
'Writers in Dialogue' — American lesbian/feminist poet Adrienne Rich (top I., bottom r.) and Quebec lesbian/feminist poet Nicole Brossard 
See story page 10. 
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Broadside: 

As I was "the representative from Studio 
D " mentioned in Barbara Martineau's arti
cle ('Independent Images,' April 1981), I 
would like to straighten out one fact about 
the panel discussion on the National Film 
Board that took place at the University of 
Toronto last March. 

The representative from Studio D (me) 
did not concede she knew nothing about 
distribution, she only said that there was a 
person in the audience who knew a lot 
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more, and I quickly referred the question to 
Barbara Janes, Director of Canadian Distri
bution, the No. 2 in the Distribution 
Branch of the NFB. 

I don't feel that Ms. Martineau's repet
itive and unfounded criticism of Studio D 
in any way helps the women's film com
munity in this country. 

I love reading Broadside and I wish you a 
very long existence. 

Thank you, 

Diane Beaudry 
Filmmaker, Studio D 
NFB, Montreal. 

Broadside: 

I was really impressed with Joanne Kates' 
article (May 1981) on the pseudo-sexual 
revolution. I think, however, that she 
didn't touch on some very important points 
that affect many self-respecting (heterosex
ual) feminists who do not go to bars, who 
have known for years that one-night stands 
are not worth the trouble, and who find 
themselves with men who agree. These men 
think of themselves as progressive, are in 
sympathy with feminism, don't pick up wo

men in bars, and insist they have sex only 
with "friends" in the context of equality. 
I'm talking about the men who are most 
likely to drive intelligent feminists crazy. 
With the result that a lot of energy that 
could go into fighting patriarchal society is 
siphoned off into confusion and heartache. 
This emotional malnutrition is often a 
shameful secret among feminists. 

Sincerely, 
Jacqueline Swartz, 
Toronto. 

Broadside: 

Judith Quinlan's article The Cancer Cru
sade {Broadside, April 1981) is the most in
cisive and informative that I have read on 
the destructiveness of the patriarchal 
culture and the myriad ways in which its 
agents are taking us with them on their 
death trip. I agree that blaming the victims 
and putting our faith in a one-legged 
saviour to finance research for a cure for 
cancer obscures the real obscenity of the 
callous manufacture of death in this socie
ty. 

I want to add one piece, though, and that 
is to address the ways in which we, knowing 

all this, still collude with them. It saddens 
me to see women who work hard to organ
ize and demonstrate and go to jail to try 
and stop the destruction of our beautiful 
planet polluting their own beautiful bodies 
with cigarettes, junk food, too much cof
fee, alcohol, dope. As we work together to 
transform the world, we must simultan
eously be working on transforming our
selves. Transforming ourselves means not 
only changing our attitudes and behaviour 
and expanding our awareness; it also in
cludes taking care of and healing ourselves 
physically. The split between mind and 
body is a legacy from the patriarchy; we do 
not have to perpetuate it by continuing 
harmful practices in the areas of our lives 
over which we have control right now. In 
these times we need all our mental, emo
tional and physical strength to fight for 
more control of our lives. If we don't prac
tise at the most personal level the kind of in
tegration of mind, body and spirit that we 
want to see in the world, our chances of 
creating that better world are diminished. 
Our precious tenet, the personal is political, 
becomes hollow if our lifestyles contradict 
our politics. 

Annette Clough, 
Vancouver 

Religion as Politics 
As Pope John Paul II lies in hospital 

recovering from gunshot wounds, a myopia 
seems to plague both the mainstream media 
and the international populace. The atti
tude nurtured by the daily media accounts 
of the pope's condition is one of shock, re
pugnance, dismay that a religious figure, 
the divine and beatific Holy Father, can be 
vulnerable to the base design of a would-be 
assassin. "Is nothing sacred?" has been the 
typical response to the attempted murder. 

Assassination attempts are always 
unsettling. But why has everyone steadfast
ly refused to recognize this deed as a 
political act? Broadside has always been of 
the opinion (see 'Papal Bull ' , Vol. 1, no. 2) 
that the Pope is not the benign religious 
presence his public relations department in 
the Vatican likes to foster. On the contrary, 
his insistence that women be consigned to a 

Clear Choice 
After at least a year of depressing political 
developments that saw the rise of Ronald 
Reagan, the moral majority and new coun
ter-insurgency measures in Latin America, 
finally there has been a development that 
we can embrace wholeheartedly. Italians 
went to the polls and voted overwhelmingly 
in favour of keepings its abortion laws, 
among the most liberal in the world, intact. 

The victory is a tribute to the efforts of 
feminists who were able to mount a cam
paign against Italy's reactionary forces. Not 
the least of their opposition came from the 
Catholic Church as Pope John Paul II, 
sometimes even to the embarrassment of 
the Vatican, launched an aggressive cam
paign that was cut short by an attempt on 
his life. Pro-choice feared a vote in favour 
of repealing the abortion laws, a vote that 
would express sympathy for the wounded 
Holy Father. But sentimentality gave way 
to good sense and abortions will continue to 
be made available (on demand to all women 
over the age of eighteen). 

This is the second setback for the church, 
which fought to oppose the right to divorce 
in Italy's 1976 referendum on the issue and 

second class status in the church and his in
transigence on the issue of birth control has 
made him a political adversary of women in 
particular. 

Nowhere has this been more clear than in 
Italy, where the Pope took on a high profile 
as in the abortion referendum campaign in 
an attempt to convince Italians to vote for 
repeal of abortion laws. Feminists in the 
country had been frustrated by the Pope's 
stance, claiming that he was undermining 
the separation of church and state, using his 
religious clout for political purposes. 

It is no coincidence that the gunman who 
took the shots at the Pope, Mehmet A l i 
Agca, is a Moslem extremist. Islam has 
become over the past few years an increas
ingly politicized force. The Catholic 
Church is perhaps Islam's strongest rival,-

or at least the most visible, and Agca, 
driven by his own fanaticism or by filthy 
lucre, and likely somewhat mad, still knew 
a political enemy when he saw one. 

None of this is to say that Broadside 
hopes Pope John Paul II dies of his 
wounds. We don't believe that assassina
tion is a political solution. Besides, one 
Pope is always succeeded by another, 
equally committed to the values of the 
Catholic Church. The point is simply that 
we consider the Pope to be of this earth, a 
man, a political animal whose role as head 
of the church is wholly political. Agca's at
tempted assassination was not the deed of 
someone who craved celebrity status via the 
slaying of a beloved and harmless saint. His 
was a political act. 

lost. Italians seem to be saying that they in
sist on the separation of church and state 
and will not let the leaders of the church 
dictate the laws of the land, not even those 
that govern personal conduct. The church is 

losing ground. 
The results of the referendum are a wel

come contrast to the world's otherwise 
dismal reactionary climate. For a change, 
we have some cause for celebration. 

Broadside 
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The West and the Rest 
by Eve Zaremba 

Now that the dust is settled from the 
presidential assassination attempt, the 
papal assassination attempt, the flight of 
the space shuttle and other exciting world
scale events, it behooves us to turn to our 
own dull Canadian doings. 

Actually I don't find our politics boring 
at all, especially not lately. The cosy myth 
that nothing worth getting excited about 
ever happens in Canada has long been an 
excuse for political passivity in this country. 
This comfortable assumption could cost us 
dearly in future. 

Three major items are of special interest 
and enduring national importance. I am re
ferring, of course, to the Quebec election, 
hassles over oil and the Constitution. Each 
merits separate discussion at length but this 
short column can only touch upon some 
threads common to all three — the struggle 
of federal versus provincial powers and 
divergences between different parts of the 
country, especially the West versus the Rest. 
Confusions, dilemmas, and ironies abound 
in this typically Canadian scenario. 

Within a year of the referendum on sov
ereignty-association and shortly after giving 
the federalist party — the Liberals — all 
available parliamentary seats, Quebeckers 
confirm the anti-federalist PQ in provincial 
power. It seems that Quebeckers have 
caught on to a system long practised by the 
canny Ontarians, who like to support a 
strong federal government in power while 
voting in a different provincial party, thus 
making sure of a loud voice in national 
government while always having a counter
vailing force on hand. The Quebec provin
cial government has been given clear direc
tion by its citizens: it can't dictate where it 
wants to take them. The libérais have also 
been told in no uncertain terms not to take 
Quebec for granted. 

Quebeckers political sophistication 
should not be lost on Westerners. They have 
long beefed that Central Canada hogs all 
the national power and runs the federal 
government. This undoubted fact has 
somehow seemed 'natural' as long as the 
Western provinces were relatively poor. On 
the whole people realize that having a good 
case is not enough: governments are not 
neutral. Now the newly rich Westerners find 
it perverse that their wealth has not bought 
them what they want. Prevailing wisdom 
equates wealth with power. But it turns out 
that even money is not enough, at least it 
does not immediately and automatically 
confer power. (Women have long known 
that mere numbers plus a good case confers 
nothing at all.) 

• • • • • • • 
What is CGRO? 
CGRO (Coalition for Gay Rights in 
Ontario) is several hundred women 
and men, and over 30 gay organiza
tions across the province working for 
full equality for lesbians and gay 
men. 

What is CGRO Doing 
in the 1980's? 

•lobbying at Queen's Park for laws 
that will give us equality in jobs, 
housing, public services, health care 
and education. 

•undertaking an ambitious program 
of public education. 

•organizing lesbians and gay men 
throughout Ontario to build a new 
future for ourselves, through support 
and education. 

I Why Should I Join 
: CGRO? • 
• »We need your voice to make sure 
• that politicians listen to our concerns. 
• *We need your spare time and skills. 
• 8 We need your financial support to 
• help fund programs to educate socie-
l ty and to organize ourselves. 
9 
$OOe99999«0tt999999e9999999999999< m e i 

I Join CGRO today! 
• DEnrol me as a member of ' 
I CGRO.($ 10) 
I • ! wish to contribute \ 

• D$10 n$25 D$50 • ; 

Y W C A 

R E S O U R C E 

C E N T R E 

drop in: 

15 B I R C H A V E . 
( At Summerhill subway ) 

9 2 5 - 3 1 3 7 

Mail to: 
Coalition for Gay Rights 

in Ontario 
Box 822, Stn. ' A ' , Toronto 

M5W 1G3 

welcome to Branching 
Out renters 

We are pleased to be sending compli
mentary copies to some former Branch
ing Out readers. We hope they will like 
us well enough to become Broadside 
subscribers. 

The Broadside Collective 

It's not that Alberta's oil dollars, for in
stance, do not have an impact on Ottawa. 
The problem is that the impact is a negative 
one. In the long run, for sure, money would 
finally triumph but will there be a long run? 

Western frustration is compounded by 
the fear that since their wealth is mainly 
based on oil, a non-renewable resource, it 
will not last. If they don't grab the national 
brass ring how, as good an opportunity 
might not come again. In ten or twenty 
years the oil will be gone and coal and 
potash depleted. Thus, within these few 
years Alberta, Saskatchewan and BC must 
diversify their industrial bases and take 
their rightful place in the councils of the na
tion. It's one thing to be wealthy suppliers 
of raw materials to central Canada, the US, 
and Japan and quite another to return to 
being poor and dependent hewers and 
drawers. 

Viewing the federal government as a per
manent barrier to their ambitions, Western 
governments have consistently treated it as 
the enemy, ensuring constant and painful 
confrontations. To the extent that these 
governments (Manitoba included) are moti
vated by rational long-term economic con
sideration, I believe they are wrong; wrong 
in their assumptions and wrong in their 
strategy. 

The assumption that Ottawa is the 
'enemy' is self-fulfilling and self-defeating. 
In a federal system such as ours the central 
government can be had and must be had — 
a fact which Quebeckers apparently long 
understood. They never allowed their na
tional aspirations to push them out of Ot
tawa. Quite the contrary. At the height of 
separatist sentiment Quebec remained well 
ensconced in the seat of federalism. In the 
event, Quebec is de facto sovereign and de 
jure associated: the best of both worlds. A 
neat trick and one Western Canada must 

hurry up and learn. 
Voters of Western Canada took all their 

marbles out of the national game and hand
ed them to narrow regional and industrial 
interests. Now they are captives of these in
terests and have nowhere to go. The West 
excluded itself from federal affairs just as it 
had begun to have some potential clout. It 
would have taken time, it would not have 
been easy but it could have been done. The 
West could have had its legitimate interests 
(and illegitimate ones, for that matter) 
represented in Ottawa. 

Instead, Alberta and its allies have 
painted themselves into a corner on the 
issue of oil. Of course the price consumers 
pay for oil in Canada is too low. Of course, 
the feds are wrong to keep it low andjsubsi-
dize it to suit the voters and the manufac
turing sector. It's OK to press for an in
crease in the price of oil. But holding out 
for an enormous share of the proceeds, just 
when the rest of the country and the federal 
government were badly strapped financial
ly, was to blow it politically. And that is 
what the oil provinces, led by Alberta, did. 
Someone in Edmonton lost grip on reality. 
The present one-day flow of dollars from 
east to west could not be increased unless 
and until the West has the political clout to 
make it happen. The western provinces 
have neglected to obtain that clout. It's 
naive to make a demand like that before ac
quiring the means to make it stick. 

What in fact stuck was the National En
ergy Policy. It hadn't come out of an Easter 
egg. It was Ottawa's answer to what it 
perceived as a threat to Canada's fiscal and 
industrial stability; a threat not so much 
from OPEC as from Alberta, its allies and 
the US-controlled oil companies. The 
Liberals' wonderful conversion to na
tionalist economic policy was as much the 
doing of Lougheed as of Trudeau. For the 
feds it amounts to a policy of national self-
preservation. A l l this time the provinces 
have done and said nothing to contradict 
significantly the view that they are not to be 
trusted. On the contrary, by cutting oil pro
duction, holding up oil sands development 
and getting into bed on the Constitution 
with Lévesque, an avowed separatist, they 
badly undermined their credibility. 

How can they do these things and still 
claim to act for the good of Canada? The 
feds case is that on constitutional change 
the views of the provincial premiers are 
equally tainted — narrow, self-serving and 
hypocritical. It's not a bad case. 

In patriarchal politics, where only win
ning counts, the eight dissenting premiers 
have been outclassed and out-manoeuv-
ered. Now, barring a major upset by the 
Supreme Court, we will have a new Con
stitution in Canada by summer. Not to 
mention Petro-Canada gas stations coast-
to-coast. 

Who said the Canadian political scene 
was dull*t/!!? » 

STRAWBERRY BRUNCH 
for 

FRIENDS OF BROADSIDE 
Sunday, June 14,1981. Starting 12 noon 
at the Pauline McGibbon Cultural Centre 

86 Lombard Street, Toronto 
Tickets $15 

C o m e a n d C e l e b r a t e ! 

Music by Susan Cole 
Door Prizes... Surprises... Cash Bar 

Call Broadside: 598-3513 
To see if tickets are still available. 

Tickets in limited supply. Have you got yours yet? 

Vol 2, No. 8 
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-fey Eye Zaremba-: 

Workers at Metro Toronto Y W C A are up 
in arms over proposals contained in an 
April 1981 Planning Report to the ' Y ' 
Board. These recommendations include the 
elimination of the ' Y ' Resource Centre and 
Community Education Department. The 
Committee Against Cutbacks of CUPE 
local 2189, the union representing workers 
at the Metro Toronto Y W C A , has issued a 
general call to the community for help in 
preserving those two projects and the jobs 
that go with them. 

The union describes these are the 'only 
overtly feminist programs' at the Metro Y, 
with considerable visibility and impact on 
the community — yet they have been desig
nated 'low priority.' Although the Union 
statement deals only with those two pro
grams, it appears that next on the chopping 
block is Y W C A housing: Stop 86, a tran
sient hostel and possibly MacPhail 
residence, which is for young women. 

The Y W C A was founded in 1873 with a 
very wide mandate. There is nothing sur
prising in that the perceived and actual con
stituency and goals of the agency should 
change. Over the years, as costs have risen 
faster than income, some Y W C A services 
and programs have had to be cut. Some 
doubtless deserved to be abandoned. 

It would appear from current circum
stances, from documents and interviews, 
that the present Board of the Metro Y is 
engaged in a major effort t6 redirect the 
agency onto a new path, which the Board 
deems both necessary and appropriate in 
the present situation. 

Like many a similar organization, the 
Metro Toronto YWCA is under severe fi
nancial pressure and has been for some 
time. Being a member of United Way has 
its drawbacks. It makes it harder to fun-
draise independently. Yet United Way sup
plied less than one-third of the current 
budget and its year-to-year increases in no 
way even cover inflation. Government 
grants and other payments from that source 
contribute barely 17%. Over 50% of the 
1980 budget was generated directly by the 
agency itself, largely in fees for service, i.e. 
payments by the women served. It is not 
surprising that the Y sees in fees for service 
from its clients the best prospects for the 
future. 

Metro Toronto Y W C A has in the past 
ten years sold off a number of valuable pro
perties in Metro. Among them was the 21 
McGill Street building, now a private and 
expensive women's club. It still owns.Stop 
86 Hostel, North Program Centre, the 
Woodlawn Residence, its Bongard House 
headquarters and two camps, one of which 
is also slated to be sold. It administers Mac
Phail Residence on behalf of Ontario Hous
ing Corporation, runs daycare centres, 
fitness and educational programs, services 
for immigrant women and others re-enter
ing the work force. It rents the upper floor 
of 15 Birch for the Women's Development 
Centre where the doomed Resource Centre 

Present YWCA residence on Woodlawn Avenue, Toronto. 

The first Y residence, opened in 
1892, on Elm Street. 

and Community Education Department are 
located. The lease on this space wilt not be 
renewed. Other Development Centre pro
grams will be relocated. 

In an interview with Broadside, Ellen 
Campbell, Executive Director of Metro 
Toronto Y W C A , described the situation 
thus: 

"Initially we wanted to meet every need 
we perceived in the community. We tended 
to stretch ourselves a little thin. We went 
out on a financial limb to accommodate 
needs which we saw." Campbell states that 
the Board of Directors decided they (the 
YWCA) must "make better use of re
sources and control our future." No longer 
could the Y go on reacting to need. 

A firm of management consultants, P.S. 
Ross, was called in, a committee structure 
was set up, and goals were established. Out 
of this effort has come a Statement of Mis
sion and Goals, the recommendations in the 
Planning Report, plus other structural and 
organizational changes designed to make 
the operation of the Y more efficient and 
more in line with the goals of the Board. 

The documentation provided by the Y 
does not make clear on what basis the two 
programs in immediate danger — the Re
source Centre and Community Education 
— have been given sucji low priority. On 
the surface they are eminently worthwhile 
and cost relatively little. They could be 
viewed as core support programs, essential 
underpinnings of the Y concept, and useful 
for PR purposes besides. Apparently they 
are not so perceived by Y W C A manage
ment. A problem, of course, is the fact that 
neither lends itself to becoming self-
supporting financially through fees or 
grants. But suspicion remains that they are 
being killed because these two programs are 
actually, or potentially, the most political, 
the most feminist. 

In seeking to privatize itself so totally, 
'the Y W C A shows no understanding of how 
useful feminist political action can be in 
dealing with various levels of government. 

It is instructive that two housing services 
share this low priority. Here the case is 
somewhat clearer. These services are 'trou
ble.' The crux of the matter lies in the type 
of service provided and the kind of women 
who receive it. The economic situation of 
marginal workers in Toronto has deterior
ated; the provincial government's policy of 
de-institutionalizing mental health patients 
has taken effect. This has put additional 
burdens on underbudgeted and under
staffed agencies such as the Y . It is hard to 
blame Y management for being concerned; 
they do not have the resources to cope. The 
Y is obviously not in a position to help the 
increasing number of women with 
economic, mental, social and often police 
problems. It is ultimately the responsibility 
of tax-based institutions to cope with the 
flood of walking wounded produced by our 
society. 

However, more than a tactical, tempo
rary withdrawal from an untenable situa
tion is involved here. The low priority is not 
due to any immediate emergency. What is 
happening is a systematic redefining of the 
goals of the organization away from service 
of the poor towards the middle-class, and a 
progressive abandonment of commitment 
to the needs of 'problem' women — unless 
they have money. In its place is an added 
emphasis on upward mobility and attain
ment of leadership positions for women. It 
would seem that the truly operative goal in
volves organizational maintenance: 'to at
tract women with discretionary income as 
members and participants.' 

Questioning this orientation and the deci
sions it has prompted is all well and good. 
Perhaps it's a cheap way to feel righteous. 
But supposing that the survival of the 
Metro Toronto Y W C A is ultimately at 
stake, perhaps these decisions are pragmati
cally justified. Nobody would be better off 
should the Y collapse. It goes on doing ex
cellent work for women — daycare, help 
for teen mothers, help with employment, 
fitness, education. These changes, un
palatable as they are, might in fact be 
necessary in the long run. 

I would be willing to grant all the above if 
I were persuaded that the change in empha
sis, the decisions which it has spawned and 
especially their implementation will in fact 
do the job. Not only am I not persuaded 
that what is currently happening at the Y 
will lead to its maintenance and renewal, 
but I am convinced it won't. 

There are two connected reasons for my 
conviction in this respect. The Metro Tor
onto Y W C A has long suffered from 
management problems. I don't believe this 
has been resolved. After years as a church-
related volunteer agency the Y is experienc
ing a bad case of schizophrenia in its 
management style. Its top management has 
traditionally come through the ranks — 
from affluent, dô-gooder volunteer, to 
staff, to management. This makes for 
abysmal management. It isn't hard-nosed, 
efficiency-oriented, professional manage
ment appropriate to a large, unionized 
organization, neither is it the new-style 
feminist, flexible management used to 
working collectively on a shoe string, 
renewing and changing as the community 
changes. Either of these' would be prefer
able to the current situation. Prodded by 
necessity and management consultants, the 

Y W C A Board and top management have 
been trying to take on some of the trappings 
of so-called professional management, hop
ing thereby to render a social institution of 
long standing miraculously into something 
else altogether. But trappings are not 
enough. Cranking out long-range planning 
reports, making decisions based on 
'bottom-line' consideration, excluding 
union staff from these, or communicating 
by memos do not good management make. 
There has to be a real substance behind it; 
this substance must be communicated in a 
non-defensive manner to the staff — the 
people who must make any change work. 
Without their understanding and co-oper
ation all that the current situation will pro
duce is low morale, bad staff relations and a 
lack of faith in management. These are not 
the attributes of a successful organization 
of any sort. I don't believe that all of the 
Board or management people really under
stand what is happening, or what they are 
doing. And this shows. 

My second guess for doubting that any 
good will come of all this lies in the fact that 
the public relation rhetoric, both internal 
and external, verges on the absurd. Years of 
saying the right thing, regardless of the cir
cumstances, plus virtual paranoia with re
spect to its reputation among funding 
sources, have not helped Y management to 
deal honestly with reality. A l l organizations 
want to present the best possible face to the 
world at large. But there must be some rela
tion between what is said and perhaps, even 
believed by the speaker, and the actual 
situation. In this case the gap is enormous. 
Its rhetoric is so unconnected with the ob
vious facts that faith in Y management can 
only be eroded further. Let's hope it's only 
kidding the rest of us. I am afraid it is fool
ing itself. Either way there's not a great pro
spect for success. 

The Metro Toronto Y W C A — a fine, val
uable and necessary organization — cannot 
continue to cut services, sell off property, 
abandon its commitment to women who 
need it most, and withdraw from the move
ment of women without suffering a real loss 
of credibility. If the present Board feels 
obliged for one reason or another to shift 
the Metro Toronto Y W C A away from wo
men's services, women's needs, women's 
community and the movement for the bet
terment of all women, it should at least 
acknowledge to itself and us that this is 
what it's doing. 

TRAVEL INC. 

Call Isobel or Lian 868-1758 

868-1758 
465 K ING ST. E., UNIT 3, T O R O N T O , ONT. M 5 A 1 L6 
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Toronto Women's Credit Union: M e r g i n g A h e a d ? 
by Philinda Masters 

Step back seven years in history. The 
women's movement is largely funded by the 
government — particularly Secretary of 
State's Women's Programme; women's 
centres' 3-year funding is about to run out 
and the centres are expected to run on 
volunteer labour; women ask government 
for capital to buy property rather than 
overhead money to pay for services and 
don't get it; the first phase of setting up 
essential women's services is passing and 
years of hard work ahead is envisaged. A l l 
this takes money. 

In 1974 a group of Toronto women 
looked into setting up an organization 
which would provide a financial base for 
the activities of the women's movement, an 
organization into which women could fun
nel disposable, discretionary, excess income 
(if any) and use it for our own ends: co-op 
housing, a women's building, money for 
education in non-traditional occupations; 
generally to fund a political movement 
without relying on government grants to do 
so, government interests and feminist goals 
not being exactly in tune. 

After exploring a number of possibilities 
— trust funds, foundations, investment 
syndicates — it was decided that the credit 
union philosophy was most compatible 
with feminist principles of collective!, non-
hierarchical organization. 

In November 1975 the Women's Credit 
Union opened its doors and the media 
picked up on the least important aspect in 
covering this financial novelty — that banks 
discriminated against women, by not grant
ing loans and a women's credit union 
wouldn't. But at the same time, the Ontario 
Ministry of Consumer and Corporate Rela
tions was circulating a set of 'Guidelines' to 
combat discrimination against women in 
financial institutions. Soon, the perceived 
raison d'etre of the Women's Credit Union 
was undercut, as banks recognized a 
potentially huge market and eased their 
loan granting and credit rating policies. 

In those first years, the credit union set 
about to build up its financial base — its 
assets (which meant granting loans). In 

1977 it approached Employment and Immi
gration's Local Employment Assistance 
Program (LEAP) for funds to set up a 
training program, a program which rather 
than contributing to the credit union's ex
pansion, created a severe energy drain. 
When the funding came to an end in July 
1980 it was obvious the credit union had 
suffered. Shortly after, the Ontario Share 
and Deposit Insurance Corporation 
(OSDIC) decided it should protect its in
terests and monitor the credit union's 
operations. In January, without warning, it 
put the credit union 'under direction', 
which meant that no major decisions could 
be made without OSDIC's approval. But 
instead of providing 'expert assistance' to 
get the credit union out of the red, as it had 
guaranteed, OSDIC decided that the Wo
men's Credit Union deficit was so large and 
its loan portfolio so poor that, in effect, 
there was no choice but for the credit union 
either to merge with another credit union or 
to close down entirely. 

OSDIC had a stake in amalgamation: its 
stated goal is to have only five or six large 
credit unions in Ontario by 1999, and the 
trend is in progress: 300 credit unions in the 
past year have closed or merged. Ontario's 
credit union league (League Central) also 
has a stake in a merge — closing down is 
bad for business and would tarnish the 
credit union movement's reputation. And 
in the middle of it all is the Women's Credit 
Union's computer — $30,000 worth. No 
one wants to lose sight of the computer. 
OSDIC won't let the credit union sell it, it's 
too good a bargaining tool with any other 
interested credit union. League Central 
would not like to see the computer being 
lost to the credit union movement — it has 
an on-line system that's not nearly as com
plicated. The government (LEAP) has a 
lien on the computer until July, at which 
point the Women's Credit Union will own it 
outright. But the credit union makes use of 
only about one tenth of the computer's 
capacity; either the computer's too big or 
the credit union's too small. Selling the 
computer would at least cover the credit 
union's $25,000 deficit. In any event, if the 
credit union closes, savings will be returned 
to members and loans will be payable to 
OSDIC; if the credit union merges with 
another, all operations will automatically 
be taken over by the new credit union. 

T O R O N T O 

WOMEN'S 
B O O K S T O R E 
85 H a r b o r d Street 

Toron to , Onta r io 

922-8744 

Falling in Place novel by Ann Beattie $2.95 

Vida novel by Marge Piercy $2.95 

China Men by Maxlne Hong Kingston $3.95 

Dragonhunt fantasy novel by Frances Duncan, 
Women's Press $5.35 

C . tor o n t o r o p e c r i / i / c e n t r e 

S U M M E R B E N E F I T D A N C E S 

At 519 Church St., Toronto 8:00 pm to 1:00 am 
June 13 • • • July 11 

Women Only. Alcoholic & non-alcoholic beverages. 
Price: $4.00, or what you can afford. Tickets at door. 

At the annual general meeting in March 
1981 the members gave the Board direction 
to pursue the possibility of amalgamation 
with another Toronto community credit 
union. The Board, with of course the ap
proval of OSDIC, approached TorCity 
(formerly Davisville — a credit union that is 
a conglomerate of 14 others and provides 
extended services including regular chequ
ing and 24-hour loans). At the beginning of 
May the TorCity members voted to go 
ahead with the merger. 

In July, Women's Credit Union members 
will be asked to attend a meeting to vote 
approval of the amalgamation. This meet
ing will be the last time members will have a 
say — immediately after that, either 
amalgamation or dissolution will take 
place, depending on the vote, and the 
Women's Credit Union will be no more. 

There is a feeling, to an extent reflected 
by some members of the Board, that the 
Women's Credit Union is a feminist organ
ization, a feminist financial institution, in 
no way connected with the credit union and 
co-operative movements. There is, 
therefore, no political rationale for joining 
up with another credit union and continu
ing to support the co-op movement. Cer
tainly the women who started the credit 
union were allied with the women's move
ment, not with the co-op movement. But in 
starting a credit union they unintentionally 
hooked into a long established co-op tradi
tion. This tradition is not necessarily a 
politically radical one. 

Credit unions started in Europe as a kind 
of middle class noblesse oblige as a rising 
bourgeoisie began to feel pangs of guilt and 
felt the need to lend money to poor people. 
In the US, credit unions were seen as a way 
to beef up a sluggish post-industrial econ
omy by turning low-income people into 
potential consumers with easy access to 
credit. And the co-op movement got its im
petus in the Canadian west from displaced 
middle class Ontario farmers who weren't 
used to bad conditions and ill-treatment by 
government and the CPR and who banded 
together to form grain co-ops. 

FEMINIST PARTY 
POSTER 

Printed in lour 
hrillitnt colours 

$4.00 Eeeà 
No. of Posters Total 

A feminist credit union may just be a 
contradiction in terms. First of all, the co
op movement — known as the 'third sector' 
(the first sector is government, the second 
private enterprise) — operates on a basis of 
volunteerism. It is a principle based on 
necessity: the third sector doesn't generate 
money through tax or profit and can't af
ford to pay for its labour. But it is a princi
ple that for obvious reasons is problematic 
for feminists. 

The Women's Credit Union in particular 
has always been plagued by paradoxes. A 
credit union must make its money on loans, 
but the Women's Credit Union has always 
had a political contradiction to deal with in 
this respect — who to lend money to, and 
for what purposes. Credit unions must in
crease their assets by judicious investment, 
but investment in a capitalist system is 
another problem for feminists. A credit 
union must also attract members with 
money to invest, but the Women's Credit 
Union has always shied away from making 
a blatant pitch to attract these particular 
women. Instead it has aimed itself at wo
men with very little money, which may be 
politically sound but financially deadly. 
And, ironically, the Women's Credit Union 
became reliant, to its detriment, on govern
ment funding, in absolute contradiction to 
its original aim to be financially indepen
dent. 

It could be argued that a credit union was 
not what the women's movement really 
needed in the first place, and was in fact 
bound to fail according to its own mandate 
— which sounds like an argument to close 
down the credit union and have done with 
it. 

But people don't usually keep their mon
ey in socks, and saving money in a credit 
union, any credit union, is one giant step 
better than helping the shareholders of 
banks get richer and richer off our hard-
earned dollars. If the Women's Credit 
Union members vote to amalgamate, my 
shares will be much happier at TorCity than 
at the Toronto-Dominion bank. 

The FEMINIST PARTY OF C A N A D A ' 
PARTI FEMINISTE DU CANADA is 
the political voice of our time. If you 
wish to participate in the formation of 
this national party, please complete the 
following and return it to our address. 

I would like to purchase a membership in the 
Feminist Party of Canada at $5.00 
Seniors, students, single parents, welfare or 
disabled at $1.00 
Are you willing to help organize (or meet 
with) FPC-PFC members in your area ? 
Do you wish to be on our Mailing List?If so , 
please send $2.00 to cover postage. 
Donation Total 

FEMINIST PARTY OF CANADA 
PARTI FEMINISTE DU CANADA 
BOX 5717 STATION A TORONTO 
M5W1A0 {416)9603427 
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by Aime Cameron 

There are many names for the enemy. 
The Patriarchy. The Oligarchy. Totalitari
anism. For me, it is the Enemy. The old, 
cold evil. We disciples of the soft power 
have been locked in combat with this enemy 
for centuries, and part of the unrest and 
confusion coming down on us all today is 
because Time has come full and another 
period of trial is underway. The Enemy, the 
old cold, is attacking again. 

There was a time witchcraft was- the do
minion of women. The term "male witch" 
is a contradiction in itself. Women knew the 
secrets, women used the soft power to heal, 
to teach, to improve. Men could ask the 
wise women for help, and it would be given 
them, but the power remained with the 
women, passed to daughters,* sisters, stu
dents. Men envied the women this power, 
and instead of trying to tap their own 
sources of power, they moved insidiously to 
co-opt the covens, infiltrate and steal the 
knowledge. 

Less than ten per cent of the population 
of the world has ever have perceivable pow
er. The physically strong, the ones who 
could command armies, control the wealth, 
manipulate the politicians, use the club, the 
sword, the gun, the bomb have been consid
ered "powerful". Their power has always 
been handed down to their firstborn son. 
The son. The inheritor. The immortality. 
At first only the firstborn son was taught to 
read and write; the secret language of the 
tree fort, the inheritors of power talking to 
each other. Then second sons were taught 
to read and write; the powerful became 
aware of the possible use of the church as a 
furtherance of power. The warlords, the 
priests, the killers, the saviours banded to
gether and controlled and presented as 
"truth" the philosophy of the lordly few. 
Eventually, the secret language of academ
ese spread and soon all the sons of the 
wealthy, the powerful, could read and 
write. Marginally. A "library" might con
tain three or four books. 

And all this time the men envied the wis
dom of the women. Wisdom we did not 
scratch on rocks or mark on paper, wisdom 
we handed to the young women by exam
ple, by song, by prayer, in an oral tradition. 
The scribes, the powerful, the patriarchs 
spoke of how easy it is for oral teaching to 
be lost, how necessary that teaching be pre
served. A few young women, impressed 
with the seeming importance of Academia, 
listened. 

Perhaps it was a brother speaking softly, 
perhaps a cousin, or a lover, but we can be 
certain that it was a "nice" man who wan
ted to "help". A gentle man, a kind man, a 
man who seemed not to abuse or mistreat 
or look down on women. A secret here, a 
secret there, a song, a prayer, and soon men 
were allowed to serve the covens, as stu
dents, then acolytes, then as disciples. 

Today the three biggest and most power
ful covens are controlled by "male 
witches". I suggest it wasn't until the sons 
of the Enemy were allowed to infiltrate the 
covens that there was a split between 
"black" and "white" magic, "black" and 
"white" witches. 

It wasn't until the split between the true 
followers of the soft power and the co-opt-
ors that the witchhunts began. It wasn't un
til men were in the covens that we were ex
posed, burned, murdered, defiled, almost 
erased. 

It wasn't until those who said they 

WILL THE REAL ENEMY PLEASE STAND UP... 

wanted to "help" got involved that we 
needed any "help". Until then there was no 
threat we couldn't overcome. Out of the iv
ory tower of patriarchal academia came the 
teachers, the physicians, the doctors, the 
psychiatrists, and psychologists. 

At a time when very few women were 
even admitted to medical schools, the 
brain-shrinking rules were established and 
you had to be a medical doctor before you 
could study to be a psychiatrist. With few 
women doctors, there were, of course, even 
fewer women shrinks. 

In the same way the scratching on rock 
symbols and secrets of the inheritors of the 
clubs and spears became literature, art, cul
ture and academia, the fevered babbling of 
Freud became the ground rules for a new 
"science." And from the swamp of misin
formation, misinterpretation and sexist 
bullshit, came therapy. From therapy came 
do-it-yourself peer group grope and touchy-
feely emotional masturbation. 

A l l of it from a partiarchal perspective, 

all of it from the old, cold enemy. We were 
taught we had penis envy, we were taught 
we were incomplete physically and knew it 
and this knowledge made us passive, weak, 
hysterical...and we said we needed Feminist 
Therapists. 

We never stopped to look at the true 
roots of bullshit and ask, ourselves if we 
needed it at all; we accepted, because we've 
been conditioned to accept Academia as 
Learning, that all we needed was a wo-
manfocus to this rafflebaffle, and we'd be 
fine. We never said, Hey, that's your shit, 
might be fine for you but it hasn't got any
thing to do with us...we'd been conditioned 
too well. Sometimes even by our own sis
ters, the ones who had been skillfully co-
opted generations earlier. 

Women were discontent and looking for 
new ways, new directions, new futures. 
Without precedents we were fumbling, but 
putting enormous amounts of energy into 
our "liberation movement' '. Some of us 
fell into the marxist-trot-leninist-socialist 

recognized political trap. And found even 
these brave new words were rooted in sex
ism. Few of us still think there is any direc
tion for us in those philosophies. 

Talking, talking, talking 
Confused, frightened, and increasingly 

tired, those sisters of the first wave of this 
tide of women's movement looked for help. 
And for a while it seemed there was help 
available. Sharing. Taking Time. Clearing. 

We're all talking, talking, talking, getting 
in touch with clearing, sharing, talking, cry
ing, questioning...along lines set in the cess
pool of the historic enemy. The powerful, 
the brutal, the rich, the educated, the less 
than ten per cent whose ancestors envied 
the soft power of women and co-opted the 
covens. Instead of forging ahead at the rate 
we were forging, we've come to a dead halt, 
and we're running around in ever-de-
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creasing circles, going to workshops the 
way we used to feel obligated to go to 
church to worship the patriarchs, talking in 
catch-phrases and jargon until the words 
mean nothing. I can hear what you are say
ing. Thank you for sharing with me. My 
process is somewhat different from yours. I 
must get in touch with myself. 

I suggest we don't need this bullshit. I 
suggest we stop saying we need feminist 
therapists and face the fact that we've been 
had. Again. Had the way we were had when 
we thought traditional politics had a solu
tion for us. 

My grandmother never saw a shrink in 
her life, she worked hard, raised six kids, 
then had to help raise her kids' kids, and 
she was, by anyone's definition, "a strong 
woman". She taught me "you don't get 
good fruit from a rotten tree." 

The tree from which the many branches 
of therapy grew is rooted in the shit of the 
patriarchy. We ought to be cutting it down, 
not trying to graft feminism onto it. 

We have all the historic and traditional 
examples we need. The patriarchy has its 
main thrust and power in the old world. 
Here, in the "new world" it has had less 
time to establish its ugliness. The people 
who were here before the European patri
archs arrived with smallpox blankets and 
venereal disease, lived and thrived in a soft 
matriarchal, matrilineal society that saw all 
babies, male or female, born into full social 
and civil equality. Neither women nor 
children were chattels to be bought, sold, 
traded, used, abused, or killed. Until the 
patriarchy arrived with physical, mental, 
emotional and spiritual poison. 

Power wasn't a problem 

The sisters of the secret society never had 
to spend time and tears struggling with the 
question of "power." Personal or political, 
actual, perceived or imagined, it was not a 
problem. Everyone had it. If you didn't 
know how to use it, best you find out for 
yourself before you get much older. 

A woman with a problem — any kind of 
problem — would go to the circle, take her 
place, tell her problem. It was expected she 
would be able to say what was bothering 
her without taking all night about it! It was 
expected she would have done some work 
herself, and not waste everyone else's time 
rambling in circles. It was expected every
one else in the circle wanted to help. Be
cause "power" was not a problem, there 
was no need for anybody to put anybody 
else down, no need for trashing sessions. 
Power was seen as a burden, a responsibili
ty, a lot of damn hard work, and most wo
men accepted power only when the other 
women made it clear that some one woman 
had been chosen as the one to carry the 
burden of power. 

The circle would not tell a woman to fuck 
off, you're puny and we don't want you in 
the circle. The circle would listen, and it 
was known and believed that the circle 
would listen with love. The circle would 
comfort. The circle members would give 
examples from their own lives of what had 
hurt them, hindered them, and what they 
had done about it. The. circle would be wil
ling to do this three times for the same prob 
lem. The fourth time the same woman sat 
and mewled the same sad litany of woe the 
circle members would rise, silently, move to 
another place, re-form the circle and leave 
the weak nelly with her litany of grief; 
because she who does nothing deserves 
what she does. 

This didn't mean a woman could only go 
to the circle four times in her life. A woman 
could go as often as she needed. But she 
was expected to get her head out of her ass 
and take some responsibility for herself, her 
life, her future. 

There are times in every woman's life 
when the best thing to do is Nothing. When 
those times come, and the crap is flying 
from every corner of your life, and nutsi-
ness seems the rule, it's okay to sit in the 
circle and get support and love. You just tell 
the sisters in the circle it's a "Nothing" 
time, you don't have a focus on what is giv
ing you shivers, you're just bummed out, 
depressed, moody, and sad. That's not 
whining. It is expected that when you know 
what's got you in that state, you'll do some
thing about it. 

I know women who have been groping in 
groups for years now, and they aren't doing 
anything, they aren't making any changes, 
they're just sharing, clearing, self crit'ing 
and boring themselves and everyone else to 
a state of numbass, trying to pick fruit from 
the patriarchal tree, recurrent non-occur-
ence. 

I spent most of last year in Toronto, 
working unremittingly hard, trying to get 
together enough money to get a workspace 
for myself and be sure I could feed my kids. 
I was away from my family, away from my 
extended family, away from my communi
ty, the island, the sea, the mountains, away 
from the elder sisters who have shared their 
knowledge with me. I have good friends in 
Toronto, supportive women who make me 
feel good just by being around, and yet I 
wound up so mindraped I could barely hold 
it together. I know, when I left, that I had 
to come back here immediately, one more 
week and I'd have been in the Clarke In
stitute in a restraint jacket. 

I began to feel that the only way any of us 
could get any kind of "help" or "support" 
was to deliberately dump our shit out of the 
bags we'd worked all our lives to get it to
gether in, join the 'losers' and be deemed 
Politically Correct. At the height (or depth) 
of my despair I re-read Sharon Riis' book 
"The True Story of Ida Johnson." There's 
a line in there that gave me enough strength 
to finish what I'd gone there to do. "Bles
sed are the meek, the weak, and the 
creepy." Lucy/Luke says this to describe 
the christian church, I took it to describe 
the gropers, the euphemism-speakers, the 
'losers.' Blessed are the meek, the weak, 
and the creepy. 

At the same time a friend of mine (one of 
those PI strong women!) referred to "The 
Tyranny of the Weak." We had some ma
cabre fun listing the Tyranny of the Week, it 
kept us sane a few extra days. It's so easy to 
blame someone else. Easier than admitting 
you've got your ass caught in a fox trap. 
Again. Easier than getting your head out 
and doing something. Easier than taking 
the time to realize "we are never cured, we 
only learn to endure." 

Secret society fell 

Before the patriarchy arrived on Vancou
ver Island women were warriors on an equal 
basis with the men. No woman who was 
pregnant or nursing an infant was allowed 
or expected to put her life, and the child's 
life, in jeopardy. Once the child was 
weaned, it was the woman's own choice, 
and if she preferred not to go to battle, her 
choice was respected. Nobody can be fully 
effective in an emergency if half her atten
tion is elsewhere. Not all women warriors 
were members of the secret society of wo
men, but all members of the secret society 
were women warriors. The patriarchy ar
rived, saw the power the women had, and 
moved quickly against the secret society. 
"Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live" and 
with the cross of the Prince of Peace held 
high, they murdered the women, put the 
girls in christian schools and so mindfucked 
them with thou shalt not's and shame cen
tered on their biology and bodies, that in

side two generations there were few girls eli
gible for membership in the society of wo
men. 

And when the secret society fell, the 
warrior women were scattered, their ranks 
not renewed because the girls were condi
tioned into believing they were frail, 
helpless little things, passive creatures 
capable only of puny temper tantrums, in
capable of anger, rage, or vengeance, so out 
of touch with their own bodies that the 
granddaughters of women who rowed open 
dugout canoes to Hawaii now fail the 
Canada Fitness Tests. Young women whose 
grandmothers, as part of a puberty rite, 
swam miles in the cold sea, now can't 
qualify for their red cross lifesaving cer
tificate. The granddaughters of warrior 
women who defeated three galleons of Con
quistadores now are unable to defend 
themselves against rapists on city streets; 
like most of the rest of us! 

After four generations of inactivity, kept 
alive barely by a few now-ancient elder sis
ters, the women's warrior society is reform
ing. And the warrior society is not restricted 
to native women. The warrior society has 
come forth, left the reserves, and is re
cruiting from among Women. Not just red 
women, not just white women, not just 
black women, not just asian women. 
Women. The last few sisters of the secret 
society are sharing what wisdom of Old 
Woman remains, and because the sisters of 
the secret society have taken that leap of 
faith, the women of the warrior society 
have joined them. 

Power no shame 

Power is not the enemy. There is no 
shame in being a strong woman. There is no 
shame in having and using your personal 
power. It is the use to which power is put 
that determines if it is good or bad. 

The weak have power. I truly believe they 
are using their power to sap the strong 
women, make strong, strong women feel 
there is something shameful in having and 
keeping personal power, personal control 
over our lives. The Tyranny of the Weak is 
shameful power, shameful misuse of pow
er, shameful, insidious, and dangerous ab
use of power. 

I suggest it is time we moved our circle. 
The sisters of the secret society found out 

about patriarchal power. They were abus 
ed, tortured, killed, but their power was 
never extinguished. The patriarchs can put 
you in jail, or in a mental hospital, but they 
cannot make you agree you ought to be 
there! They can take away your house, your 
land, your money, but only you can throw 
away your personal power and see your 
economic poverty as a shameful thing. 
They can rip your vocal chords out of your 
throat, they cannot make the song stop in 
your head. They can refuse to publish your 
poems and stories, they cannot make you 
stop composing them and playing them, re
citing them to your sisters, your daughters, 
your sons, your lovers. They can control 
the film and television industry, they can
not make you believe it is for your better
ment. 

They can say, directly or indirectly, that 
strong women, women who hang onto and 
use their personal power, are Politically 
Incorrect. But they can't make me believe 
it. 

Recognize the Enemy 

There is nothing inherently wrong with 
"success." If a woman can make music and 
get that music to a million other women, 
she hasn't "sold out" or "gone commer
cial," she has defeated the patriarchy. The 

woman who makes music that doesn't get 
out to a million other women has not "fail
ed", she is merely still battling the old, cold 
evil. And those of us who have power and 
are not afraid to use it, have the obligation 
to help get that music out to a million 
women. 

And we all have the obligation to believe, 
to make the leap of faith, that those who 
work with us, live with us, join our circle, 
are there for good reasons, for moral 
reasons, and are worthy of our love, our 
trust, our respect and our support. Right up 
until the time it is proved otherwise. 

The women of the warrior society must 
be able to recognize the enemy and be wil
ling to do something to support the soft 
truth and defeat the old, cold evil. This is 
not a time to do Nothing. Within the society 
of women, within the warrior society, wo
men argued, bitched, complained, nagged, 
yelled, fought and loved; and goddess help 
the fool from the outside who interfered. 
Remember when you were a kid, and you 
and your best friend would be going at it 
tooth and nail...and someone else would try 
to take sides and find herself facing a united 
fury? Every time a collective gets into group 
grope and starts to fall apart it's time for 
women to stand up and make a bid to join 
the warrior society, name the enemy, attack 
it ferociously, get rid of the weeping whin
ing "weak, meek and creepy," and keep 
the collective intact. Otherwise, that old, 
cold evil racks up another victory. Let the 
losers and whiners leave the circle, or move 
the circle, but keep the collective, its aims 
and ideals alive. One of my adopted daugh
ters has a philosophy the rest of us at first 
thought was a joke, then began to admire, 
and now are adopting: "fuck'em if they 
can't take it ." 

No initiation rites 
Membership in the warrior society 

doesn't come easily. There is no initiation 
rite now; there used to be, but Time moves 
on, things change, and ritual was one of the 
first things to die when there were no longer 
enough women left alive to fill the circles. 
Those in the warrior society know who the 
other members are. Those who pretend to 
be of the society and wear the headband 
without the right to wear it may fool the 
wninitiated, but they will never fool the in
itiated. 

Strong women, powerful women, recog
nize other strong, powerful women. And 
they also recognize the meek, the weak, and 
the creepy. And are apt to move against it 
by the simple method of walking over and 
removing the undeserved headband. On the 
other hand, you might be standing in a 
crowd, or swaying to the music at the folk 
festival, or getting yourself together after a 
test of faith, and someone will just as 
casually walk over and shove a headband 
around your forehead — "sometime, 
somewhere when you least expect it . . ." 

With every headband there is a "death 
cord." You are expected to design and 
make your own death cord. It is black, in 
memory of the sisters who died in defence 
of the soft power. It could be a ribbon...it 
could be a shoe lace. It is what it is, a cord 
of love and respect that links us to the 
sisters who died fighting the meek, the weak 
and the creepy. Mine slides through the 
knot on my red headband, and both ends of 
my death cord have four beads each, four is 
a magic number, four is a full number, four 
is truth, four makes it complete. Each bead 
has a significance, a magic, a purpose, and 
a power. With power comes obligation and 
responsibility. 

The face of the enemy is my own 
The force of the enemy is part of me 
The enemy lives inside myself 
The enemy must not become mySelf 

Vol. 2, No. 8 



page eight 

Movement Matters compiled by Judy 
Stanleigh 

Early in the spring of 1980, a group of 
women got together to discuss their con
cerns about the lack of health services for 
women in Regina. At that time, their con
cerns centred, mainly around reproductive 
health. Other interested women joined 
them, and today Healthsharing Inc. con
sists of a board of six women, one staff per
son and a membership close to 200. 

Operating on a federal government 
Secretary of State grant since September 
1980, the board and staff have researched 
the area of women's health and hâve iden
tified the problems women face in health 
care. When Healthsharing members talk 
about health, they are talking about it as 
defined by the World Health Organization: 
"Health is a state of complete physical, 
mental and social well-being and not merely 
the absence of disease." They believe that 
"as women we are subject to additional 
health problems that occur as a result of 
our status in society and the demands of 
childbearing. Therefore, we must have ac
cess to all information regarding our health 
including the risks, benefits, and options 
open to us. We must become active policy 
makers in the health system and be free to 
determine our own course of action." 

Healthsharing believes that Hhe health 
needs of women are not being met. This is 
evidenced by: 
— the fact that the rate of unplanned adol
escent pregnancies is Saskatchewwan is the 
highest in Canada (each week in Saskat
chewan, there are 64 known teenage preg
nancies); 
— the well-documented reports of over-
prescription of mood-modifying drugs for 
women (in Saskatchewan, twice as many fe
males as males receive tranquilizers and in 
the 20-29 age group, eight times as many 
females as males receive anti-depressants); 
— the increasing evidence of violence 
against women (in a 1979 Winnipeg Rape 
Incidence Study, one in 17 respondents re
ported a rape and one in 5, sexual assault); 
— the low numbers of families participating 
in prenatal programs (out of 16,977 live bir-

Oshawa Solidarity 
Picket 

Nine women who work at Tel-Air, a 
telephone answering service in Oshawa, 
have been on strike for a first contract for 
six long months. A solidarity rally and 
demonstration were held on Saturday, May 
9, to show these courageous women that 
they have the support of other locals in 
their union (Communication Workers of 
Canada) as well as of the women's move
ment. Speaking for the International 
Women's Day Committee, Linda Yanz 
stressed the importance of unionizing and 
striking in small shops, since most women 
in Canada work in relatively small work
places. 

The rally also included short statements 
by a striker, other unionists, Oshawa M P 
Mike Breaugh, and a delegate from Organ
ized Working Women. Music was provided 
by the Red Berets. A four-mile march 
thorugh the streets of Oshawa followed, 
culminating in a picket at Tel-Air. After the 
picket, the women strikers said they felt 
very encouraged by the support shown by 
the busload of feminists and fellow 
unionists from Toronto, and the supporters 
promised to return for the victory party. 

lesbian/Coy History 
The Lesbian and Gay History Group of 
Toronto will holds its next regular meeting 
at the Canadian Gay Archives, 5th Floor, 
24 Duncan Street at 7:30 pm on Monday 
June 8. For more information call 
961-7338. 

ths in Saskatchewan in 1979, only 4,000 
families participated in some form of pre
natal program); 
— the inadequacy of sexuality programs in 
the schools (only 16% of Saskatchewan 
school districts have some form of family 
life education); 
— the lack of native health care workers in 
Regina; • 
— the fact that an-estimated 90% of women 
with drinking problems are not treated. 

The long-term effects of these problems 
can no longer be ignored. One aspect of the 
solution as stated in Healthsharing's 
brief/project proposal to the provincial 
government, is the establishment of a 
Regina Women's Health Centre. The cen
tre, controlled by women, would be com
mitted to having women integrally involved 
in the provision of service at all levels. The 
goal: to ensure professionally supported, 
comprehensive health services for women 
and adolescents in Regina and district with 
the objective of reducing inequities within 
the system. The centre would have several 
components: a counselling unit; an educa
tional unit; a volunteer unit; a medical unit; 
a consultant function; an outreach unit; in
formation and research; community educa
tion; research and evaluation. 

Healthsharing will be taking their propo
sal to government in May. The alternate 
funding committee is looking at funding 
sources and the outreach committee is com
piling a directory of services for women that 
will be printed and distributed in Regina. 
Orientation meetings for new members are 
held regularly and general membership 
meetings are the last Wednesday of every 
month. 

If you would like to join Healthsharing, 
or would like further information, contact 
Bonnie Johnson, Box 734, Regina, 
S4P 2A8, 586-9628. 

—Laura Pettit, 
Healthsharing. 

(Broadside note: Regina Healthsharing Inc. 
is not connected with Toronto's feminist 
health magazine, Healthsharing). 

Women in Trades and 
Industry Conference 

The first Ontario Women in Trades and 
Industry Conference was held April 24-26 
in Hamilton. Advertised as a provincial ac
tion conference, the action theme was ap
parent throughout the proceedings. The 
theme was evident in the accounts of the 
struggles of women as individuals trying to 
gain the skills to enter non-traditional jobs, 
endeavouring to obtain a job in the trade or 
industry they want to enter, dealing with 
being the sole woman on the job, struggling 
in and with unions. These women constitute 
many of those who have in the past year 
been organizing into Women in \ Trades 
groups which have sprung up across the 
province, in the north and in the south. 

A second major group represented were 
those women who have organized to fight 
as a group to enter targeted industries such 
as Stelco, C N , Fleet and National Steelcar. 
Such campaigns have had a high profile and 
in the cases of C N and Stelco have had a 
dramatic effect. The campaigns have in
volved gaining union support, laying Hu
man Rights charges against the employers, 
plus media campaigns. In the case of C N , 
not only were the women who laid the 
charges hired as apprentices, but they 
received monetary compensation for lost 
time. 

The women who described their strug
gles, as individuals, as part of a campaign, 
in unions, in forming Women in Trades 
groups, used fighting language. They de
scribed themselves as fighters, as aggressive 
women and as determined women. The 
energy and determination of this potentially 
powerful force was combined over the 
weekend. A decision was reached to sustain 
the momentum by forming a provincial 
federation of groups and individual women 
who actively support the fight for the entry 
of women into non-traditional jobs in 
trades and industry. A second conference to 
be held in Northern Ontario is likely to oc
cur within the year. 

—Gloria Geiler 

Pro-choice and anti-abortion groups confront each other in front of 
Toronto General Hospital at last month's Mothers' Day march and 
rally sponsored by 'Women for Survival' and the International 
Women's Day Committee. 

Newfoundland on the Mowe 
The Newfoundland and Labrador Wo

men's Institute's have been in existence in 
the province since 1935. They have 70 
branches, with a membership of approxi
mately 2000. The main purpose of NLWI is 
to give women the opportunity of working 
together to improve the quality of life in 
rural areas; and to provide for their fuller 
education through a wide variety of activi
ties — from crafts to drama, gardening to 
community involvement. 

The Newfoundland Status of Women 
Council began in 1968. It is based in St. 
John's and has a membership of approxi
mately 300. The group operates a self 
supporting Women's Centre in St. John's 
which provides peer counselling, referral 
and information services. NSWC works pri
marily as an educational force and a lobby
ing force. It has been involved in issues such 
as women and addictions, day care, matri
monial property legislation, battered wo
men and women in economic development. 

These two organizations now co-sponsor 
a project funded by the Health and Welfare 

Canada branch for three years — a 
Women's Health Education Project. It pro
poses to help women maintain and promote 
health for themselves, their families and 
their communities. To implement such a 
task they hope to develop a network among 
women involved in health care. From there 
is it hoped that verbal and written informa
tion will be produced and made available 
on subjects which women have identified as 
problems in their communities. A plan is 
also to evaluate the existing health systems 
and devise better ways of using them. 

Since isolation and lack of resources and 
information are problems in general for 
women and health this project is an import
ant step in trying to bridge the gap. The 
women in Newfoundland hope this project 
will generate a network that could evolve 
weekly radio programs, community Health 
Manuals and new or altered government 
and non-government programs. If you wish 
to lend support or want more information, 
write: Women's Health Education Project, 
Post Office Box 4192, St. John's, New
foundland, A1C 5Z7. 

Francophone Amnesty 

The Groupe francophone de Toronto of 
Amnesty International has recently been 
officially made responsible for its first case 
by the London head office. The case con
cerns Natalya Maltseva, a thirty-year-old 
woman, single mother of a small daughter, 
who was arrested on December 17, 1980 in 
Leningrad. She was charged with spreading 
anti-Soviet propaganda through her femin
ist activities and opinions. 

The Soviet feminist movement dates 
from 1979, when a few women decided to 
study the evolution of the condition of 
women in the Soviet Union and to de
nounce what was unacceptable to them. 
Their first publication, titled Women and 
Russia, began to circulate unofficially in 
December 1979. Its three editors were im
mediately harassed by the KGB and forced 
into exile. However, the journal continued 
to be circulated. 

Repression also continued and Natalya 
Maltseva is the second feminist within three 
months to have been arrested. The first has 
recently been sentenced to ten months in a 
prison camp for having 'circulated defama
tory material.' Natalya Maltseva now seems 
to be the object of an enquiry by the KGB 
in Leningrad and does not know when her 
trial will occur. The charge against her car
ries a maximum sentence of twelve years in 
prison. She is in poor health and may have 
tuberculosis. 

Soviet women have appealed for support 
from feminist organizations and democra
cies all over the world, stressing that the 
KGB will be reluctant to risk inciting strong 
negative opinion worldwide by sentencing 
feminists to prison or exile. 

The Groupe francophone de Toronto of 
Amnesty International invites anyone in
terested in freedom of thought in general 
and in the cause of women in particular to 
support its efforts to free Natalya Maltseva. 

For more information, call the Groupe 
francophone de Toronto at (416) 638-5015 
or write to them at CP 6196, Succursale A , 
Toronto, Ontario M5W 1P6. 

Women's Camp — 
at Parry Sound 

Full Week: from October 5-12th $120 
(Deposit $30) 
Thanksgiving Weekend: from October 
9-12th $60 (Deposit $20) 

For more information, call: Kye Marshall 
(416) 967-7118 or Chris Lawrence 
(416) 656-1213. 

To reserve a space, mail deposit immediate
ly to: Women's Camp, c/o Susan Power, 
2-52 Admiral Road, Toronto M5R 2L5. 

AH women welcome 

Broadside 
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Lesbians 
Against the Right 

by Lorna Weir 

Approximately seventy-five women at
tended the Lesbians Fighting the Right for
um held at the Church St. Community Cen
tre in Toronto on May 9th. The forum had 
grown out of discussions at the 'Coming 
Out Is Not Enough' workshop at the 
G L A R E (Gays and Lesbians Against the 
Right Everywhere) day last April. Lesbians 
attending the G L A R E workshop had 
voiced concern over the lack of social space 
available to lesbians in Toronto. The fold
ing of both the Fly by Night (a women's 
bar) and LOOT (Lesbian Organization of 
Toronto) over the past year had deprived 
Toronto lesbians of our two most import
ant social and political institutions. Feeling 
the urgent need for action, given the in
creased violence against lesbians, police 
harassment and homophobic hate litera
ture, since the rise of the new right, a com
mittee was struck at the G L A R E workshop 
to organize a day of political dialogue 
among lesbians. 

Lesbians Fighting the Right opened with 
an ill-attended Crunch the Right Brunch. 
Moral: lesbians are not by choice early 
risers, so leave lesbian politics until after 
lunch. After an introduction outlining a 
few of the causes of the rise of the right and 
its impact on lesbians, a parrel of lesbians 
active in a variety of movements — the 
women's movement, the gay movement, 

trade unions, anti-imperialist and anti-nuke 
groups — made short presentations. Each 
member of the panel had been asked to fo
cus her talk on the following points: why 
she became active in her group; how the 
group is organizing to fight the right; how 
lesbian issues are raised there; what per
sonal and political problems lesbians have 
in her organization. The presentations led 
into a general discussion of lesbian politics 
today by panelists and women who had 
come to the meeting. We then broke up into 
smaller groups to deal with the topic of les
bians organizing politically. 

The consensus of the meeting which 
emerged in the plenary was that a lesbian 
organization is needed in Toronto, that it 
should have a broad-based statement of un
ity, and that its first meeting is to be 
Wednesday, June 17th at 7:30 in the 
University Settlement House, 23 Grange 
Road. A committee was struck to suggest 
an agenda for. the meeting, as well as to 
develop proposals regarding possible bases 
of unity for the organization. 

In the sober political judgement of the 
participants, the day was an outrageous 
success. The talks by the panelists were of 
such high quality that it was the spontan
eous sentiment of the meeting to recom
mend that they be published. Comments 
from women attending the general discus
sion and workshops were thoughtful and 
constructive. Women who had not spoken 
to each other in years because of political 
disagreements and personal arguments were 
giving each other bearhugs by the end of the 
day. Sweet breezes of excitement and 

Speaking personally, and, to be honest, 
as one of the organizers of the event, I feel 
that May 9th marks a landmark in lesbian 

politics in Toronto. At last we succeeded in 
recognizing that, although our politics do 
differ, we at the same time very much need 
each other and have enough in common as 
an oppressed social group to be able to 
work together productively and perhaps 
even happily -1 had the sense of a whole sec
tor of the lesbian community finally reach
ing political maturity after years of exper
ience as activists. Given our usually individ
ualistic and apolitical upbringings, working 
together politically is a skill which takes 

years to acquire. The lesbian movement, 
which has been in existence for little more 
than a decade, has needed time to learn 
political skills: many of our early miscal
culations can be attributed to a lack of 
political experience, in addition to the dif
ficulty of developing a new mode of polit
ical organizing. Externally, attacks on les
bians from the right, and, internally, a pro
cess of political maturation, are combining 
to reconstitute the autonomous lesbian 
movement in Toronto. 

'Movement Matters* is a section intended as an informa
tional forum in Broadside for the women's cor-.un!^: 
new and on-going services, programs and activities for 
women, Since Broadside is distributed through-
Canada, we would like this.page to reflect the T^ny or—-
munities it now reaches, and more. We encourage readers 
to send us information and/or photos or projects, pro
grams and services in your local community, c./o Jndy 
Stanleigh at Broadside, PO Box 494, Stn. P. Toronto M5S 

Writers in Dialogue 

Deuce, Fault, Love 
— Oops 

by Judith Lawrence 

I have come to a deeper understanding of 
the words "strange bedfellows" over the 
past few weeks. 

There was the spectacle of Billie Jean 
King, head on her hubby's shoulder, hold
ing tightly to his hand, and admitting that 
she had "made a mistake" with Marilyn 
what's-her-name. A costly mistake, no 
doubt, because already the ad contracts are 
being withdrawn, not to mention whatever 
it will cost to get the palimony suit settled. 

But what exactly did she mean by a mis
take? Could she have meant mistaken iden
tity? Did she take the wrong room key by 
mistake one night? Or was the whole idea a 
mistake? Billie Jean should know about 
mistakes — after all, serve a double fault at 
deuce in the match set, and that's what I 
would call a real mistake. 

It's not surprising that Phyllis Schiafly 
has never taken up tennis. It's obviously an 
immoral game — it attracts all these people 
of dubious sexual identity, not to mention 
the sweaty head bands and abbreviated 
skirts. Good grief, I remember when Gor
geous Gussie Moran was titillating the ten
nis touts at Wimbledon; I remember her 
knickers, but I can't remember her game. 
Phyllis Schiafly is probably right — only 
the impure are sexually harassed. I can't re
member when I was last whistled at by a 
man ... I think it was in Expo year. That 
obviously makes me pure as the driven 
snow. And the Yorkshire ripper knows — 
he said he only killed all those women 
because they were nasty, impure prosti
tutes, and they had mocked him. What with 
his wife nagging all the time, things were so 
bad at his house that he had to stay out late 
at night and kill prostitutes instead. Mind 
you, he slipped up on a few — they were 
not prostitutes at all. Probably just tennis 
players. 

Of course American women are receiving 
guidance from the First Lady. I've often 
wondered, is Mrs. Bush the Second Lady, 
in which case, who is Jane Wyman? (You 

may well ask). Anyway, the First Lady says 
E R A supporters are perverts — hippies, les
bians, tennis players, that sort of thing. 
And she could be right (well, we know she's 
Right). After all the E R A people are ob
viously supporters of lost causes, and that's 
becoming a lost cause in itself, so they 
might be immoral as well. 

But the highlight of the last few weeks 
has been Prince Charles, no doubt about it. 
His search for a virgin with blue blood was 
beginning to seem like a lost cause. The 
field was narrowing down to 12 year olds, 
but fortunately Lady Di has passed the test, 
and if Charles can just stop falling off his 
horse long enough, they might even get 
married. Britain needs a spectacle, and 
what better than a royal wedding? Cana
dians probably won't see it on TV because 
of the sporadic CBC strike, but we can im
agine it all. The Queen will be gratified; she 
must have been wondering if Charles was 
about to take up tennis. But then Lady Di 
appeared on the scene and saved the day. 

by Ottie Lockey 

'Writers in Dialogue' is one of the most 
noteworthy events in the calendar year for 
Toronto feminists. For three years now it 
has been our harbinger of spring. 

'Writers in Dialogue' was a vision shared 
over dinner in 1978 by Marie Prins of the 
Toronto Women's Bookstore and Betsy 
Warland of the Women's Writing Collec
tive. They wanted to present a dialogue 
presenting American and Canadian women 
writers to a Toronto audience. According to 
Prins, the purpose of the 'Dialogue' was to 
demonstrate the similarities and differences 
of experience for women writing and pub
lishing in the two countries. Prins and War-
land also shared a commitment to pro
moting a feminist dialogue on women and 
writing. 

The first dialogue brought together 
American writer May Sarton and British 
Columbia novelist Audrey Thomas. The se
cond Dialogue in May 1980 was between 
Canadian novelist/poet Margaret Atwood 
and American novelist/poet Marge Piercy. 
And on May 1, 1981 we were treated to the 
third and best dialogue of the series, be
tween American lesbian/feminist poet 
/writer Adrienne Rich and Montreal les-

It seems that H . M . ordered her ladies in 
waiting to place a pea under Lady Di's mat
tress when she was spending the night at 
Sandringham. However Charles was so 
anxious to prove that Lady Di could indeed 
be a real princess that he put one of his polo 
balls under the mattress as well. Next day 
Lady Di was sore, so it remained only for 
her to pass the virginity test. I'm not sure 
how that one was done. Queen Victoria 
never had need of such ploys — she could 
tell a real princess when .she saw one, and 
she made damn sure that they all married 
young. But of course Queen Victoria cer
tainly never played tennis; at the most she 
indulged in a game or two of croquet, a 
kind of slow polo without horses. And 
speaking of horses, the last word on sexual 
mores still belongs to the late Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell, who when told of Oscar Wilde's 
impending scandal, remarked that she 
didn't care what people did as long as they 
didn't do it in the road and frighten the 
horses. Honi soit qui mal y pense. 

bian/feminist poet/writer Nicole Brossard. 
The 500 seat auditorium at OISE was sold 
out several days before the event, indicating 
the level of excited interest of the Toronto 
literati and feminist communities. 

The format of the May 1 dialogue was 
individual poetry readings by Brossard and 
Rich followed by a question period. The 
moderator, Betsy Warland, asked Brossard 
and Rich how lesbian sensibility influenced 
the work. Their answers to this question 
and others from the audience demonstrated 
a strong rapport between the two women. 
Their mutual understanding growing out of 
their personal identification as lesbian 
feminists was evident to the audience, 
which responded with great enthusiasm. 

'Writers in Dialogue' is organized by a 
core committee consisting of Patty Kirk 
and Marie Prins from the Toronto 
Women's Bookstore, and Charlene Sheard 
and Betsy Warland from the Women's 
Writing Collective. The organizers deserve 
credit for pulling together the most success
ful dialogue of the series in 1981, not to 
mention the cosy brunch with the writers at 
Major Robert's restaurant the following 
day. 

'Writers in Dialogue '81' is going to be a 
hard show to follow, but I'm ready to buy 
my ticket to 'Writers in Dialogue '82.' 

. _ft — _ _ _ 

renew for two! 
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Adrienne Rich: 
The Taste and Smell of Life 

by Eve Zaremba 

At the airport, we recognize each other immediately in 
the mass of arrivals from Zagreb, Jamaica, Buffalo, and 
Amsterdam. In the car we make a few tentative stabs at 
connecting through those first awkward minutes. She sits 
quite still and looks out at the city. Conversation is un
forced. She needs a sandwich and a drink before sleep. I 
stop at a pub around the corner from her hotel, let her out, 
park and return. She's gotten a table somehow and waves 
at me across the room. We sit knee to knee surrounded by 
the crowd. By the time she gets bread and cheese, and bour
bon with a beer chaser, I am grinning like an idiot over my 
beer. That grin will be with me for days, almost hurting my 
face muscles. It will appear on the faces of other Toronto 
women in the following two days during the 'Writers in Di
alogue' week-end. 

Next day three of us Broadsiders stand nervously in the 
hotel elevator on the way to interview her. I push the but
ton marked 14. 'Great, ' says Bev Allinson. "She's on the 
13th floor. " As it happens, we don't need any omens. 

Bev fusses with her camera, Jean Wilson sorts her notes, 
I fumble with the cassette recorder; she sits still and looks at 
us. Time to test the machine. I switch on the microphone 
and say: "Toronto, May 1, 1981. Broadside interview with 
Adrienne Rich. " 

Adrienne Rich is probably best known to the world at 
large through her best-selling book Of Woman Born: 
Motherhood as Experience and Institution. To poets and 
lovers of poetry she is pre-eminently a poet, 'one of 
America's best poets' in the words of Margaret Atwood, a 
writer not given to uncritical admiration of things 
American. Of Rich's many books of poetry, Dream of a 
Common Language, Poems 1947-77 has likely made the 
most impact on feminists and lesbians. However, more 
than anything else, through her poetry, her prose and her 
life Adrienne Rich is a source of hope and inspiration to the 
variety of women who are her admiring audience. 

It is seldom indeed that the writer, the artist known only 
through her work, lives up to expectations on personal 
acquaintance. Perhaps our expectations are unrealistic, 
baseless; perhaps we tend to project superhuman qualities 
on our heroes. Whatever the cause of disappointment in 
other instances, I am pleased to report nothing of the kind 
occurred with respect to Adrienne Rich. Her visit to Toron
to can only be described as a triumph. Both she and Nicole 
Brossard bowled over a whole lot of supposedly hard-nosed 
feminist activists, political dykes and more or less awed 
Canadian writers who were lucky enough to meet them 
and / or smart enough to skip whatever else they were doing 
and attend the 'Writers in Dialogue' evening. 

Broadside had arranged interviews with both writers well 
in advance. The following profile of Adrienne Rich is based 
on a taped interview (a fragment of which, with more to 
follow, is transcribed verbatim below, and which forms the 
bulk of this article), some hours spent in her company over 
two days and an extensive reading of her work. 

The segment of our interview reproduced below came 
late in the process. I start with it because it is the most 
overtly political/pragmatic statement made by Rich about 
matters which concern the political and perhaps personal 
lives of many of us. It is by no means the most interesting 
or most controversial segment. 

At the start we had plunged right into her life, her past, 
and how she got to where she is now. Rich speaks in com
plete paragraphs with thoughtful pauses between. She real
ly thinks about the questions asked her and knows what she 
is saying all along. Like many practiced interviewees she 
answers in her own way and will not be pushed into state
ments she does not want to make. 

At first glance Adrienne Rich appears to be a small, 
brown-haired woman of indeterminate age. She is a small, 
brown-haired woman of indeterminate age, whatever that 
signifies! She has quite remarkably direct, clear dark eyes, 
freckles and a mischievous grin like a runaway urchin. Dur
ing the interview, and later, she is relaxed and natural even 

though she is surrounded by women she has just met and 
who are avid for her words and her attention. Rich is utter
ly approachable, without pretensions. She plays no role — 
no guru, no fragile object, no bored star. There isn't one 
iota of that patronizing stance or arrogance towards 
women who read and admire her work with which less 
secure artists keep women in their place. Apparently Rich 
does not fear being gobbled up by her fans. As a conse
quence, she is treated with the respect that only mutual 
respect can evoke. 

We move from her life and her work — so central to 
feminism, to lesbian consciousness and the art of poetry — 
naturally into current feminist dilemmas. Clumsily I ask the 
inevitable: "Where should the movement, as an active 
political force, be going? What should women be doing? 
Who are our allies and how should we be dealing with 
them?" She ponders, answers: " A n immense question." 
"Yes, we don't have any little ones." I grin and lean back. 
She ponders a little more, then starts speaking: 

"And always the fear of 'shoulds!' But still, one has to 
make a stab at it. We are all talking about it all the time 
anyway." 

(Pause) 

What is happening down south (in the USA) is that there 
is an enormous pressure, a pressure I think on everybody, 
but certainly specifically on feminists, to yet once again 
shelve feminist issues, or what are seen as 'merely' women's 
issues rather than overarchingly human issues, and save the 
planet from nuclear holocaust, save the planet from 
extermination through carcinogens and pollutants and save 
the planet from localized wars, counter-insurgency, etc. 
This, in spite of the fact that... it seems that it should make 
a difference ... that what is new about the New Right is that 
it is taking the Women's Movement as a target. This has 
never happened before. We are being targeted now precise
ly because we are very visible, precisely because of the kind 
of profile we have. We are being told from many quarters 
that we should march as women on the Pentagon, that we 
should as women demonstrate on Mother's Day against the 
war in E l Salvador, against nuclear proliferation, etc. There 
has been a lot of pressure to join coalitions with gay men; 
to join coalitions with the left, the male left. I think that 
there is a lot of feeling that, after all, these are incredibly 
urgent issues. The statement that Helen Caldicott makes at 
the end of her book — that everyone black or white, male 
or female should shelve all other causes and join in the 
cause of saving the planet because otherwise other causes 
will have no meaning — is something which a lot of people 
are shaken up by. I guess the question is what is an appro
priate feminist stance in the face of all that. I know that a 
lot of feminists and lesbians have formed affinity groups, 
acting as separate enclaves in the anti-nuke movement, 
participating in demos and actions, that they have felt that 
they were to a certain extent keeping their integrity by being 
in an affinity group situation, which is the way that the 
anti-nuke movement is structuring itself: 'I don't care what 
your politics are and you don't have to care what my 
politics are as long as we agree that we will keep this planet 
from being destroyed ' or what have you. 

I'm not sure what I feel about that. I do know that I have 
seen very interesting criticism of that from women who 
have been involved in the anti-nuke movement, saying that 
strategies used in the movement are not strategies that come 
from the feminist movement. No matter what your immedi
ate alliance, you are up against the fact that these are 
strategies which came from the left or out of the non
violent movement and that they might be totally inappro
priate for women. 

(Pause) 

Coalitions for women have always meant dropping issues 
that we have worked long and hard on, with relative lack of 
support from men or from any other political group, and 
being called in yet again to bolster and salvage movements 
built around other issues which are always described as 
somehow more universal. 

I happen to think that women's issues are universal is
sues. I happen to think that they are issues which are di
rectly relevant to what happens to the planet. 

The temptation to make coalitions, where there is not 
any kind of two-way street and it seems where there will 
never be, seems to be greater now. There is a great deal of 
talk about it. Some women I have spoken to who have been 
through periods of militant separatism are now saying that 
the coalition strategy is the strategy for the eighties. 

(Pause) 

I think it has to be really, really carefully thought 
through: what kind of power base are we moving from? 
Are we moving in this direction because secretly, some
where in the bottom of our souls, we think that our politics 
need not be taken seriously as some others? I almost feel 
that that is the bedrock question — How seriously are we 
taking our politics? Do we see it as th,e bottom line, the bed
rock? And if we do, and if we can move in that clarity, then 
in given situations we may choose to join with others or not 
join with others, to make our presence felt or not to, or 
decide that's simply not an issue we can put energy into, or 
that we are somehow rubber-stamping. 

I have been invited a number of times to speak at anti-
nuke demonstrations. I have always received letters from 
men telling me that my voice would be so important in one 
kind of situation or another and I have always written back 
and said that far more important would be a male voice 
speaking against the misogyny of the male left and the sex
ism in the anti-nuke movement. I never get a response. 

I think we have to figure those things. I really believe in 
being very pragmatic about this and in that sense I am not à 
separatist. But I also feel that, really, we have to be very 
clear about how crucial our politics are. And I believe that 
they are ultimately crucial. Ultimately and here and now. 

(Pause) 

*V -ï* T* 4 ' 4 | 

Adrienne Rich (I.) and Eve Zaremba 
I don't like the flavour of the notion that women must 

save the planet. I want women to be saving women. Also in 
all of this, the question that lingers with me is why is it 
anyway that only these threats or utter annihilation, of 
holocaust, are supposed to bring people together? Why 
does it have to be literally the destruction of all sentient life 
that has to be at stake before people can move? I think that 
women have been showing that we are moving, certainly 
about our own destruction and our refusal to go on being 
destroyed, butwe also are moving about the quality of our 
lives and what we want on this earth. This earth! 

I don't want to be moved by threats of death. I want to 
be moved by what I can taste and smell of life. That I want 
for every woman and really for every other being. 

(Pause) 

But I am not a humanist. 

(More to follow in future issues of Broadside). '• 
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Nicole Brossard: 
Fantasies and Realities 

by lean Wilson 

Since the publication in 1965 of her first book, Aube à la 
saison, Nicole Brossard has been transforming both the 
form and the content of Québec literature. As well, she 
herself has been transformed since then by her personal 
growth towards a feminist consciousness and her acknow
ledgement and expression in her life and writing of her les
bianism. 

Born in 1943, Brossard, 'like a lot of people,' wrote con
ventional love poems at first. However, when she was 
about 18, she began to take poetry seriously and after pub
lication of Aube à la saison became one of the most influ
ential young writers in Québec. In 1965 she co-founded La 
Barre du Jour, a literary journal whose purpose was to pro
vide a place for young writers who were experimenting with 
language but had few outlets in which to publish. At that 
stage of literary development in Québec there were few 
literary journals and critics were speculating about whether 
there even was a Québec literature^ just as critics were doing 
in English-speaking Canada. 'At that time, it wasn't even 
called, "une littérature québécoise," but rather "une 
littérature canadienne-française. " We said, yes, there is a 
Québec literature, and you'll see it in our writing.' As well 
as publishing in La Barre du Jour Brossard and other 
writers also brought to public attention the work of early 
twentieth-century Québec poets already unknown to the 
new generation of poets. 

In her own writing, especially after publication of 
L 'Echo bouge beau in 1968, and in 'a more obvious way' in 
Suite logique (1970), Nicole Brossard was actively 'interfer
ing' with traditional, bourgeois language, with what she 
would now call 'the patriarchal mentality.' Her aim was 'to 
break clichés through language, as a consequence of which 
conventional attitudes and habits would also be broken.' 

In 1970, Brossard published her first novel, which was 
simply called Un livre andVhich has neither characters nor 
story in the usual sense. It is essentially a series of fragments 
of lives as observed by the person recording them, that is, 
the author. As she remarked in the conversation on which 
this article is based, Brossard had assumed previously that 
only poetry could express what was most important in life, 
namely 'extreme pleasure and extreme pain.' These two ex
tremes are, of course, very difficult to describe accurately 
in any form. But Brossard realized that although she would 
never be able to describe them accurately, she was in fact 
not limited to poetry and would be able to write all her life 
because 'I'd try to write about those vital things and to 
travel through the infinite possibilities in language. That I 
published my first novel in 1970 is also due to the fact that I 
needed more space, even though in that novel there is really 
no story and my characters are only pretexts for 
experience.' 

After Un livre, Brossard wrote two more novels and then 
returned to poetry with Mécanique jongleuse and Masculin 
grammaticale in 1974. About that time, her personal world 
began to change radically. She more or less simultaneously 
read such feminist writers as Simone de Beauvoir, Kate 
Millett, and Ti-Grace Atkinson; she fell in love with 
another woman; she became pregnant. 'For me, my 
feminism and my lesbianism are related to those two 
realities — pregnancy, which united me with all women, 
and lesbianism, which revealed my own territory to me. As 
well as reading all those books and doing my own con
sciousness-raising, Luce Guilbault and I did the film Some 
American Feminists (NFB 1976). She and I also worked on 
La Nef des sorcières, a feminist play first performed in 
Montréal. And when I returned from making the film in 
New York I recognized that there was no feminist 
newspaper or magazine in Québec so I decided to start 
one.' The result was Les Têtes de Pioche (Pick-Axe Heads), 
a monthly feminist newspaper which was published from 
1976 until 1979. 

Brossard began to write L'Amer in 1976. 'It was very 
hard to write because it was like trying to change the mean
ing of all the words we (women) were using and confronting 
myself with reality and fiction at the same time.' Because of 
its relevance to the experience of writing L'Amèr and her 
subsequent writings, it is useful to quote here Brossard's 
answer to a question asked at the May 1 dialogue: 'How has 
your feminist consciousness affected your use of 
language?' 

As long as we view language as a mental space by which we 
can express, formulate, and explore new dimensions of our 
individual and collective realities, it is obvious that a femin
ist consciousness leaves traces in our practice of language. 
For me, the most important thing is that feminist con
sciousness creates new paths, new possibilities of being ac
tive and activist in language. When I say active, I mean pro
ducing and creating new dimensions of reality, new per
spectives. When I say activist, I mean interfering with what 
has been taken for granted, with what is taken for granted 
in society and in language (both being patriarchal and sex
ist). 

I have always been actively concerned with words, forms 
and language. I could say that this is my existential trade
mark. Things can happen in your body, in your skin, but as 
long as you cannot create a satisfactory syntactic environ
ment for words of emotion you can be devoured by them. 
You can vanish in a sea of silence or disintegrate in a 
patriarchal society. For me to use words is not only a mat
ter of expressing myself, but also a way to produce a new 
territory, a new space, a new environment for my body as a 
skin able to transform and be transformed by language. 
Feminist consciousness also makes it possible for a woman 
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to say we, and through that possibility of using the plural to 
concentrate more precisely on 'I, ' or on 'us' as individuals. 

Feminist consciousness made me question reality and fic
tion. For example, when I was writing L'Amer, I felt that I 
had to move reality into fiction because patriarchal reality 
made no sense and was useless to me. I also had the impres
sion and the certainty that my fictions were reality — they 
are full of meanings — and that from there I could start a 
theoretical work. That's why I called that book 'une fiction 
théoretique. ' 

I think that when we are little girls, we perceive reality 
clearly, as it is: patriarchal. But we are soon told that our 
perceptions are mistaken. What is first perception becomes 
impression and then is called imagination, as in 'darling, 
you are imagining things. ' In other words, our certainties 
slowly become fiction. This is the knot that stays in our 
throats, sometimes all our lives. And this is the knot that 
feminist writers have untied in their work. 

For women, so-called reality is a fiction because it is not 
made up of their perceptions, their sensibility, their minds, 
their necessities. Reality is constructed, reproduced, and 
transformed by a patriarchal mind, a one-track mind. Let's 
name some fictions: the military complex, the price of gold, 
the television news, pornography. 

On the other hand, women's realities have been per
ceived as fictions. Let's name some realities: maternity, 
abortion, rape, prostitutuion, physical violence. The news
papers will tell you that there are news items and not infor
mation. So if you are writing with a feminist consciousness, 
you suddenly find yourself writing at the edge, at the very 
limits of fiction and reality. You can use delirium to travel 
from one to another, entering a spiral, spinning. 

To answer the question more concisely, I would say that 
my feminist consciousness affected my use of language in 
the sense that it made my texts more flowing, more evident 
in their syntax, for example. Also one's interior beat 
changes and so affects the rhythm of one's writing. You 
concentrate differently on words' meaning. You discover 
the meaning of words you thought you knew before — and 
some words disappear from your vocabulary altogether. 

I know that after writing L'Amer, which was ma 
descente aux enfers, to write Le Sens apparent was just like 
surfacing and spinning. After that book, I think that my 
writing became more affected by a lesbian sensibility, that 
from then on my body became a skin able to produce la 
pensée de l'émotion et l'émotion de la pensée. 

Certainly Amantes, published in 1980, reflects a distinct
ly 'lesbian sensibility.' 'It is a love poem which gets into a 
new dimension, of the skin, instead of the body. My 
hypothesis is that since my body is not original or unique — 
there are and have been many women's bodies — it is col
lective. I am united with all women. Only my skin is me. No 
one else has my skin. J'ai un corps collectif et un peau in
dividuel. In the years to come I'll concentrate more and 
more on what can be learned from the skin, from the sur
faces. That is an important word for me. 

As is 'spinning,' which became so significant with 
L'Amèr. 'The spiral is a form that I see in literature, 
especially in Gertrude Stein's and Monique Wittig's work. 
It's a form in which you say something and repeat yourself 
but in so doing advance a step. It's a very dynamic form of 
life that you can find from the bottom of the sea to the neb
ula. I've concentrated in my work on that form, which is 
related to lesbian sensibility. There's a lot of work to do on 
this subject and for me it's still an intuition, but I want to 
explore it. In traditional writing, everything is linear, a 

'whole line, which can be very boring. The formalists ques
tioned this traditional line, breaking it. But it was still a 
line. You can remake the line by replacing the fragments. 
Fundamentally, traditional forms don't change. But then 
comes the form of ithe spiral and a new dynamic and a new 
way of relating with the world in your mental space, a new 
way of being.' 
' Brossard explores • ini her writing how patriarchy affects • 

women's minds)>an(i said that she is now particularly inter
ested in analysing the import of such words as 'ideas,' 
'abstraction,' and 'utopia', and expressing how women 
themselves have been and still are perceived by men as ab
stractions. 'In patriarchal minds there is a lack of imagin
ation. They find it impossible and threatening to imagine 

• continued page 18 
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by Susan G. Cole 

The songbird of the women's movement would not war
ble the familiar tune. 

Anyone who has had even a passing acquaintance with 
the women's community is aware of Cris Williamson's 
songs, especially those off her first album recorded by 
Olivia. They have become virtual anthems for lesbians try
ing to come to terms with their relationships. Williamson's 
appearance at Toronto's Harbourfront on April 22 was 
supposed to be the women's cultural event of the year, but 
it didn't exactly turn out that way. 

Williamson, backed up superbly by Jackie Robinson on 
cello and bass, ran through a repertoire that gave as high 
priority, if not higher, to native rights, prison reform, 
whales, warriors and draft resisters as it did to relationships 
among women. Why, wondered many who came to the al
tar to worship, wasn't Cris Williamson behaving like the 
lesbian icon she's supposed to be? 

She didn't want to. It's as simple as that. 
And so Cris Williamson has a serious problem. Cursed by 

the conditions that beset most musicians — perpetual pov
erty, a stubborn will to get her music heard in spite of the 
odds against a singer-songwriter, against a female singer-
songwriter especially, and the seemingly endless "paying of 
dues" in clubs on the road — Williamson tried to find ar
tistic fulfillment and wound up in total conflict with her 
audience. 

She started off as a folkie, playing in coffee houses when 
she was fifteen. As is usually the case in such circumstances 
she was making minimal money. But typical of musicians 
whose commitment to the art is total, Williamson would 
not be put off the artistic track by something as base as 
penury, and she carried on. In the sixties, it was rock and 
roll, an expensive enterprise, too expensive to pursue for 
too long. In the seventies, her writing started to develop to 
the point where she was making unique and compelling per
sonal statements — the odd tune about her women lovers 
and a larger array of more conventionally political material 
of the anti-nuke, anti-war variety. It was music laden with a 
consciousness that touched enough people to create for 
Williamson a bona fide following. 

The record business, being as it is, could not have cared 
less, with the exception of an enterprising group of women 
who formed Olivia Records. Their interest in Williamson 
was a refreshing switch from the indifference of the rest of 
the recording industry. But Williamson didn't succumb so 
fast. "I 'm doing the same music I was doing before there 
was a women's movement," she said as she twanged mid-
western style through an interview with Broadside before 
her performance here. "I joined the women's movement 
because there was need for me to be there. But I was back
ing off for two years, because I didn't want to be held and 
confined." 

There was a need for Cris Williamson's musicv a 
desperate longing to hear the words "sweet woman" over 
and over again, sung by that extraordinary voice that 
soothes and cries out at the same time. But Williamson 
needed Olivia as much as women listeners needed her. At 
age 29, still without a recording contract and prospects 
looking bleak just about everywhere else, Williamson saw 
no alternative. She signed with Olivia and the moment her 

first album hit the stands, she lost control of her life. 
It is one of the facts of life artists find most difficult to 

accept. It doesn't really matter how much love you put into 
a product, how careful you are to produce in such a way so 
that you're understood, how meticulously you plan an al
bum, for example, so that it expresses your widest range, or 
how crazy you are about this or that song that you're sure is 
your best. Once the tapes are transformed into plastic, 
packaged and distributed, they're out of your hands. The 
public invariably interprets the work as it pleases. 

And so whereas Williamson insists that there are only 
three songs on the first album that use female pronouns, 
and that the album reflects a political consciousness that 
predates the women's movement, in the aftermath of the al
bum's release, she was no longer perceived as a hippy, a 
renegade artist, a humanist or any of things she wants to 
be. In the eye of her audience she became a lesbian symbol. 

She hates it. Hers are not the moanings and groanings of 
someone who cannot handle sudden successes. There is no 
doubt a certain amount of discomfort in that feeling of 
having no privacy, no space. But there is a particular bur
den, and the word is used advisedly here, to being a star 
figure in the lesbian community. 

We are without a culture. We tap our toes to the top for
ty, blanking out the words, or we avert our gazes when TV 
ads get too offensive. When we finally come in contact with 
an artist we recognize, in the sense that the art, hallelujah, 
has something to do with us, we behave like the culture-
starved women we are. We scream and holler our approval, 
sometimes more for the fact the artist is female than for the 
quality of her work; we give her points for just trying when 
an artist's best efforts should be one of our demands. We 
tell our artists how terrific they are when they're not — all 
this in the spirit of being "supportive." It has been the 
nemesis of some performers who, after receiving a rousing 
reception in the women's community, have laid artistic eggs 
in the real world. It is a painful experience for them and 
many secretly wish the women's community would stop 
with the adulation and keep its critical facilities intact. 

This tendency toward total acceptance was evident even 
at Harbourfront. Williamson sang splendidly. She laid her 
soul on the line, at least musically. Her patter on the other 
hand was diffident, except when she introduced her songs, 
at which point diffidence gave way to preachiness. She 
made slips in artistic judgement. The work in progress of 
children's songs was placed poorly at the end of the concert 
and gave evidence of something some of us have suspected 
for a while, that Cris Williamson has an emotive voice and 
can craft a skilful lyric but that she has only one or two 
melodies up her sleeve; she is dangerously close to being a 
"three-chord wonder." 

She gave it everything she had at the performance level, 
but the whole package was hardly worth the standing ova
tion Williamson received. Maybe people rose because she 
had withstood a walkout by some fifteen members of the 
audience (see next page) but I suspect it was the old "we 
love you no matter what" syndrome that is the bane of 
women's culture and its development. 

When we're not gushing like blithering idiots we get 
heavy instead. We crave more. It's not enough that Cris 
Williamson gave women a bit of lesbian content to relate to. 
Now she has to speak for women wherever she goes. Move 
away from the line and you're in trouble. 

She doesn't want to speak for women. "I feel like wo

men look at me as a strong person and that's good," she 
admits. "But they have blind spots. They see me through 
their needs and desires. I know what they want me to be." 
" A n d , " she added, with a great deal of conviction, "I 'm 
not that person." 

She isn't what her fans, or even what her critics think she 
is. She isn't, to start with, making money hand over fist. 
The notion that Williamson is "making money off the 
backs of women," as it's been muttered, is that weird com
bination of wishful thinking (i.e., we have the power to 
make our favourite stars) and ill-informed nonsense. Wil
liamson has sold 100,000 records which is good for six mon
ths' spending money. She came complemented only by 
Jackie Robinson because of dollars and cents. "The only 
reason I don't play rock and roll is because we don't have 
money for a drummer or to pay a band," she explained. 
"Getting a band on the road is a joke and record com
panies are cancelling tours right and left." They came 
without roadies. Nobody did the carting for the 
movement's songbirds, they did the schlepping themselves. 

She isn't graced with miraculous powers. A woman 
claiming to have leukemia parked herself on Williamson's 
doorstep and refused to leave. She needed Williamson's 
light to heal her. Williamson doesn't want that kind of 
desperation around her. She doesn't want to be used. She 
certainly doesn't want to fulfil other people's fantasies, 
particularly those of women who fancy an artist who re
stricts herself to women's content and leaves the rest be
hind. She perceives that audience as "cement or anything 
that's stationary" and herself as a tree "cracking through 
the cement." Sometimes for Williamson the audience is like 
birds. "I look into the audience and I see those hungry 
mouths open saying 'feed me, feed me.' And they would 
eat you alive and still not know what they ate." 

Quite frankly, it's not obvious why anybody got the idea 
that Williamson was a feminist. Her songs, are hardly 
paeans to women's solidarity. The only quasi-feminist 
words she's ever breathed on record are "sweet woman," 
and anyone who thinks that's real feminist content is either 
too inexperienced to have encountered an a-political lesbian 
or is too blissfully caught up in a lover to encounter anyone 
else and wouldn't be engaged in feminist action anyway. 

Perhaps the assumption of Williamson's feminism came 
from the fact that she signed with Olivia. To many, es
pecially those women who came away from Harbourfront 
disappointed, baffled, or outraged, Olivia is the feminist 
distribution institution committed to putting feminists on 
record. Given the high profile Olivia has had at women's 
music festivals ("not very festive," is Williamson's com
ment on the subject — she has been notably absent from 
any such event); given the release by Olivia of the anthology 
entitled "Lesbian Concentrate"; given the fact that Alix 
Dobkin, Meg Christian and Teresa Trull, three musicians 
apparently happy with their respective roles, are Olivia ar
tists, it's no wonder that Olivia has cultivated in some 
quarters, the image as the feminist arm of the recording in
dustry. 

But in other quarters, many, Williamson, among them, 
would argue that Olivia's role is to give not feminists but 
women, who otherwise would not get the time of day from 
record companies, the chance to record in first-rate facilit
ies and to be heard. (Does anybody know Mary Watkins' 
politics? Do they matter?) That is obviously the motivation 
for Williamson's association with the company. It is a hap-
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by Moe Lyons 

Well, wasn't that interesting, what hap
pened at the Cris Williamson concert? 

The evening started out rather well. 
Beverley Glenn-Copeland was emceeing 
and everyone seemed to like her quite a lot. 
Cris and Jackie Robinson came onstage and 
Cris started out being reasonably charming, 
although she did seem a little taken aback 
by the warmth of the greeting, apparently 
feeling it was a bit too much, too soon. 

But the first odd note was struck almost 
immediately. She started a melody the 
crowd was familiar with and when she 
heard the response she said with a touch of 
asperity, "Wouldn't you be surprised if I 
played something else?" At first I thought 
the acerbic tone might be in my imagina
tion. I'd read in the April issue of Mother 
Jones how Cris was feeling her audiences 
were too uncritical, and so accepting that 
she never got any real feedback and never 
really knew how she was doing. I was wait
ing to see if I thought this was a valid com
plaint and whether I would think she was 
experiencing what she had described. 

As the concert went on, I found myself 
getting a little bored between the songs. 
There Cris sat going on and on, mostly in a 
monotone and in a not particularly 
entertaining or enlightening fashion. One 
could scarcely fault her for what she was 
saying; she had the right attitudes — she 
was for the whales and against nuclear 
power and in support of native peoples and 
wished we could all just love one another. 

What she notably wasn't, in particular, 
was for women. I think once she said some
thing about her sisters and she didn't active
ly avoid mentioning that she was a woman, 
but she gave us no more than many women 
performers from whom we have less reason 
to expect a feminist consciousness. It is, 
after all, the lesbian/feminist Olivia Rec
ords through which most of us have come 
to know her. 

When she performed Waterfall, she be
came downright obnoxious. As soon as she 
got to the part everyone knows, the aud
ience began to sing along. Maybe she was 
confused and thought Toronto was the 

boondocks (I have to say this; I'm from 
Prince Rupert), perhaps she was hoping 
that she would find the fresh audience she 
has been looking for. In any case she didn't 
seem prepared for so much of the audience 
to know the music and to be able to carry it 
together. Soon she just played the piano 
and no longer sang, saying, "Why should I 
work?"; "Maybe I should just play my 
record and mouth the tunes,"; "Look, I'll 
just leave and they can pay you," and "You 
didn't even wait until I asked." 

She was pissed off at the audience and at 
that point she held us in contempt. 

Now it may sound liberal and wishy-
washy, but I couldn't help but have a little 
bit of empathy for the woman. It must get 
boring to have to keep playing the same six 
songs (or whatever) wherever you go be
cause the audience demands them. 

But if she was going to insist on her right 
to control the music because she was the 
one paid to do it, the least she could have 
done was to be professional enough not to 
be nasty to the people who had come to see 
her and to share the Cris Williamson ex
perience. 

It was sort of embarrassing at the end of 
the first set to be part of an audience who 
was still so supportive, so full of adulation 
for this woman who had just been quite 
rude to us. She's right, I thought, she is un
critically accepted and it doesn't matter 
what she does. 

She started the second set by strapping on 
her electric guitar. Now, it's still a treat to 
see a woman grasp yet another tool of male 
power, but when a couple of people hooted 
encouragement, she turned toward the 
sound with an arched and reproving eye
brow. "Settle down, there," she said, and 
proceeded to launch into "Hey, Good 
Looking." 

Gee, I thought, maybe it's a joke. 
But her friends really didn't look all that 

amused, and Cris didn't seem to be having 
that great a time, either. As a matter of 
fact, she seemed quite tense, rather comba
tive. I thought, you know what she's doing, 
she's saying, I can make this audience take 
anything I give them, who cares what the 
content is, they'll eat it up. And she was 
right. I sat there not clapping, watching all 
these perfectly sane-looking women around 
me applauding a bad old song with sexist 
lyrics and thought, oh my, what have we 
done. 

So the concert continued and we were 
just settling into putting up with Cris's ill 
humour in order to have her music when lo 
and behold! Something happened! 

Suddenly a group of women got up from 

the centre of the audience and started to 
walk out. At first Cris didn't know what 
was going on and made the standard joke: 
"Oh, was it something I said?" She 
shouldn't have asked. (I'm glad she did.) 
"Damn right!" one woman said. Another 
woman turned around and said, "I liked 
you better when you were a feminist, Cris." 

Well, you had to warm to Cris in that mo
ment because she reacted very, shall we say, 
organically. She made a rude striking ges
ture off the seat of her pants and wriggled 
her body in a theatrical way, saying, "Well! 
La-de-da!" 

The women left. 

It should be noted that these women were 
not the only ones to leave. I was sitting near 
an exit, and after the block of women left 
there was a fairly constant dribble of people 
going out the doors. 

But most of the audience was putty in 
Cris Williamson's hands. Now she really 
wanted the love, support and admiration 
she had been scorning earlier on in the even
ing. She was obviously distraught, talked 
about how her heart was beating fast, 
milked the audience and got a standing ova
tion. 

Now I'm not saying she didn't feel those 
things and didn't really need someone on 
her side at that point, but it certainly was 
interesting to see such an abrupt about-
face. Suddenly she liked us, we were her 
friends, we were with her against those ter
rible women who had just hurt her feelings. 

If those women accomplished nothing 
else, they certainly were the catalyst for a 
better concert. 

But she still didn't play any particularly 
feminist or woman-oriented music (unless 
you count her stuff about Calamity Jane) 
and if you didn't know you'd never dream 
she'd ever had a lesbian experience in her 
whole life. 

Then she disappointed many of us fur
ther by saying, in that peace-love-and-
good-vibes style she'd been using all night, 
"I don't have any bad feelings toward those 
women at a l l . " (I thought that was a lie.) 
"Maybe they just came here looking for 
something that wasn't here." 

Yeah, I thought, and I wonder how many 
more of us there are. 

And I thought some more about it. I 
wondered why there wasn't a signer at her 
concert, when every feminist musicial event 
I've been to in the last several years has had 
signers. I wondered why her accompanist, 
who has such a beautiful voice and so much 
talent, always plays a subordinate role and 
never gets to do any of her own music. And 
I wondered whether Cris Williamson had 
changed or only my perception of her. 

So I was grateful to the women who 
walked out. I marvelled at Cris's reaction 
when she actually got the critical feedback 
she claimed she wanted. And I left feeling a 
sense of loss. 

I won't stop playing your music — but I 
liked you better when I thought you were a 
feminist, Cris. 

Williamson and Robinson 

At the Cris Williamson concert in Toron
to on April 22, fifteen women left after in
termission. This letter is an account of what 
we did and why we did it. 

During intermission a number of women 
were discussing their dissatisfaction with 
Williamson's political statements and her 
attitude toward her audience. Some of us 
decided that it was important to make our 
criticisms known and that if we did not do 
so we would be contributing to our invisi
bility as women or as lesbians. We decided 
that we would not make any statement 
when we left but that our leaving would be 
a statement in itself. We did not expect 
Williamson to address the group and we 
realize now that we should have assigned a 
spokeswoman to answer comments from 
the stage. We made arrangements to meet 
later to write this letter in an effort to be ac
countable to the women within the 
community. 

Cris Williamson, who makes her living 
from the women's, and particularly the les
bian community, has to be accountable to 
that community. Williamson has had a 

love/hate relationship with her audience for 
a long time. In May 1980 she said in Gay 
Community News "I 'm not going to stand 
up and sing womanwomanwoman for two 
hours ... it's about time I got national 
play." And in the April 1981 issue of 
Mother Jones she said that having her 
music on Olivia Records 'Lesbian Concen
trate' album was a stigma and a hindrance. 
In that same article Williamson said that she 
loved the fact that 'The Changer and the 
Changed' sold 100,000 copies with no pro
motion. That sold because women know 
and trust the Olivia label. It was sold in 
women's bookstores — and the news 
spreads quickly when we find music that 
speaks to our experience. If Williamson 
doesn't want to "limit" herself to a "cult" 
following then why did she allow her con
cert to be promoted by Womynly Way Pro
ductions and allow it to be selectively pro
moted in the women's community? If she 
has changed she should take responsibility 
for those changes by not promoting her 
music on the basis of her past politics. 
Women attending a concert by Diana Ross 
have a clear understanding of what they can 
expect. Diana Ross does not promote her 
music in a particular community and does 
not try to play both sides of the street. The 
issue is not that Cris Williamson is not a 
feminist but rather that she continues to 
profit from the confusion she helps to per
petuate about her attitude towards women. 
Her ambivalent attitude is evident in her in
teractions with her audience, an attitude 
which is often patronizing and at times 
borders on disdain. 

Throughout the concert Williamson was 
making political speeches before singing her 
songs. Her position was the traditional 
peace and love message of the new testa
ment. The insidious appeal of the in
dividualized peace and love message is 
dangerous to us as women (and more dan
gerous to those of us who are also oppress
ed by heterosexism, racism and classism). 
To suggest that change will result from an 
individual "restructuring of the heart" or 
from each of us "loving each other and kill
ing them with kindness" ignores the reality 
of our lives and asks us once again to put 
our pain aside and nurture those who cause 
it. These statements deny our oppression, 
deny the existence of power structures, 
obscure the fact that we do have enemies 
and keep us from identifying our allies. 

To preach a peace and love message to 
black South Africans would be considered 
grossly insensitive. Similarly for Williamson 
to talk in positive terms about Canada's 
treatment of native peoples is to ignore a 
long history of abuse and injustice. 

Would it be appropriate to tell Albert 
Johnson's daughter to kill the police with 
kindness or to instruct lesbians and gay men 
to love the members of Renaissance Can
ada? Should a rape victim love her rapists? 
Can we expect straight, white, middle-class 
men to give up their power and privilege in 
an effort to "love us"? Williamson's 
message has been popular for 2,000 years 
because it does not threaten the status quo 
and because it individualizes oppression. 

Anytime we know our invisibility is being 
reinforced we have a responsibility, as 

women, to respond. Concerts are not struc
tured to allow or encourage responses from 
the audience so our only recourse at Wil
liamson's concert was to make our leaving a 
statement, thereby opening a discussion in 
the community that could be a step toward 
changing that invisibility. Not to have done 
so, when we so clearly believed this to be 
happening, would have been tantamount to 
complicity. 

In Women and Honor, Adrienne Rich 
wrote: "Women have been driven mad, 
'gaslighted,' for centuries by the refutation 
of our experience and our instincts in a 
culture which validates only male exper
ience. The truth of our bodies and our 
minds has been mystified to us. We there
fore have a primary obligation to each 
other: not to undermine each other's sense 
of reality for the sake of expedience: not to 
gaslight each other." At the 'Writers in 
Dialogue' in Toronto May 1, Rich acknow
ledged the need for us to criticize each other 
within our community as women. We are 
publishing this letter in Broadside because 
we believe criticism and self-criticism is an 
important part of our political and personal 
process as women. 

Accountability within the women's 
movement is an important issue and we 
would like Broadside to be used as a forum 
for discussion. We are interested in the 
responses to this letter and we would like 
the discussion to broaden to include new 
ways for us to be accountable to each other. 

—Laura Rowe, for the 15 women who left 
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ver Lovinq — Is That All There Is? 

by Sylvia Spring 

"And she lived happily ever after." How 
many times were we, as girls, fed this line 
and myth? Along with a diet of sugar, spice 
and everything nice came love, prince 
charming and happily-ever-afters. A l l we 
had to do to ensure this happy "ending" 
(meaning the catching of Mr. Right) was to 
be loving — ever-loving. 

Margaret Hollingsworth's play, Ever 
Loving, most recently played "at Montreal's 
Centaur Theatre (April 16 — May 31). It 
begins with the myth of ever-loving, ever-
afters as believed by three young "war 
brides." But the trip Hollingsworth takes 
these women and her audience on, from 
Europe to Canada and from war-fed fan
tasy to hard, cold Canadian, reality, is 
anything but smooth or easy, v Against a 
backdrop of Nelson Eddy and Jeanette 
Macdonald, Canadian sunsets and Holly
wood's "Over the Rainbow" dreams, Hol
lingsworth sensitively and with a balance of 
humour and pathos interweaves the lives 
and struggles of three very different 
couples. 

There is Scottish, working class Ruthie, 
who meets Irish-Canadian soldier, Dave, 
who overcompensates for the unheroic 
reality of his clerk's role in the army by 
feeding a dreamy Ruthie stories of his pros
perous Canadian life. What she finds in
stead is endless childbearing, a live-in 
mother-in-law and an abusive husband 
whose neck reddens as he spends increasing 
time with the boys at the Legion. 

Diana, an upper-class young English wo
man, meets Ukrainian-Canadian Paul and 
is intrigued by his radical politics. Although 
she shocks her conservative parents by mar
rying Paul, she is herself shocked to find 
that she is expected to endure a life of hard
ship on the barren prairies while Paul 
moves politically from left to middle, end
ing finally as a Liberal hack. 
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And Italian middle class Luce, while 
dreaming of a singing career in Hollywood 
meets Italian-Canadian Chuck at a piano 
bar. She marries Chuck, imagining that his 
country is as exciting as the United States. 
What she finds is a dreary Halifax flat, a 
father-in-law in the pizza business, and a 
husband with his machismo still very much 
intact. She finally leaves Chuck for the 
Toronto big time of ethnic radio broad
casting. She is the only war bride who 
manages to escape. 

Ever Loving premiéred last autumn in 
Victoria, BC, at the Belfry Theatre. It was a 
resounding success. The critics and public 
raved, and for good reason. Margaret Hol
lingsworth had captured those war brides' 
reality (and their husbands' for that matter) 
with a wonderful mix of fanciful farce "in
tercut" with chilly truth. I use the word 
"intercut" intentionally since the whole 
play flowed very much like a film. The 
scenes were short and tight and cut easily 
from couple to couple and from past to pre
sent. By using period music, played by the 
Italian, Chuck, and simple but effective 
lighting, the Belfry production presented a 
complex structure and theme with seeming 
ease. 

I am relating this past success now be
cause having seen and been so impressed by 
the Victoria première; I could not believe 
that Ever Loving could be anything but a 
successful play. But now, having seen the 
Centaur production, I realize how sadly 
easy it was to turn a deep and loving script 
into a shallow and gimmicky farce. Had I 
not seen the first production, I might not 
now be so critical of the Centaur's rendi
tion. Despite a very bad and spiteful revue 
in the Montreal Gazette, the play enjoys a 
large and seemingly appreciative audience. 
But the real substance of Hollingsworth's 
message, for me, has been buried under 
layers of stage make-up. 

Miscasting and a director who somehow 
misunderstood the substance of the play 
were the two big problems with this produc
tion. Two of the male leads are pathetically 
impotent in roles that require, as a bottom 
line, great machismo. One, the Italian, who 
was supposed to be a musician, was in
capable of striking a harmonious chord on 
piano or guitar. But director Jane Heyman, 
for some reason, decided to overlook this 
fact, then provided the actor with a four-

week crash course in music. From what I 
heard, he learned nothing. In the Belfry 
production Chuck's back-up was the thread 
that effectively wove together the many 
short scenes. Without it in Montreal, the 
play felt choppy and discordant. Another 
gimmick used by Heyman was the projec
tion of slides on the backdrop that i l 
lustrated the scene being enacted. However, 
these slides were small, difficult to see, and 
added nothing to the play. They just con
tributed to my overall impression of chop-
piness. 

Although Heyman has directed two other 
Hollingsworth plays, she seemed to miss the 
intent of Ever Loving or was unable to 
translate her understanding to her cast. 
Since the play is full of fanciful dreams of 
the six women and men, Heyman's actors 
used these as if they were skits from a Se
cond City Review and hoked them up so 
much that when a serious bit followed, it 
seemed drab and overly heavy by com
parison. So the delicate job of pacing, 
which is crucial to films and to a play of this 
sort, was totally off. Instead the actors 
opted for the easy laughs from lines like, 
"Can you cook, Canadian style, Diana? 
Like pyrogies?" which Hollingsworth has 
sprinkled throughout the play. But these 
humorous bits were meant as a balance to 
the more insightful but difficult statements. 
Diana says during her long train ride to 
Lethbridge to a fearful Ruthie, "as long as 
we love them, nothing else matters." But 
they and we do find out, over and over 
again in Ever Loving that much else mat
ters. 

Heyman and her cast had trouble allow
ing the strong and not very romantic mes
sage to come through. In fact, had I not 
seen the Belfry production, I would have 
thought that the last scene was meant to end 
"happily ever after — despite all the strug
gles." The Italian couple are reunited as 
entertainers in the Gondola Room of a Ni
agara Falls night club. They sing for the 
other two couples who are having a reunion 
after 25 years of "married bliss." But Ruth 
is is a dumpy, beaten alcoholic; Chuck is a 
brutal Archie Bunker type; Diana is busy 
with her volunteer organizations and not 
very connected to hubby Paul's political 
career. Hollingsworth is not showing us 
married bliss in this scene but variations on 
the marriage theme. Submission, detach
ment, and divorce. But for Heyman-and 

company the dream still lives and her 
characters end by dancing off into the Can
adian sunset. 

A second viewing of the play a week after 
the première showed it to be considerably 
improved, owing probably to Hollings
worth's explanations of how it should have 
been done. But it was still choppy and rang 
untrue to me. 

The reason I am so insistent on produc
tions staying true to Hollingsworth's voice 
is that she is one of the few Canadian play
wrights who is creating believable, three-
dimensional characters. Her vivid portray
als of women especially are needed in a film 
and theatre scene which is still full of super
ficial and sexist images. Hollingsworth has 
always written about women's inner as well 
as outer lives. Sometimes she does it 
abstractly, poetically, and psychologically 
as in her radio play Apple in the Eye. 
Broadcast by the CBC, BBC, and 
Australian and New Zealand radio stations 
and published in Branching Out, it consists 
mostly of the inner monologue of a middle-
aged, married woman as she lies in bed next 
to her husband on a Sunday morning while 
he watches the football game and she works 
on a crossword puzzle. Operators, another 
early Hollingsworth play, depicts a group 
of women during their lunch break at some 
big, back-breaking factory. It was the first 
time I heard dialogue among women that 
captured the subtle dynamics of our conver
sations. And with AliAli O, her play about 
a lesbian relationship breaking up, Holl
ingsworth takes on a subject that is not only 
difficult but rarely dealt with on the stage. 

Since Margaret Hollingsworth is herself a 
British immigrant who moved to Canada 13 
years ago, she has been very sensitive to the 
differences and problems experienced by 
people like herself. Her play Mother Coun
try, performed last year in Toronto by Tar
ragon Theatre, takes on the subject of the 
English-Canadian conflict as experienced 
by a transplanted British matriarch and her 
three Canadian daughters. And now with 
Ever Loving, Hollingsworth has covered 
another female reality that until recently 
has been overlooked. 

Many Canadian women, both actors and 
audience, are hungry for female roles that 
speak to us and for us. Margaret Hollings
worth's work is a welcome and needed ad
dition to the bleak Canadian theatrical 
landscape. I hope her voice will continue to 
find encouragement and a place on our 
stages. 

Margaret Hollingsworth 

Broadside 
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Celebrating Heather 
Bishop 

by Deena Rasky 

Celebration (WRC1-1404) by 
Heather Bishop. Mother of Pearl 

Records, Inc. Woodmore, 
Manitoba. Available at your local 

Woman's Bookstore. 

Celebration is Heather Bishop's second 
album and could be blazing the trail for 
other Canadian women musicians who 
want to make it on their owji. Not having 
the resources and woman-power of Olivia 
Records in the United States and not want
ing to succumb to male-dominated record 
companies, Heather Bishop, with her 
manager Joan Miller, formed her own 
record label. In 1979, Mother of Pearl 
Records released Bishop's first album, 
Grandmother's Song (see Broadside, Vol. 1 
No. 1). Pleased with the success of reaching 
a wider audience and strengthening her mu
sical credibility, Celebration was launched 
to coincide with Bishop's two-month cross
country tour. It is a pleasure to listen to 
Bishop's bluesy form of feminism on 
record. 

Even though most of the songs are writ
ten by others, Bishop has reached the point 

in her career where her own style and in
dividual flavour weave through all the 
melodies she sings, such as the woman's 
community chestnut — Dory Previn's Did 
Jesus Have A Baby Sister?, or the more 
hoary Cry Me A River, Fever, Am I Blue? 
or the rock and roll hit from the 60's, 
Please Don't Let Me Be Misunderstood. 

The most dramatic song in terms of 
transformation is the last mentioned piece 
and as an experiment I listened to three ver
sions of Misunderstood back to back; from 
the Animals' Best of the Animals album, to 
the little known 1974 recording by Eric Bur-
don called Sun Secrets to Heather Bishop's. 
The song was introduced in 1966 by the 
Animals, one of the many boys' bands ex
uding a raw male (hetero)sexuality that 
teenage girls were supposed to swoon over 
on command. The song's presentation is 
confessional in tone, complete with an 
echoing organ and Eric Burdon's boys 
sweetly humming in the background. The 
song's aura is heavily laden with male in
security and guilt. You know this guy has 
done something wrong and when he sings 
about having a joy that's hard to hide Eric 
Burdon muffles his voice, sounding very 
self-conscious about admitting to such an 
uncool emotion. 

The Animals didn't catch the same gravy 
train as the Beatles or Rolling Stones, with 
Burdon releasing an album every year or so, 
trying to recapture some of the limelight. 
When he released Sun Secrets in 1974, 
Misunderstood underwent some changes. 
It's goodbye guilt but now unfortunately 
it's hello Led Zeppelin. The feel of the song 
is less physical, the fear of Burdon beating 
his woman is reduced. However, there is a 
strong sense of woman as property when 
Burdon huskily croons "Baby, you're 
mine, you're mine" while the hard rock 
guitars assault your eardrums. 

Back to the present and Heather Bishop, 
thank goodness. Considering the abuse this 
song has been through, Bishop breathes a 

lot of fresh air into it. She injects the 
melody with an upbeat reggae tempo. Gone 
is the vengeance and aggression, replaced 
with optimism and a smiling cheerfulness. 
With a sparkle in her clear alto voice, she 
gives you the impression she genuinely feels 
remorse over not always being an angel. 
Her joy is indeed hard to hide. The empha
sis is on reconciliation and the under
standing is that in relationships we're deal
ing with human beings, not divine crea
tions. The keyboard replaces the church-
associated organ and the piece is further im
proved by being stripped of the boys' band 
technical "wall of sound" wizardry. Be
cause of its universal message and its ap
plication to alternative relationshiops (e.g. 
lesbian), don't be surprised to hear this 
song again in the future on the radio. 

Two compositions on the album are writ
ten by Bishop — A Woman's Anger and 
The Northlands. A Woman's Anger deals 
with sexual harassment at the workplace. 
The woman depicted is a machinist who 
reacts with anger when a male co-worker 
wants to show her "what a woman is really 
good for". The boss's treatment of her is 
no better. 

When the boys come round to take a 
look at this place, he always brings 
them by and shows me off. My papers 
came through to say I'm a Level II 
Apprentice, only 2 more years to go. 
'Stead of shaking my hand he just 
slaps me on the ass, says, "Well baby 
do you think you're going to make 
it?" 

The chorus is rousing and anthem-like: 

Hey buddy what you're looking at now is 
a woman's anger. 
Boys what you're seeing right here is 
a woman's pride. 
And if you had half a lick of sense you'd 
realize you could learn from me. 

So turn your head around, you'd be a 
better man to change your view. 

On the one hand, the collective of 
woman's voices in the chorus suggests 
strength and hope for change. On the other, 
the song ends in a very unresolved fashion, 
indicating that more than anger and pride 
can truly discourage harassment. 

The Northlands is a plea not to destroy 
the land that's "young and wild" and 
whose spirit's "still free." On the surface 
the music recalls Gordon Lightfoot, but 
Bishop's lyrics have a deep feminist philos
ophy, again underscored by woman's 
voices (Daisy DeBolt & Lauri Conger). The 
piece swings and sways, meandering up the 
scale and then chromatically descending, 
which adds fun to the listening. 

The title song, Celebration, is sung unac
companied (other than the occasional 
finger snapping) and deals with women's 
herstory, encouraging us to "kick up our 
heels" since it wasn't too long ago that 
"those dancing feet were bound and sold." 
Musically there is a lack of fluidity, but 
with some minor adjustments the piece 
would be more effective and listenable. 

My personal favourite is Madame Lone
ly, written by Connie Kaldor, who also con
tributed to the 1979 Grandmother's Song 
album. It is with this number that Bishop's 
musical sense really shines. Blues are usual
ly associated with despair, but Bishop's 
treatment is sensual as her strong voice 
soars with its cry. By personifying loneli
ness, the imagery becomes surreal as 
Madame Lonely "squeezes my heart" or 
when Bishop sings "I 'm going to die in 
Madame Lonely's arms." This intimate 
knowledge of being alone can lead to a 
positive acceptance of solitude and the 
strength that is its by-product. When 
Bishop sings that Madame Lonely only 
wants to hear her sing the blues, deep down 
inside you agree. 

OGUS 0 
by Martha Keaner 

Introspection; personal revelations visual 
and verbal; mutual inspiration and explora
tion of ideas; all these were shared in JEB's 
workshop following her presentation Les
bian Images in Photography in Toronto on 
May 9. The next day, fourteen lesbians met 
with JEB to spend an afternoon delving to
gether into the nature of this aspect of our 
culture. 

The workshop opened with each woman 
introducing herself and describing her 
involvement with photography. A wide 
range of experience was represented, from 
hobbyists to students to professionals. A 
common concern that emerged was the dif
ficulty experienced in working in various 
phases of the mainstream. In certain situa
tions, such as photography schools, 

woman-identified images are often ignored 
or dumped on. JEB suggested that groups 
such as workshop's can provide support 
against the frustration of "having it 
knocked out of you." 

Motivation is essential to the impetus to 
continue working with lesbian imagery, and 
this can be generated and nurtured by 
shared activities such as publication in 
feminist periodicals and group exhibitions. 
An awareness of the archival value of 
documenting women and our activities is 
also vital. 

Further discussion flowed from the 
practical to the philosophical. Pragmatic 
concerns such as the design of a woman-id
entified style of model release were exam
ined. The role of language in our percep
tions of the essence of photography was 
considered. JEB postulated that photo-

Workshop participants with JEB (second from n) relaxing in Toronto 
recently 

graphy has been male-identified, both in its 
somewhat phallic machinery-oriented 
nature and its language, which uses words 
such as "take" and "capture" that ascribe 
an aura of power to photographer over sub
ject. She advocates a new thinking around 
mutual participation in the process, with 
the photographer "embracing" the "inspir
ation." 

The topic of lesbian erotica resulted in a 
consensus that, by and large, it is not 
specific graphic images of body parts that 
turn women on. Rather, it is less tangible 
qualities such as evocation of strengths in 
women, and communication between wo
men. 

The presence of a lesbian sensibility in 
successful photographs is a combination of 
variables. If the lesbian community is the 
source of a photograph, and the photo
grapher, her inspiration and her viewer are 
lesbians, the photograph may be said to ex
press a lesbian sensibility. JEB suggested 
that Adrienne Rich's idea of the lesbian 
continuum is a useful concept in the 
description and practise of a lesbian sen
sibility in photography. As we progress 
along the continuum, our definitions 
change, and we are increasingly able to "see 
through our own eyes," which are no 
longer "clouded by patriarchal muck." 

The workshop culminated in a sharing of 
participants' works. JEB has evolved 
guidelines for such sharing. The artist does 
not talk about her photographs until every
one else has expressed her reactions. There 
is not a technical critique; rather, our emo
tional, intuitive response to a photograph is 
the basis of the discussion. 

The group plans to meet again to share 
further work, experiences and ideas. 

JEB's slide presentation 'Lesbian Images 
in Photography' will be reviewed in next 
month's Broadside. 

Martha Keaner is a photographer who 
works with Womanspirit Gallery in Lon
don, Ontario. 

320 College St., Toronto 
967-1078 
Open 7 Days a Week 
Licensed 

A people's place — quality 
food served with care 

Join us for dinner. Mention 
this ad and let us treat you 
to dessert. 

. (Offer expires June 30, 
1981.) 
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by Mary O'Brien 

A progressive press cannot sustain a 
democracy, but it can help to keep it hon
est. No one knows this better than the 
powers that be, whose commitment to 
democracy is sometimes something less 
than devoted, and whose commitment to a 
free press generally means that the press 
shall be a bastion of private enterprise. For 
these reasons, the progressive press leads a 
very tentative existence. Papers tend to col
lapse from fiscal starvation before they can 
get their show really on the road. Unlike the 
conventional press, they are not govern
ment supported: we don't find (or want to 

find) expensive ads extolling the greatness 
of Ontario in Broadside, and we don't find 
them in Mudpie either. However, Mudpie's 
latest edition celebrates its first birthday, 
and it is appropriate to take a look at this 
serious, cheeky, intelligent, irreverent, well-
put-together and passionate advocate for 
better education for Metro Toronto kids. 

Mudpie holds the view that the people 
who matter in education are, in order of im
portance, kids, parents and teachers. It also 
recognizes that this view is not shared by 
the Ministry of Education and the satellites 
of that body. About trustees the jury is 
usually out, but Mudpie has firm ideas 
about what trustees ought to be doing: they 
should be working with kids, parents and 
teachers to provide realistic and humane ed
ucation, to banish class discrimination, sex
ism, racism and homophobia from the 
classroom, to show kids what the real world 
is like and to give them the tools to under
stand and make their way in this world. 
Mudpie knows very clearly that these are 
political aims, and is very downright and 
practical with regard to concrete strategies. 
It keeps readers informed on neighbour
hood issues, such as the current efforts of 
Toronto bureaucrats to throw the kids, 
parents and teachers of Keele Street and 
Runnymede schools into an antagonistic 
relation. The Keele Street parents took 
seriously a Toronto Board endorsement of 
the concept of Kindergarten to Grade Eight 
programs, but their community action has 
resulted in the Board reversing its approval 
and closing the K-8 question for two years. 
If Mudpie has its way, the Board might not 
find this so easy to do. 

Mudpie's regular contributors include 

Merylie Houston, who writes a down-to-
earth column on mothering, Abby Hoff
man and Bruce Kidd, who write on Sports 
and Recreation, Bruce Macpherson, who 
covers teacher activism, and James Mc
Queen, who has a "Dear Jim" feature 
which exhorts students and parents to mo
bilize their political power. In the current 
issue, McQueen offers to a parent who 
wants to know how to keep a recalcitrant 
kid in school the advice to take him out: 
"You can lead a horse to water," McQueen 
says with typical Mudpie earthiness, "but 
all he may do is pee in the stream." 

Mudpie's birthday edition is, however, 
fundamentally serious. It deals with the in
tervention of the right in education affairs, 
noting that Renaissance and other right 
wing groups have no doubt at all about the 
political importance of controlling school
ing. Mudpie suggests activist strategies to 
combat the hate propaganda generated by 
these groups, and feminists will be inter
ested in the documentation of the activities 
by which fundamentalists and rightists in 
general get "Right to Life" points of view 
into classrooms. In fact, reading Mudpie, 
one wonders why feminists have not 
become more involved in the local politics 
of education: there does seem to be an im
portant struggle in this area. Mudpie's 
political colouring is generally left-NDP, 
but this is probably because the NDP, 
whatever its failings (and Mudpie 
documents these too), has consistently 
understood the importance of community 
participation in educational matters, and 
regularly runs good candidates in trustee 
elections. 

Mudpie is also fundamentally sound on 

women's issues, to which it gives a lot of 
space. In its January edition (Vol. 2, Issue 
1) the paper published an excellent and 
well-documented critique of the misogynist 
antics of Professor Edward Shorter, which 
are published by the Toronto Star. The 
piece was written by Ester Reiter, Barbara 
MacKay and Meg Luxton, and Broadside 
readers would find it very congenial. 
Daycare has a regular feature column, and 
the inequities visited upon female kids and 
teachers are consistently reported. The 
paper has also reported on and supported 
the passage of the clause in which the 
Toronto Board, after a bitter confrontation 
with the right, secured a guarantee of non
discrimination against gays in the school 
system. 

A l l in all, Mudpie is a welcome addition 
to the ranks of the progressive press, and 
one in which women who have an interest in 
schooling from any perspective will find in
formation which is not readily available 
elsewhere. So: Happy Birthday, Mudpie, 
and keep up the good work! 

MUDPIE: GROWING UP IN METRO. 
One year (10 issues) — $10. Donations tax 
deductible. 

Mudpie Magazine 
Box 5967 

Postal Station A 
Toronto, Ontario 

M5W 1P4 

Mary O'Brien teaches at the Ontario In
stitute for Studies in Education. 

aying in the Streets 
Robin Belitsky Endres, a Toronto 

playwright who wrote "The Black and Blue 
Review" about child abuse and "Ghost-
dance" about the Métis rebellion, has 
organized a community theatre in the St. 
Claire/Oakwood area, called Pelican 
Players. The group is funded by Employ
ment and Immigration Canada, and is per
forming, free of charge, its first plays in 
June: "Reflections in Red" directed by 
Robin Endres, and "Pathello" directed by 
Endres'partner Bob Reid (for information, 
call 654-0350). 

Endres talked to Gay Bell about the rea
sons for setting up the theatre and its plans 
for the future: 

By Gay Bell 

There were no urban-based peoples' the
atres in Canada or, as far as I know, in the 
US either. There were peoples' theatres 
based in regions, such as the Newfoundland 
Mummers Troupe and peoples' theatres 
based on certain ethnic groups, such as the 
Teatro Campesino, the grape workers 
theatre; but they tended to be romanticized 
by urban theatre professionals who were 
looking for forms of political theatre. And I 
really felt strongly that there was a basis for 
using some of these kinds of theatres for a 
model, but in a completely urban context. 

I couldn't really find many people in the 
theatre who shared my ideas and I couldn't 
get my plays produced. Everyone was very 
eager to workshop them and to teach me 
how to re-write my plays, even when I was 
on my eighth script. I felt that there was the 
typical Canadian perpetual adolescent ap
prenticeship thing happening to me as a 
writer. I'd been through that on too many 
other fronts so I wasn't going to go through 
it as a playwright. I wanted my own theatre 
where I could do my own plays the way I 
wanted them done. 

I wanted the play to be in my neighbour
hood because I have a child. It's very diffi
cult to be involved in theatre at all with a 

kid because when you're involved in practi
cal theatre you have to work long hours. 
You lose all sense of time and you have to 
work around the clock, and you can't do 
that with a child. It occurred to me that 
other people were similarly deprived. Often 
people have to make the choice of being in 
theatre or becoming a parent. That seemed 
to me really unjust. So I wanted a theatre 
where, when my child gets older, she can 
come there and just hang out in the even
ings. 

I wanted it to come from and be for dif
ferent constituencies which now do not 
have access to theatre either as audience 
people or producers of art. 1 wanted to de
velop a different audience and a different 
group of performers and practitioners of 
theatre. That's a really tall order. Similar 
theatres have been set up but they've been 
set up by existing professionals. In the first 
place, I couldn't find a group of existing 
professionals who gave a damn for doing 
professional community theatre, people's 
theatre in the city. And in the second place, 
I wanted to give a theatre to people who 
don't otherwise have an opportunity to pro
duce. A lot of the skills for training actors 
are really techniques to open people up cre
atively, so I'm in the process of adapting 
those techniques to use for writing as well as 

for acting. What I learned studying clown
ing I now adapt as writing exercises to get 
people to write. That's the most overrated 
skill and the most mystified skill and the 
skill where people feel the most intimi
dated. I believe that everyone can write and 
everyone can act and everybody wants to 
have that opportunity. 

So, in preparation for starting up the 
theatre, I went into an elementary school in 
my own neighbourhood and put on a play 
on a multicultural theme, with 125 children. 

•continued page 17 

Moving? 

Send Broadside the address label 
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change of address. 
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• Williamson, from page 12 

py one, by the way, in part because Williamson is Olivia's 
best-selling artist and because, as she puts it, "I 'm the 
chair, Olivia's the table. We need each other." 

But is she a feminist? "How can we define these things," 
she said when asked. "Can men be feminists? Is it a 
philosophical thing? Is it a way of life? I guess it's finally 
evolved into a philosophical stance. In that case, if a 
feminist is a person — a person — who looks to strength, 
who seeks individual strength before merging with other 
people, so that you're self-contained, self-initiating, a car
ing person, a fostering person, then yes." 

One is loath to make these kind of judgements but 
that's a definition of humanism and a humanist is precisely 
how Williamson sees herself. 

This will come as a shock to her die-hard fans, but Wil
liamson isn't really interested in an all-woman audience. It 
was because she wanted to avoid it that she balked at a con
tract with Olivia. "We were held back by other people's 
unimaginative imaginings of what should or could not be," 
she said. "Some people just want to have their own little 
girls' club and that's it. That's heaven. But it's not heaven 
for me. And they make an assumption that that's what I 
am...The Changer and the Changed. I called it that for a 
reason. But a lot of people don't want me to change. They 
just want to be in a little camp. If they had their way, 
there'd be a world with no men, but that's not the way it is. 
So what are we to do?" ' 

Williamson cares a good deal what she does politically. 

She has been active in the prisoners' rights movements, 
native rights, Water for Life activists groups and the anti-
nuclear movement. She is not a social sinecure. "To me the 
most revolutionary thing to do is to get to the hearts of 
men. If they're the ones with the money and they're the 
ones with the bombs, it's a bad game that's been going on 
for thousands of years. That's what's got to change." 

In keeping with her personal political strategy, William
son wants as wide an audience as possible. "I wanted to 
come to Toronto," she said. "I was really happy to come 
through Mariposa because I love the Mariposa folk ideas. 
It's very old, as old- as my work is — since before the 
women's movement. And it really appeals to a wider aud
ience. And that's what we want." 

• continued page 18 

•Endres, from previous page 

They each had a speaking part, usually just 
one line, but the nice thing about it is that 
they wrote it themselves. It was all like 
television. That's all they're interested in — 
television, everything was television. There 
was a certain amount of disapproval on the 
part of the adults that the play was one big 
television show; but the kids really liked it 
and they did it for their peers as an au
dience. I don't think they'd had that ex
perience before. I don't even think children 
in children's theatre have that experience. 
And although there were 125 kids in the 
play, the play was structured in such a way 
that they controlled the action from inside 
the play. An older child would be in charge 
of 10 or 12 younger children and after a 
while they got the idea that they were 
literally running the show. I felt very good 
about that. The show was unpolished, but I 
thought that I'd really made some 
breakthroughs. 

I want to have as part of the community 
theatre, theatre by children and for 
children, and that gave me. the idea that I 
should look at other constituencies in the 
neighbourhood, like housewives, who 
sometimes go in the mornings to local 

schools and to ESL classes or they go to 
daycare centres, mother-child drop-ins. 
Why not train them to do theatre, and then 
any actors we have on staff can put in one 
or two mornings a week running a daycare. 
It seems to me the housewives would do a 
unique kind of theatre put on primarily for 
other housewives, but secondarily for ev
erybody else in the community. And like
wise the senior citizens — go into old folks' 
homes, use the techniques that I've 
developed working with children and 
adults, the techniques of collective creation, 
and do shows by and for and about old peo
ple. 

The St. Clair-Oakwood area of Toronto 
is a very multicultural neighbourhood. It's 
racially mixed and it's ethnically mixed; and 
we're trying in the theatre to reflect that, 
not just in the bodies in the cast, but in 
some of the issues we talk about onstage us
ing artistic means. 

I acquired a partner, Bob Reid, a man 
who's worked for the last dozen or so years 
in professional theatre and for whom I have 
immense admiration and respect. He was 
the only person whom I'd met in three years 
working in theatre who was really interested 

A NEW MEXICAN RESTAURANT 

HERNANDO'S HIDEAWAY 

well hidden at 545 Yonge Street near Wellesley, Toronto 

After a great success with MEXICALI ROSA'S in Ottawa, 
we have opened a new restaurant in Toronto serving 
natural Mexican food in the tradition of the Great 
Southwest. 

That means homemade nachos, tacos, enchildadas, bur-
ritos and much more. Only quality meats and poultry 
and the freshest fruits and vegetables are used in the 
preparation of our meals. We avoid anything laden with 
preservatives, and serve no canned, pre-packaged or 
micro-waved foods. 

Also, in response to customers' suggestions, our cooks 
have developed a full vegetarian menu. The vegetarian 
dishes are cooked separatedly from the meat dishes. 

Our prices are reasonable as well, so why not drop by 
and pay us a visit. 

Grace & Phillip (managers) 

Open from 11:30 am Monday to Saturday, 
and from 4 pm Sunday 

FULLY LICENCED 

(416)929-3629 

in the ideas I had and was able to extend 
them in all kinds of areas I find really 
stimulating and exciting. We mirror each 
other a lot. It is quite extraordinary to have 
a partner in the first place and in the second 
place to be able to work with a man who is 
sympathetic to women's issues, and who 
sees eye-to-eye on a lot of theatrical ques
tions as well. 

I think it's significant that we did not go 
to the Arts Council for funding. We 
wouldn't have got it anyway, but we're 
looking for alternate sources of funding 
and we've got a grant from Employment 
Canada. They advertised the jobs for actors 
in all the employment centres in Toronto so 
we got about 60 people auditioning. About 
half of them were graduates of theatre 

schools: we hired none of those. We hired 
people who just happened to be in the em
ployment office and saw the notice, and 
thought maybe there's something there and 
I'm going to go and check it out. We've 
hired 12 people who have astounded us with 
their creativity, their willingness to work, 
their eagerness, their enthusiasm, their 
sophistication, and their understanding of a 
lot of different issues. That was almost ar
bitrary: they seemed exceptional and extra
ordinary but the fact that they just came, 
more or less at random, from employment 
offices confirms my belief a theatre like this 
can be used by all kinds of different people, 
and my belief that everyone's secret is that 
they're secret artists. I think everyone's in 
the closet as an artist. 

161 Harbord Street, Toronto 
(between Spadina and Bathurst) 
Telephone: 961-7676 

A taste of lovingly prepared home 
-cooking with a Peruvian flavour. 

Lunch specials 
$ 2 " 4 Patio Now Open 

Dinner specials 
$3-5 

Open daily 11 am to midnight. 

major rabais 
restaurant 

one-twenty four harbord st. 

between major & robert streets 

v IMAGINATIVE FOOD COOKED TO ORDER j 
tues-sat 
12-12 

reservations 
968 7000 
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924-1972 
under LLBO 

Open seven days a week 

Monday through Friday 
Noon to 1 a.m. 
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5 p.m. to 1 a.m. 

Sunday 
Brunch, noon to 4 p.m. 

Dinner, 5 p.m. to 10 p.m. 
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• Williamson, from previous page 

So after all that, she is a most reluctant songbird for the 
women's movement. If you came to Harbourfront to bliss 
out on lesbian love, if you came to hear a strong commit
ment to feminism, if you came to hear an artist who revels 
in the celebration of women being together, you came to 
the wrong place. If you wanted to hear a beautiful voice, 
singing about varying kinds of oppression, an artist who 
will go her own direction, a writer who is committed to 
change but defines it in her own terms, perhaps you left the 
hall satisfied. 

"Women in the women's movement feel freedom they've 
never felt before. Well, I've always had freedom," she in
sists. In fact for me, now that there's a women's move
ment, it's the other way around — shackles and chains. 
And I'm sure they'd hate it, but I want them to know that 
that's what they're doing to me." The message couldn't 
pour forth more clearly than that. 

"If they're coming to see me and what I do best, it's like 
taking your car into a mechanic. You don't tell the 
mechanic how to fix it. If you don't want to trust the 
mechanic with your car, then fix it yourself." 

It takes a great deal of courage and sheer nerve to be a 
performer. Performing is a particularly delicate exercise 
when the material is your own and by singing it you display 
publicly your most personal values and needs. The artist 
who speaks totally with her own voice takes an enormous 
risk by getting on stage, if only because by doing so she says 
that she has a story to tell. But that doesn't mean an artist 
should work in a vacuum, that she is like the mechanic who 
works the car on her own, that she should be unfettered 
and pursue her artistic goals without a social conscience or 
that an audience should sit, listen and absorb, enraptured 
by the artist's mystical powers. 

Instead, every musician who gets on stage is making a 
pact with her audience. "I know what it is you want to 
hear," she might say, "and I 'll give you some of that — 
because I need you. But I'll always be working on some
thing new, and I may grow away from the music that touch
ed you. But listen and see wfyat you think." No doubt, 
Williamson has a social conscience, and wants to make that 
kind of pact — but not with the audience that came to hear 
her in Toronto. 

•Brossard, from page 11 

women together and not simply as symbols. If we go 
beyond this lack of imagination, we will formulate that new 
territory, or mental space, where we can be together, pro
ducing new ways of existing in a social reality. We must 
never forget our anger at the deprivation women have suf
fered because of patriarchal attitudes. If we relax too 
much, we will fall back into patriarchal values. We can do 
lots of important things in politics, economics, and cultural 
matters, but if we can't change the patriarchal imagination 
we'll always lag behind. For example, what drives some 
male critics crazy in Amantes is not the lesbian content but 
the fact that in that book they don't exist. The fact of not 
existing for a man is the worst thing that can happen to 
him. But that is just what men have insisted about women, 
that they don't exist. We need to legitimate our own exist
ence.' 

Gradually, Brossard believes, this feminist consciousness 
is being circulated in Québec and changing the course of 
literature there. One of the main ways in which this is hap
pening is through such literary activities as Collection 
Réelles, a feminist fiction and non-fiction series published 
by Editions Quinze. In the works, for example, are books 
on the history of women in Québec, one on the Québec pa
triarchy, and one on women involved in politics in Québec, 
including the 'Yvettes.' Like most literature from Québec, 
this series is not well known or distributed in the rest of 
Canada because of the language barrier, nor is literature in 
English well known in Québec. Gradually this situation is 
improving, owing to the efforts of such small presses as 
Coach House Press in Toronto, Talon Books in Vancouver, 
various small literary magazines such as Room of One's 
Own and Fireweed, and anthologies such as Landscape and 
Nicole Brossard's The Story So Far 6. And there is an ex
panding network of writers, critics, and translators ex
changing information and ideas on both sides of the 
Québec border. A particularly important occasion on 
which such an exchange will occur in Toronto later this year 
will be a conference at York University on criticism and 
translation of women's writing. (See future issues of Broad
side for details about this conference.) 

But above all, for Nicole Brossard, the essential way in 
which she is now attempting to transform Québec literature 
is through her 'lesbian sensibility' and it is most appropriate 
to end this article with her own explanation of how she 
thinks such a sensibility contributes to shaping contem
porary literature: 

Lesbian sensibility contributes to shaping contemporary 
literature by influencing my reading, my thought, my 
writing. It is needed by all lesbians, visible or not, as well as 
by any woman questioning 'reality. ' It means exploration, 
travelling through cities and myths, through memory, 

] through the future, and, of course, this is done through 
language. And that is a voyage that starts with your skin. 

Lesbian sensibility can propel a woman writer in time 
and space in such a way that she cannot avoid creating a 
new mental territory with her skin, imagination, and the 
words that go with them. What is important for me is how 
reality and fiction are questioned with words and how they 
can excite the mind in a way that you step into what you 
thought was unimaginable. 

For me, what is working most in lesbian sensibility is the 
skin. The skin provides the thought and the thought affects 
the whole surface of the body. It is through the skin that 
you catch and transmit energy. The skin is tactile memory. 
It protects your inferiority, your integrity. Your skin works 
like a synthesizer, transmuting words, emotions, and ideas. 
We have the imagination of our bodies, of our sex, and 
most of all of our skin, which synthesize time and space. 
Imagination is travelling through our skin, all of its surface. 
A woman's skin sliding on a woman's skin creates a slip-
periness in the meaning of words and makes a new version 
of reality and fiction possible. It gives what I would call a 
tridimensional vision. It introduces the possibility of 
understanding how the patriarchal system works sublimin-
ally and therefore how it is so effective in hypnotizing 
women. 

Lesbian sensibility shaped Gertrude Stein's Ida, Djuna 
Barnes's Nightwood, Adrienne Rich's Dream of a Com
mon Language and On Lies, Secrets and Silence, Mary Da
ly's Gyn/Ecology, and Michèle Causse's Lesbiana. It 
shaped Monique Wit tig's work. It is shaping Jove t te 
Marchessault's work. It is shaping my mind and my work 
every day. And this is contemporary literature. 

Thanks to Coach House Press for providing copies of 
books by Nicole Brossard translated in their Coach House 
Québec Translation series; to Giselle Izierfor her help in ar
ranging an interview with Nicole Brossard; and especially to 
Nicole Brossard herself, for an enriching afternoon of con
versation and for providing her notes read at the May 1 
dialogue. 

Summer programs on social change 

• Co-ops and Public Communications 
(June 18-21) 

• Investigative Reporting on Public Interest Issues 
(June 25-28) 

•The Alternative Camp for Children 
(June 28-July 10) 

• Publishing for Social Change 
(July 31-August 3) 

•Canada as a Nuclear Weapons-Free Zone 
(August 7-9) 

•Co-op Movement Strategy Conference 
(August 16-21) 

•Grindstone Island School for Peace 
(August 23-28) 

•China After the Cultural Revolution 
(August 28-31) 

•Music and Social Change 
(September 4-7) 

•Northern Development 
(September 11-13) 

Grindstone Co-operative Ltd. 

For more information call Toronto office: (416) 923-4215 

or write: Grindstone Island, Portland, Ontario, Canada KOG IV0 
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MOVEMENT rOMMEHT 

W-M-NLY W-RDS 

by Mary O'Brien 

ACROSS 

I. Large room in unhealthy mess sym
bolically masculine (7) 
5. Mother of pride (7) 
9. Don't confide in him! (7) 
10. Old wheel politician to go again 
(7) 
II. I'm in the modern age. Help! (3) 
12. Lie lady in a philosophical way (7) 
14. Regrets, this miss (4) 
17. Toe start, perhaps, but leaves (8) 
18. Constructive for a spinster, not so 
for a carpenter (4) 
21. She has vision (4) 
22. Move a bundle, by sea presumably 
(8) 
24. Peeping cats? (4) 
26. Not its own beginning, real mixed 
up later. Sad business (7) 
28. Novel woman (3) 
29. Juice to take out (7) 
30. After this, you have to deal (4, 3) 
32. Occasionally a synonym for 1 ac. 
(7) 
33. Once she meant justice, but men 
made her vengeful (7) 
• Answers in next month's Broadside. 

DOWN 

1. Irishwoman protests, gives birth to 
nationalists (8) 
2. Professionals who play (9) 
3. Jewelled woman (paste, no doubt) 
(3) 
4. Wander from a big fish without 
confused spirit (5) 
5. What men think they are universal
ly (5) 
6. Men swear it, don't necessarily 
keep it (4) 
7. Choose your woman, the best (5) 
8. Point to confusedly staid madman 
(6) 
13. In a position to plead error (like 
Trudeau or Clark) (6) 
15. Crease or uncrease (5) 
16. Occur in mishap pending (6) 
19. In favour of lots, draws out (9) 
20. Praises a saluted form (8) 
23. Literally a motherless child? No, 
mythologically (6) 
25. Ancient woman's cap religiously 
appropriated (5) 
26. Lawbreaker attacked, we hear (5) 
27. What women are of earth, season 
(4) 
31. If mother's are backward he'll be 
everybody's uncle! (3)-

Lesbian Mother's Defense Fund 
and Gay Youth Toronto announce 

SPRING INTO SUMMER DANCE 

Saturday, June 20 
519 Church St., Toronto 

9pm-lam 

Free Buffet Full Cash Bar 

Tickets $4 in advance at 
Women's Bookstore or Glad Day. 
$5 at door. 

WOMEN IN MUSIC 
A Women in Music research project is being conduc ted by Lorra ine Segato of 
Mama Qui l la !!. 
The aim of the project is to define the status of both feminist and non-feminist 
music in the larger music scene in C a n a d a bycomp i l i ng information regarding 
background , educat ion, marketplace and sensibi l i ty. Your part ic ipat ion will be 
most apprec ia ted. 

The data co l lected will be used to make spec i f ic recommendat ions to arts o rga
nizat ions, government agenc ies and the government that will ensure t h e i r c o n -
t inued support of women's musica l activit ies in Canada . 

L. Segato also hopes to use the r e s p o n d a n t s a s a basis forset t ing u p a Women 's 
music network in Canada . 

This project is being sponsored by Status of Women Canada . 

Please send your name and address to: 

ON AWIM, 
265A Queen St. W., 
Toronto, Ontario 
M5V 1Z4 

CLASSIFIEDS 

SELF-DEFENCE. Someone to 
teach me, preferably based on 
karate. C a l l even ings : 
(416) 533-5820. 

LESBIAN ROOM-MATE wanted 
to share 2 bedroom apartment 
with one other. Available July 1. 
Sherbourne and Bloor area. $165 
includes utilities. Call Shirley at 
(416) 923-1294. 

•' Costs are 25$ a word ($3 minimum) 
• The first word wil l be printed in bold type 
• A d s accep ted by mail on the 20th of the month before they are to appear 
• A l l c lass i f i ed ads must be pre-paid* 
• Fi l l out the coupon below and send it, with cheque or money order, to: Broad
s ide Commun i ca t i ons Ltd., PO BOx 494, S tn . P, Toronto, M5S 2T1. 

No. of words 

Amount $ 

• Cheque 

• Money Order 

AD COPY: 

Name 

Address 

Telephone 

(type or print clearly) 
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Broadside 
P.O. Bos 494, Station P, Toronto, Ontario M5S 2T1. 

Individual • 10 issues $10 ins t i t u t ion • 10 issues $16 
• 20 issues $ 1 8 D 2 0 issues $30 

Sus ta in ing • 20 issues $40 
(Add $2 for out-of-Canada addresses) 

Check one: • Cheque enclosed • Money order enclosed 
(Make cheques payable to Broadside) 

• New Subscription • Renewal 

Name 

Institution (if applicable). . . 

Address 

City Code Phone 

Broadside 
P.O. Box 494, Station P, Toronto, Ontario M5S 2T1. 

Individual • 10 issues $10 Institution • 10 issues $16 
• 20 issues $18 D 2 0 issues $30 

Sustaining • 20 issues $40 
(Add $2 for out-of-Canada addresses) 

Check one: • Cheque enclosed • Money order enclosed 
(Make cheques payable to Bfqadside) 

• New Subscription • Renewal 

Name 

Institution (if applicable) 

Address , 

City . Code ,Phone 

•-. i m u n i c a l l o n s Mcl< 
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Second Class Mail Registration No.: 4771 
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