacteristically said sonmething, in quite a together
Voi ce.
Heh Ladies Please.ls this for real,this is womanhood here,

evolving,rolling out,diversification of the species, necessary



to survival. And then The Ms. Social Norm booned, over ny dead
body, Lynch her laadies. | watched the real woman digging inside
their purses for wonman's weapons, mrrors, tweezers, ScCissors,
lipstick mssles... mascara, they were preparing for a massive
make- over

Suddendly a storm came closer and closer and clouds funneeled up
like steamfroma tea kettle and formed into what could well have
been i dream of jeannie cross dressing as the mchelen man. It
was Mot her Nature and she was Pissed. |'msetting you adrift

babi es, you‘'re on your own, with just each other. Find where your
| oyalties lie.Until you figure out the battle raging within each

one of you, don't bother going to war with anyone el se.
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And the ocean waters waters parted, just like they did for Mses,

a trick she'd apparently just won back from God in a poker gane,
and the waves folded into each other, A sunam Ilifted the boat
skyward, carrying all of us outpast the ocean, into the fraser
river, we all held on to each other. Nothing like crisis for
bringing wonen together.The Gereatric Budda came to and saw us all
hugging and said, just like the ol d days. A stow away |eshian
thinly disguised as a housewife in a plaid dress,stood on the deck
bravely hanging onto the rail, blow ng smoke signals until a band

of renegade femnist pirates showed up to save us all. But when



they saw a boatful of women off there normal path of straight and
narrow their notives changed slightly. Recruiting had really

sl owed down these days. This could be the conversion of the
century. O course sone of the femnist pirates had nmore prim
motives in mnd. Conversion is possible in nore ways than one. And

No ones nmore patient with a straight woman than a |eshian.

The femnist pirates inmediately recognized the boat as bel onging
tto the legion, apparently the patoons were full of vodka, they
sypoed it up to us in an intricate inprovisation of panty hose,
Saran wrap, clothes pegs and funnels, lady Mlvars. And we all got
drunk and |aughed and danced. And told each other our stories. 1
organi zed Karajokkee night and we all learned to |augh at

our sel ves agai n.
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The spin cycle of the Sunam went on and on. Around day 14 sone
the femnist pirates had gained a lot of ground. SO
politically, see nobst of the women there had never inagined
expanded their mnds wthout reprecussions And sone gai ned
ground poetically See,. Mst of the wonen there had never imgined
sex with out the possibility of pregnancy and so, well the wonen
cuddl e closer annd closer and the vodka kept comng, and |ines of
Sappho's poetry came back to all of us fromthe good old college
days and the vodka kept com ng and we thought well we mght be

dead tonorrow and the vodka kept coming . . ..well .00. sone



extrodinary things happen on that ship. Beautiful, weird,
wonderful, unique, freaky things some called it affection and
some called it sex, and the vodka kept com ng and so did the
women, wth all of us silently agreeing that if we got out of
this alive we'd et bi-gones be bi-gones.But | believe there's
sone sweetly sick reason they call it liquor. And as we reached
day 28 of the Sunam talked right out, listened too, well feed,
all of us feeling the love of wonen in one way or another,all of
us belonging, |'mnot saying some of the women didn't stay in the
kitchen, some buddy had to cook, did | say that. God times are
wei rd, now everybody would like a wfe to come hone to. And as we
reached day 28 all getting along, all together, nutal fear brings
peace, especially if there's vodka,s The Sunam st opped.

o8-
Tine stopped. The houseboat stood suspended on the great divide.

Were water returns to where it's beginnings. East goes west and
west goes east.And In the stillness of possible change, we |ooked
out, surrounded by the shores of reality we'd left behind.And the
Hmmm of not knowi ng what was really going on in the real world.
was the rapidly thinning connecting between us. A group of real

nmen are already building a real bridge to cone save us.
From what ?



The real women inmediately begin cleaning, packing, freezing,
preservering. Afterall they didn't perish, why should all that
food. The Feninist pirates, ready their ship for war.Both sides
invite me to come with them Both nention new beginnings. And |
the fallen woman, falls again, falls apart, just when you think
you've got it together, sonething asks you to make a decision

| have no idea what to do. Reality's not ny specality. I'Il just
slip away. back down into the stream To see what I'd cone up with
this time. Slightly depressed I'msinking faster than a | thought,
Fantasy take ne... back down into the depths, Were to be honest |
kind of Iike it. Al these random thoughts and inages sw mm ng by
and | don't have to do a thing with them It the cold unknown
water, into the noir of not knowing, the dark place where no one
can see you and you have no sense of yourself or tine or space.

Into the nurky waters where anbigious fish play,

_29.
The uncertain squid, the man | thought | married, the uncertain
tuna, the woman | thought I'd |oved, semantic sharks, sw nmmng by
two fast to be recognized, the puzzling androfnfish, the suffering
salmon, belly, full of eggs, imtating the suffering novements of
the ones ahead and the ones continuing behind. Deeper still into
the schools of untold stories.Virgina woolfe swinms by still

witing, but the word dissolving as soon as she'd set them down,
Joan of Arc, still on fire, Janice Joplin, Syvia



plath, several hundred just another teenaged girl, Ms. QJ.
Sinpson, Sea anenomoes in the shapes of broken hearts, upon touch
closing up imediately. her daughter swam by, the littlest

mermaid, mgritte’'s reverse nermaids, heads of fish and shapley

| egs of women,

Mna Lisa with a full smle, Diane Fossey, the virgin Mry.
Amelia aerhart chugged by in a submarine powered by the little
egine i think i can i think i can, Rochelle Pitman, Wth her
woman of the year award, posthunously in hand, Camlle Qaudelle
still digging for clay, the 14 women killed my Mark |epine in
montreal, pulling toe tags behind them their nanes |long faded
Still no nonument stands to them 6 years later. Wonen Pro choice
no choice, pro life no |ife back and forth between now and then
and what would be now and what should be now Deeper still into the

unf at honabl e.
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Seeing all the little girls born into this world who may find

t hemsel ves out of place for using their own mnds, nmaking their
own decisions, doing what they want to do, guilt they‘1l carry
with themfor making a choice . ..and for all those who learn early
that it‘s safer to believe in the fairytales for as |ong as you
can until there slap out of your hands or shaken out of your head,
and anong those little girls who walk into bearded Iadies and find

thensel ves on the bridge between what is and what should be or on



permanent vacation at Club Med... prozac beach being the popul ar
choi ce these days going hmmmun. Wat's really going on ? Wmen
going down into the deepest depression, twice as as nen as nen,
coincidence. It‘s still going and VWich every way you | ook at it
the true spirits of wonen are becom ng extinct.Before birth say
the anti-femnist, after birth say the femnists

An Cctupus waltzes by, in perfect four-four time. | think about
how long it‘s been since | danced. Wnan ssshh 34, cl osest
femnist, bi-heart broken and on hiatus from/love, still mssing
both the man and the woman, making notherhood up as | go along. MWy
heart and brain are barely connected. My secret desire is to to
return to my prinordial beginnings and be a fish. Dance with ne.
Why won't anyone dance with me. | begin spinning nyself around,
aquatic ballet, syncronized swimmng is a snap on your own. |‘m
running out of air feeling giddy.
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Wy are we adapting instead of evolving ? Wy so nany wonmen
permanently vactioning at Club Med Wy do we |ook to others for

self help. If we were neant to do it alone we'd be on earth one at

a tine.
This is way too heavy, | swminto a warner current hoping it's
not sewage treatment. \Whateverit is, | feel slightly nore bouyant.

Maybe it‘s sonething sinplier.



Maybe we have to start on the outside. | nean Make-up inplies
making up for sonething. Like something just isn't good enough
Li ke face you were given doesn't pass the test. So you apol ogi ze
and try again. A small |"msorry to our face everytime we put it
on.Sorry eyes you're a bit too small, sorry lips, a bit too thin.
Apol ogi zing. for what we look Iike outside...could be making us
apol ogi ze for what's really inside. Wich canme first, the chicken
on the inside or the chicken on the outside. So what we do, give
up make-up. Ch nmy God the beauty is the second |argest industry in
North Anmerica. ..just behind armnents.

Boys make war, girls make pretty. If | bring that thought up, the

worl d econony could collapse, we'll all be in depression.

And then I“mpulled up, quite viloently by a little girl, fishing
al one at her age, shes been waiting she's only four, she's
impatient for the end of the story.
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She's not frightened by ne at all. She thinks I'mthe littiest
mer mai d. Seaweed wrapped around ny legs, a crown of coral on ny
head. She says I've been missing you like a hippopotunus with
flowers in its nouth. She's making nore sense than ne. She starts
ski pping stones in the water. Ring. ring ring, hmmmmmm
No answer.But she's waiting.Ckay well, other real wonen nade

t henmsel ves presentable and clamured over to the real world and



the real nmen. The femnist pirates rev their engines. And the
fallen woman, can't really make peace with herself, nyself, and
her mnd goes it's separate ways. Mtherload of course goes over
to the real world, perpertual teenager in tow, as does the
divorced drag queen, who was apply lipstick with a new vigour and
at the prospect of all those men shouting never say die. Sister
Bat opts for a spiritual retreat and hides in a cave. Annie Jones,
the bearded Lady, goes with the femnist pirates, Full bearded and
topless this time so there'd be no confusion. Judge Not boards
that boat too.hoping The tonboy wanting to go with the femnist.
Speedboat and all but she still needs her Mommy's love. The little
girl says. And then. ? Then the evolution of the enarrassed woman
continues. Is this a fairytale.No kid.. it's a nodern day
tragedy.It ends it anger where it began.
They all split up. Nobody real knows who they are but change is
scary and | don't know kid. They forget anything good that
happened, blam ng the vodka The real wonmen nmake a huge
contribution to world over-population, and the poreclian masks go
back up and sone of themare happy | suppose,

- 33-

But, There‘s donestic violence at epidemc proportion, breast
cancers kills 25 % depression renders another %5 useless..blah,
blah, bla... The rest turn the other way, or secrectly have
optical lobotomes replacing their iris with pink |enses and
cutting down their peripheral vison so everything passes by
w thout notice. They blame hornones for lack of bad menorie they

all die too young, singing hyms. That‘s the‘s the anti-feninists.



the femnist pirates take off in the speed boat, but run into a
log jam They spend the rest of their lives angrily throw ng | ogs
out of the way, exhausted but with no other route down the river,
The femnist end up fighting and go their separate ways. The
dykes | eaving heading to the left the STRAIGHT WOMEN heading to
the right. Both believing the other is certifiable insane. BEH ND
AS NON-BELI EVERS. Both the anti-femnist and the fem nist have
asked me to join thembut | don't feel confortable with either. So

| proclaima small island for the humanist. But there's no real

depths.And | drown. of |ock jaw

Okay Let's go for the fairytale ending. That's what we all live
for .

The Sunami Curves back towards a beautiful sunset and |ands the
wonen in Hope.By the end of the trip 28 days all the wonen have

come full cycle into a new circle of being.
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Their all synched up.And have evolved into higher life forns. And
they can know each other‘s stories jst by touching their foreheads
together. They nutual respect each other‘s choices
in a whole new way and then they change the whole world's Y
perceptions. Now a | esbian can walk up to a homemaker and say, lef
|‘ma dyke, | love women,this is ny girlfriend and we were ;

wondering if you could teach us how to nake bana bread, Yes,says‘“f




the homemaker, hello woman, |'ma wonman too and and please stay
for dinner neet the man | |ove and do anythiny for and play with
my six beautiful children. 2 boys, 2 girls and 2 undeci ded.

And gossip ceases to exist And they tell the truth of their
experiences to each other, The anger, the joy, the pain, the
laughter..And a little girl grows up know ng she can do anything
she naturally inclined to do. And everyone comes to accept that

like a barbie doll, she couldn't walk, feet that small, breasts
that big and pointed, it just wouldn't happen she‘d spend her
whole life on her back. So all shapes and sizes of barbie dolls

come out, and Ken gets a penis.

And so do sone barbies. And there become an equal number of wonang
witers and artists suddenly there stories and work are accpted a@i
uni versal, because we all share the same feelings and nen cone to%
know their feelings often through wonens words or art or
conversatiuon and nutal respect is achieved. And human rights
becone human rights. They apply to everybody.
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Equal pay for equal work, nobody thinks tw ce about it, anybody
can wear any color, any style, and we 11 just call each other
hunan. .. people. And everybody's accepted for exactly who they are,
Anybody can marry anybody, but it‘s alnmost [ike we don't have to
because nen can marry men and women can narry wormen and fidility |
I's in because people know how to give |ove again and everyone

lives almost conpletely happily ever after.




And the evolution of the enbarrassed woman continues because there
is no real ending. No period at the end of the sentence. Just a

little pain and nore questions. Like what would nhappen if we

stopped cal ling our period our period and started calling it our

question mark ? Every nonth we'd have a new one. And somehow our

mood swings would be more acceptable "Just let her be, she's fine?a

she's got her question she's thinking. Some days would be really i
heavy like, what is the truth of ny experiences as a wonan ? Butw
then there'd be light days like, Wy did Betty and Wl ma going
into the beauty parlor, spend a bunch of rocks just to come out

with the exact same hairdo they went in with. Then there'd be in-

between days... \Were is Shakespeare's Sister ? Wy do | forgetg
to exanmne ny breasts ? Wiy does ny babysitter make nore an hour
than | do and how is that ever going to work out ? Wiy do we put
friendships on hold for new | ove ? Does ny insurance cover

backl ash ? Wiy can | take care of others and not nyself ? YYYYY 2
‘Because it's part of our genetic make-up. XY W hold the questioni
X marks the spot Y dares to ask... Wy this spot ? Is this ny spot
? Can | have another spot ?, how about this spot ? So the fish
story continues, the evolution of the enbarrassed woman continues
no conclusion but a definitive statement for those requiring an

ending to the fiction. In this world in this time, | am prepared

to make the followi ng statement. A woman's place is in the
question,

The begi nni ng




