
m

if]

OGRESSIVE WOMAN'S QUARTERL

v

xs . JOHN LEWIS:
IOLE

74A70 78532 3



The world as women live it

AM
ROE

MY L I F E ,

R O E V. W A D E ,
A N D

FREEDOM
o r

CHOICE

NORMA McCORVEY
WITH ANDY MEJSl.Eft
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"Through short but deeply
felt essays on everything
from housepaint and high-
heeled shoes to point-blank
murder, Drakulic tells the
story of the Balkan crisis as
people are living it."

— The Nation

"Moving and eloquent."
— New York Times

With four new chapters
$11.00 paperback

Her search for a
legal abortion led
Norma McCorvey
to become the
anonymous
plaintiff in the
landmark Supreme
Court decision.
This book is her
personal story,
"a direct, unsenti-
mental, and often
harsh account of
a real life at the
heart of historical
events."
— Publishers Weekly

SALLY B U F R A B E

The memoir of
Sally Belfrage,
daughter of
radical writers
Cedric Belfrage
and Molly Castle,
who yearned to be
an "all-American
girl" during her
McCarthy-era
adolescence in the
conformist 50s.
"Wry and
poignant."

—Publishers
Weekly

"A bold and original
exploration of female
inventiveness and courage."

— Harriet G. Lerner,
author of The Dance of Anger

"Buoyant and instructive...
a welcome counterweight to
the pressures society still
exerts on women who want
a life of their own."

— New Woman
$12.00 paperback

"With simplicity, and honesty,
Bloodlines movingly describes
Hales evolution and ultimate
liberation. Powerful and
poignant."

— Chief Wilma Mankiller
"Mesmerizing."

—New York Times
Book Review

Winner of the
American Book Award
$11.00 paperback
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Also available from HzrperCollinsCanadaLtd.
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FRONT LIMES

RONMI SAMDROFF

T H E FIRE THIS
TIME

Two Iranian women physicians approached
me at an international medical conference in 1985. They wanted to tell
a western woman journalist how the tightening fundamentalist restric-
tions were interfering with their ability to care for their patients. One

doctor described rushing between medical buildings, hurriedly conferring with a
male colleague on how to treat an emergency case. They were stopped on the street
by two teenage boys with rifles who demanded to know why the woman doctor
had let her chador fall open and expose her hair, and why she was conversing with
a male who was not a relative. The two were detained for only 20 minutes—but
long enough to throw the doctors considerably off their stride and allow their patient s
condition to grow more desperate.

Since then, things have gone from bad to worse for women doctors, and all women,
in Iran. Fundamentalist efforts to eradicate the presence and influence of women in
the public sphere has been a particular burden for Iran's professional women, many
of whom have studied and lived abroad. When a woman has tasted professional and
personal freedom, its loss is horrific, and for some, ultimately unbearable (see Martha
Shelley's "A Sacrificial Light").

Relentless anti-female dogma and ever-tightening restrictions serve a clear purpose
in todays Iran; they help to distract the male population from the economic, social,
and military failures of the fundamentalist regime, writes Mahin Hassibi, MD, in her
article on "Sexual Apartheid in Iran."

Sexual apartheid? We choose that phrase because, ironically,' 'apartheid'' now implies
the hope of radical change. When black and progressive groups in the U.S. began
their long campaign to end apartheid in South Africa, many doubted if international
pressure and boycotts would help, or if anything short of a prolonged civil war could
uproot the apartheid system. But we lived to witness the dissolution of a seemingly
intractable system of social oppression.

If the freedom of women all over the world is to be protected, sexual apartheid in
the fundamentalist Moslem world must someday meet a similar fate. While interna-
tional support can help, ultimately, the hope of radical change is the responsibility of
the women and men there—-just as change in South Africa resulted, primarily, from
the sustained and heroic efforts of its people. The special tragedy of sexual apartheid
is that so many women in fundamentalist countries have incorporated the belief that
misogynous separatism, couched as the will of God, is the only way to protect them-
selves from male harassment.

The positive synergy that can emerge from linking race and gender struggles is
highlighted in two other pieces in this issue. Be sure to read the stirring—and sur-
prising—OTI Dialogue between Freedom Rider and now Congressman John Lewis
(D-GA) and feminist activist Andrea Dworkin. And check out Phyllis Chester's visit
to Camp Sister Spirit, a feminist education outpost under local attack, for a glimpse
at what's changed, and what hasn't, in Mississippi.

For insights into how our world rulers are schooled to make the apartheid/gender
oppression connection, see Katherine Finkelstein's "It's a Rocky Rolodex at Oxford."

We're proud of many other pieces in this issue, too—so read on and please let us
know what you think.
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H I G H N O O N
IN

M O S C O W

omewhere in the course of
planning my latest journey to
Russia I lost my fear of flying.
It left me suddenly, without
fanfare or notice. I simply
came to the conclusion that

fear of flying was an inappropriate pho-
bia for a pioneer. And, so it was with
great excitement and a sense of des-
tiny that I boarded the plane for Moscow
in early June, on a mission to actual-
ize my dream of building Russia's first

feminist medical
center.

The events that
led me to this point
began with the 32-
year-old Russian
woman who came
to CHOICES in 1990
for her 36th abor-
tion. Her amaze-
ment at my shock
and concern was
just the beginning
of my gaining insight
into the lives of
women in Russia—
lives that are full of
multiple and dan-
gerous abortions
with no access to
birth control. Sexually
conservative, Russian
society is notori-

ously biased against contraception, par-
ticularly the pill. Convinced that the
pill causes cancer, most gynecologists
preach the virtues of repeat abortions.
Of course, the fact that many of them
subsidize their $10 a month salaries by
doing abortions in women's homes
might well have an influence on their
thinking. The only contraceptive devices
locally produced are condoms—and so
badly (due to problems working with
latex) that they are called "galoshes;"
few men consent to use them. Russia
is a country where the obstetric wards
are empty of patients, and where it is
estimated that one out of three women
die in hospitals from the complications
of second trimester abortions. I heard
story after story oflives that were blight-
ed by sterility, sexually transmitted dis-
eases, and domestic violence. They so
moved me that I began to think in terms
of replicating my women's medical cen-
ter, CHOICES, in Moscow. There, I could
offer Russian women state of the art
family planning and counselling, as well
as high quality abortion care. Yes, I felt
that Russian women needed a safe har-
bor, a feminist outpost. I was, after all,
a pioneer in the early '70's, when I
opened one of the first abortion cen-
ters in the U.S., and my subsequent 23
years of experience, I knew, had posi-
tioned me for this work. Arrogance,
vision, or a touch of madness, whatev-
er it was, I felt I had to go there.

I was aware of the odds; out of 3,300
American/Russianjoint ventures formed
last year in Moscow, only 300 are still
operative. The American press carries
endless stories of the difficulties of doing
business in Russia. I knew that, apart
from the basic challenge of negotiating
with people whose core philosophy was
for 70 years built around hostility to
free markets, I had to take up the chal-
lenge ofbringing a feminist consciousness
to life in a medical setting, in a highly
misogynist, authoritarian society.

Much had changed in Russia since
my first exploratory visit in 1992. The
rise of fascistic nationalism promoted
by Zhirinovsky, rampant inflation, and
growing disillusionment with American
capitalism due to the loss of life savings
had left much of the population anx-
ious, frustrated, and despairing. Organized
crime had grown at alarming rates—a
43% rise in the last five months. The
second day of my visit a car bomb
exploded in the center of the city, maim-
ing the occupant so horribly that iden-
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tification was almost impossible. Gang
violence, too, is so common that the
Moscoii' Times reports that there is a
bomb attack on the average of one every
two days—mainly carried out against
bankers and businessmen—as gangs bat-
tle for control of the city. Contrary to
the relief I felt on my first visit to Moscow
that pornography was almost non-exis-
tent, now I saw it was everywhere. The
Russian version of Cosmopolitan hadjust
hit the stands, and an article entitled
"Would I rather have sex or choco-
late?" extolled the joys of sexual plea-
sure without mention of the horrific
price paid by so many Russian women.

The opening of Russian markets to
all things American, like Snickers Bars
and McDonald's, included imports of
our special brands of fundamentalist
misogyny: tapes of Jerry Falwell and
Jimmy Swaggart now grace Russian
television. Indeed, the American Right
to Life Movement sponsors a weekly
half-hour TV program; a recent Right
to Life conference in Moscow boasted
500 attendees. So, somehow I was not
surprised to learn that the attacks on
me in the press began before I hit the
ground. A former KGB General, one
Alexander Sterligov, leader of the Russian
National Assembly and an ally of
Zhirinovsky, was worried that under
Yeltsin the mortality rate exceeded the
birth rate for the first time since World
War II. Calling my plans to set up a
women's clinic in Moscow an "anti-
Russian ploy," Sterligov was quoted as
saying:' 'We will not put up with Russians
having more coffins than cradles." Not
only are •women the victims of repeat
unsafe abortions—now they are being
made to feel guilty for having them on
both religious and political grounds.

On my first visit to Russia in 1992 my
speeches and press conferences were
mobbed by people demanding birth
control information and free condoms.
At Gynecological Hospital #53 my staff
administered the first trial of Norplant.
They taught Russian doctors and nurs-
es how to perform safe abortions in hos-
pital rooms where it had been common
to perform three to four procedures at
one time—with no anesthesia—and
where the sterile technique is minimal
(rubber examining gloves are washed
and reused). In these rooms women sto-
ically lie down on dirty tables for their
fourth, fifth, or twentieth abortion.

I knew on that visit that even though
I had passed the first obstacle and found

partners with whom I could make the
CHOICES EAST clinic a reality, I faced
many challenges. Not least of them was
transporting my philosophy to a cul-
ture that is inherently resistant to it. The
Russian physicians are by training and
orientation highly authoritarian, and
not attuned to my concepts of inter-
disciplinary, participatory health care.

But what I had learned led me to the
realization that to graft my American
feminist philosophy onto Russian real-
ity would be a mistake. My mission
was to work with the Russians on an
equal basis; that way they could adapt
the CHOICES philosophy of "Patient
Power" to their Russian sensibilities.
The philosophy could then grow organ-
ically and be replicated in other parts
of the country.

And in this regard things were mov-
ing along well. In February I returned
to Russia to sign the Protocol of Intent
with my partners—the Moscow Clinical
Center Marine Hospital and the Department
of Marine Transport of the Ministry of
Transport. CHOICES EAST would be
built in the Moscow facility first and
then in 18 other hospitals.

I took great care in having the legal
documents drawn up because the law,
like everything else in Russia, seemed
to change almost daily. Of particular
importance was the division of con-
trol. We agreed thatboth the American
and Russian sides would hold equal
shares in the venture, sharing in both
the potential success and risk of the
project. Needless to say, it took many
phone calls and faxes to produce the
detailed legal documents necessary to
form the company.

The head of the Moscow Clinical
Center Marine Hospital, T ) j»

Ivanovitch Osipov, was
a force to be reckoned

with. He was previously
Gorbachev's private

py and a former
high Communist Party functionary. In
fact, I witnessed his difficulties in mak-
ing the transition to the "new Russia"
(during our meetings he would address
his hospital staff as "my Soviet Comrades").
Nevertheless, Osipov seemed genuine-
ly taken with my feminist ideas. He

expressed concern over the state of
women's health, and appeared to be
excited about what CHOICES EAST could
potentially mean to the status and finan-
cial strength of his hospital.

At the end of my February trip, with
much fanfare and press attention, we
signed the Protocol of Intent that would
lead to our agreement. On my return
in June, we would finalize and sign the
formal documents. Then the real work
of setting up the clinic could begin.

Injune, my first working day in Moscow
was to be spent at the Moscow Clinical
Center Marine Hospital, where I had
signed the Protocol of Intent. Upon
approaching the hospital, I noticed
changes. Our cars were met at the gate
by armed guards. And at our meetings,
Osipov was either continually walking
around or holding a cellular phone, like
a new toy. In fact, he made calls every
ten minutes. He seemed nervous and
distant, his behavior was erratic.

When I questioned my Russian aides
about this, they informed me that he
had been involved in a business venture
that soured, and had been the victim
of an attack that left him in a coma for
three months. Because this is a coun-
try where being machine-gunned in
the street adds to an entrepreneur's risk
of losing a financial investment, I •was
not terribly surprised. But I began to
be concerned that whatever his moti-
vations, Osipov did not seem willing
to move forward on the terms we had
agreed upon.

The meetings continued to evoke con-
fusion in me and obstinacy in him.
Finally, it was with a sense of shock and
amazement that I heard him demand

51% of the company. In
the meetings my advis-
ers had with Osipov dur-
ing my absence, he gave
no indication that he
wanted anything but the
agreed upon 50%. Yet,
here he was insisting that
I had agreed to a 51/49
split.

I certainly had never
agreed to this, nor could

I now. To accomplish anything for
women, I needed equal control of the
project. Forty-nine percent would ren-
der me powerless to control the health-
care CHOICES EAST provided, and would
allow my Russian partners to make use

continued on page 54

ON THE ISSUES FALL 1994



WIN SOME
GODFATHERS ON
CAMPUS

Ever wonder how the
term "politically correct" became a
fashionable assault weapon against

s progressive thinking on college cani-
" puses? It's no accident. It's part of a
| well-funded conservative marketing
™ campaign to "win the next genera-
| don" and stigmatize, and redefine as
§ bigotry, the academic inclusion of

non-Western ideas, historically dis-
enfranchised groups, environmental
responsibility, and cooperative meth-
ods for resolving conflicts.

"The right has falsely presented itself
as an oppressed minority on campus
in order to undermine the progres-
sive gains of the past three decades,"
says Dalya Massachi, co-editor of a
new 52-page report, "Guide to
Uncovering the Right on Campus,"
published by the University Conversion
Project (UCP), a national clearing-
house for campus activism based in
Cambridge, Massachusetts.

The UCP report traces tens of mil-
lions of dollars spent by right-wing
groups to dominate the campus polit-
ical climate, including the funding of
more than 100 conservative campus

publications that reach more than a
million students.

"This is the first time that these activ-
ities have been exposed as a nation-
ally coordinated effort by a few wealthy
right-wing foundations and organi-
zations," Rich Cowan, co-editor of
the UCP report told O N THE ISSUES.

"The groups have trained and spon-
sored thousands of conservative cam-
pus activists and journalists."

Deep pockets include: the Carthage,
Scaife, Olin, Coors, Bradley, and
Richardson foundations, all of which
have a long history of funding right-
wing organizations. Three national
conservative student organizations
receive over $500,000 a year from
these foundations: the Madison Center

for Educational Affairs, Washington,
D.C., the Intercollegiate Studies
Institute, Bryn Mawr, Pa., and the
National Association of Scholars,
Rutgers, N.J., a conservative faculty
network.

The right's "send money" strategy
effectively fools some of the students
some of the time. A nationwide sur-
vey compiled by the UCP reveals a
growing student distaste for political
involvement and an increasingly repres-
sive climate for students and faculty
attempting to address such social issues
as sexism, racism, homophobia, envi-
ronmental destruction, and militarism.
However, the UCP report finds that
most students surveyed want more
money spent on education, not war;
most women are not abandoning their
careers; and multiculturalism and gay
rights are gaining acceptance.

The study kicks off the UCP's ten-
month Right Wing on Campus Alert
campaign. The group, founded dur-
ing the Gulf War to promote peace
activism and investigative journalism
on campus, will be present on more
than 100 campuses to help student
activists uncover the outside funding
of conservative organizations seeking
to undermine their aims. For more
information, contact the UCP, PO
Box 748, Cambridge, MA 02142.

—Suzanne Lcvine

DAMNED WITH
First the New York Times
Magazine runs a cover
story on "Saint Hillary" in
May, 1993. Then this May
it ran "Reverend Reno"—
also on the cover of the
influential magazine. Whats

A HALO
your point, fellas? That
women with power are
goody-two-shoes who are
not sophisticated (or sleazy)
enough to be really polit-
ical? Meanwhile, Janet
Reno has blood on her

hands from the Branch
Davidian melee. And prof-
iteering is one of Hillary
Clinton's marketable skills.
But the press seems to

have trouble graspingthe
point that most women
in power (and elsewhere)
are neither saints nor
whores.—RonniSandroff

LOSE SOME
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1994



FOAL PLAY

Chances are that if you are seeking
relief from menopausal symptoms,
your doctor will suggest Premarin, a
"natural" estrogen substitute. The
drug, which doctors have been pre-
scribing for 50 years, is extracted from
the urine of pregnant mares. It's recent-
ly come to light that an estimated
75,000 foals a year are slaughtered as
unwanted by-products of the manu-
facturing process for America's most
widely prescribed drug.

The use of horses as urine-produc-
ing machines came to the attention
of physicians, patients, and the animal
protection movement in 1992 when
Ayerst Organics, a Canadian-based
company and sole manufacturer of the
drug, announced a $ 123 million expan-
sion in its yearly report. According to
the report, Ayerst expects to triple its
output in preparation for the approx-
imately 20 million female baby-boomers
poised on the menopause threshold.

Currently, about 80,000 mares each
year are kept pregnant to produce the
estrogen-laden urine. The foals born
to these mares are slaughtered and
sold on the Japanese and European
markets for human consumption. The
death toll of the foals could rise to
200,000 with Ayerst's expansion plans,

according to
the New York

Post.

In addition
to the slaugh-
ter of the foals,
animal rights
groups are protest-
ing the abusive con-
ditions to which the
mares are subjected. The
mares are strapped and
tethered in cement-floored
stalls about 4 feet wide and 5
feet long, according to Friends of
Animals, an international, nonprof-
it organization based in Darien,
Connecticut. Straps attached to the
ceiling firmly hold a rubber cup onto
the mare's urethra to catch the pre-
cious urine.

The horses are exercised about one-
half hour each week. "Their front
legs are often swollen from standing
in one place," says Elizabeth Carlyle,
coordinator of the Manitoba Animal
Rights Coalition based in Winnipeg.
"They hit their heads against the wall
of their stalls out of boredom. They
look worn." No laws or permits over-
see the industry, except Ayerst's
"Recommended Code of Practice."

Premarin
is so widely pre-
scribed because it is the oldest of
the estrogen substitutes and is consid-
ered "natural." Today, numerous effec-
tive synthetics made from soybean and
Mexican yams, such as Estrace (the
second most popular estrogen, on the
market for 18 years) are easily found.
Women who choose to take estrogen
substitutes have the option of asking
their doctors to choose a synthetic
alternative to Premarin.

—Dot Hayes

DEATH

BOUNTY ON

BANGLADESH

FEMINIST
 Amaicari

feminists are

among those mount-

ing support for Taslima Nasrin, the

Bangladeshi physician, poet, novel-

ist, and newspaper columnist who has

been an outspoken critic of Islamic

traditions restricting women's rights.

A statement by Nasrin on the Koran—

"we have to move beyond these ancient

texts if we want progress"—led to

criminal charges of insulting the

Muslim religion and demands for her

death from Muslim clerics, one of

whom offered a bounty equivalent to

$10,000 to anyone killing the writer.

Nasrin has been in hiding and has

appealed for refuge and help from

western governments, writers' groups,

and human rights organizations.

According to the New York Times, she

has written a series of graphic, sexu-

al poems and said in interviews that

Muslim women should have the right

to the same number of husbands as

the number of wives (four) permit-

ted to men by the Koran. Her 1993

novel, Shame, depicted attacks on

Bangladesh's Hindu minority. The

novel sold 60,000 copies in the coun-

try before it was banned.

Muslim fundamentalist groups have

used demonstrations against Nasrin

to renew demands for the expulsion

of foreign aid organizations which,

they say, undermine Muslim mores

by pressing for female education, birth

control, and wider women's rights.

—RS
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LATINA BEAT

"Latina—A Journal of Ideas" the spring 1994

issue of Heresies: A Feminist Publication on Arts and Politics, is

a stirring collection of photography, art, fiction, poetry, and essays by

U.S. feminists of Central or South American backgrounds. The beautifully

designed, book-length issue looks at female experience through the' 'minor-

ity" lens—Latina, Hispanic, and "funny, you don't look Puerto Rican"—

and also examines the lens itself. >!< An insightful essay by Martha E. Gimenez

notes that the label "Hispanic" creates a pan-ethnic identity that is convenient

mostly for those who want to "minoritize" social problems. # In another piece,

Coco Fusco notes that performance art did not begin with Dadaist events, but

with shows of "aboriginal samples" ofpeople from Africa, Asia, and the Americas

brought to entertain and educate Europeans. Fusco s 1992 performances in

Madrid, London, Chicago, and Sydney turned the tables, demonstrating such

authentic tasks as writing on a laptop computer, watching TV, and doing

exercises. # The joy of the issue is the chance to sample the lively work

and personal experiences of 70 contemporary Latina artists. Heresies has

been published biannually since 1978 by a revolving collective of

feminist artists. To order "Latina," send a check for $8 payable

to Heresies, P.O. Box 1306, Canal St. Station,

NY, NY 10013. —RS

The Bride,
serigraph,

Dolores Guerrero-cruz,
1985

HI-TECH PORN

Pornography has become the
fastest growing area of inter-
active multimedia, according
to CD-ROM Today. The new
porn genre allows cyber-
voyeurs to "interact" with the
women on the screen. One
product from Kuki Co., Inc,
ajapanese distributor of inter-
active movie games, gives the
player the role of "Dr. Amour,"
who can "zap" the adult foot-
age when he wants to switch
women or sex positions.
Jurisdiction problems and easy
concealment have made it dif-
ficult to control the new porn
traffic. Computer pornogra-
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phy investigations have been
launched by the U.S. Secret
Service, the U.S. Customs
Service, and a number of state
and local agencies, according
to The Wall Street Journal.
While obscenityjurisdictions
remain unclear, manufactur-
ers of electronic erotica are
reportedly pressing mainstream
computer stores and trade
shows to carry their products.
Just as printed porn has no
place in mainstream book-
stores, techno-porn does not
belong in legitimate computer
outlets, as we can all make
clear to local vendors. —SL



COLUMNIST

ELAYNE RAPPING

WHY
ROSEANNE
RIVETS US

T

Willing to make noise, take up
space, disturb the peace,
Roseanne flouts standards of
female perfection.

ime was when we feminists
could easily agree on what a
"negative" and "positive"
media image was. Airheads,
sex kittens, hausfraus, spin-

sters, femme fatales—those were the
dominant female images, unanimously
deplored by us all, back in the 1970's.
And while there were no published guide-
lines, we—in our largely white, middle
class political innocence (and arrogance)—
mostly shared a common idea of what
we wanted to replace them. Mary Tyler
Moore's Mary Richards was a flawed but
encouraging first step, we thought. And
Candice Bergen s Murphy Brown was—
is—for many of us, about right. Professionally
successful, emotionally and economi-
cally independent, stylishly turned out
in this year's Donna Karan or Adrienne
Vittadini "bridge" wear; and cozily
ensconced in a chic townhouse or condo;
Murphy—and other descendents from
Moore's matrilinear line—makes us proud.

But, while I'm grateful for Murphy,
my heart belongs to a sitcom heroine
who is very far from the classic guide-
lines for "positive role models." Fat, slop-
py, and badly dressed, housed and employed,
Roseanne (who has recently chosen to
use only a first name)—more than Murphy,
more than Madonna, more than Hillary,
in my view—has most profoundly and
positively changed TV gender norms for
the better.

But while I feel safe, in feminist cir-
cles, calling up the name of Murphy
Brown, I am uncertain, even defensive,

in my praise of Roseanne. Lots of fem-
inists, after all, deplore her. Where Murphy
oozes political correctness, Roseanne is
likely to set our progressive, enlightened
teeth on edge with her flaws, failures,
and faux pas. Yelling at her kids and boss-
ing everyone else on her show; posing
''indecen tly'' and admitting to sexual and
moral deeds and scars, she just doesn't
make it as a "positive image" of femi-
nist triumph.

Well, so what, I would argue. The "pos-
itive role model" thing is way overrat-
ed. Forget about the obvious, if unstated,
class and race bias of most such criteria.
There's also something unrealistic and
unfair about putting forth standards of
emotional and political perfection for
women, which few, if any, can reason-
ably aspire to.

Roseanne offers an image of someone
who doesn't have it all together, who
hasn't achieved professional success or
emotional and personal perfection.
Someone who, rather, is stuck—like
most of us these days—in the squalor of
economic and emotional difficulty and
struggling to manage in the most moral,
loving, dignified way she can.

Roseanne isn't "movin' on up" to any-
where. She is standing pat. With her bad
hair, baggy pants, and oversize shirts
from the lower level of the mall; with
her burned meat loaf, tuna casseroles,
and Malomars; with her rough language
and politically incorrect child-rearing
methods; with her dead end, minimum
wage jobs—Roseanne is a living sym-
bol of resistance against class, gender, and
consumerist norms.

To appreciate Roseanne, perhaps we
need to take a fresh look at another sit-
com star, from another day—also no dar-
ling of "classical" feminists—the Lucille
Ball of "1 Love Lucy." The parallels
between these two women are interest-
ing, and reveal a lot about what has and
hasn't changed for the women—white,
working class and poor—who make up
the female majority in this country (although
you'd never know it from watching TV).
Both were, and are, popular and pow-
erful beyond the dreams of almost any
woman performer of their times. And
yet they presented themselves as out of
bounds, loud, funny, noisy, wild women—
all attributes which sexist culture beats
out of most of us very early on. In a world
in which females are enjoined not to take
up too much space, not to make "spec-
tacles" of ourselves, not to "disturb" but
contain "the peace," women like Roseanne
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and Lucy have always been frightening,
repulsive, indecent.

That's why they so appall so many.
I used to cringe when I watched "I

Love Lucy," as a child. She filled me with
embarrassment because she was so stereo-
typically "hysterical," so much a failure
in her endless efforts to move out of the
confines of traditional femininity and its
many indignities (indignities otherwise
kept hidden on TV).

I was far more comfortable, as a mid-
dle-class girl, with the persona created
by Mary Tyler Moore. Unlike Lucy,
Mary was perfectly groomed and man-
nered. She was sweetly deferential in her
apologetic efforts at assertiveness; embar-
rassingly grateful for every nod of respect
or responsibility from her boss "Mr.
Grant." Ambitious, yes, but never for-
getful of the "ladylike" way of f v i r y v i t l O '

up the corporate ladder,
one dainty,

unthreatening
p at a time. Where Lucy em-

barrassed, Mary soothed.
But through Roseanne, I've come to

take a different view of the very improp-
er Lucy. For her time, after all, she was
a real fighter against feminine constraints.
She tried to do things, often with other
women and always against the resistance
of every man on the show. She was full
of energy and rebelliousness and, yes,
independence—to a point.

But, of course, she always failed, and
lost, and made a fool ofherself. Her show
was pure slapstick fantasy, because, back
then, the things she was trying to achieve
were so far from imaginable that some-
one like her could only exist in a farci-
cal mode.

Roseanne, too, is loud, aggressive, messy,
and ambitiously bossy. Roseanne, too,
has close relationships with other women.
And Roseanne, too, is larger than life,
excessive, and, to many, frightening and
repulsive. But her show is no fantasy.
Many would argue that it is the most
realistic picture of gender, class, and fam-
ily relations on television today. No more
the harried husband rolling his eyes at
his wife's antics. Where other sitcoms
either ignore feminism and reproduce
traditional relations or, perhaps worse,
present perfectly harmonious couples—
like the Cosbys—for whom gender equi-

ty comes as naturally as their good looks,
Roseanne and Dan duke it out over gen-
der and power issues as equals who seem
really to love, respect and—not least—
get really angry at each other.

Nor does Roseanne need to think up
crazy schemes for achieving the impos-
sible—a project outside the home. Like
most of us, Roseanne needs to work.
The jobs she is forced to take—sweep-
ing up hair in a hair salon; waiting tables
in malls and diners; working on an assem-
bly line—are very like the ones Lucy
nabbed and then messed up, to the wild
laughter of the audience. But for Roseanne
the humor is different. Roseanne fights
with sexist, overbearing bosses; moon-
lights to get the family through the rough
days when Dan is out ofwork; then lash-

es out at her kids because
she's stressed out at work.
And if these things are
funny to watch, they are
also deeply revealing of
social and emotional truths
in the lives of women and
working class families
today.

The most touching and
impressive thing about this series is that
it presents its progressive "messages" sub-
tly, without preaching or condescend-
ing to audiences. Much was made of the
famous episode, aired March 1, 1994, in
which Roseanne was kissed by a lesbian
character. (And it is surely a tribute to
Roseanne s integrity and clout that what
is perhaps the first televised lesbian kiss
got past Standards and Practices review.)

But airing the kiss itself was really no
big deal. Lots of shows will now ven-
ture a "Wow, did you see that?" one
minute/one scene. Lesbianism, as an
idea, an abstraction, a new entry on the
now very long list of liberal tolerances
to which the professional middle class-
es must pay lip service, was bound to hit
prime time even without Roseanne.

What made the Roseanne "lesbian
episode" remarkable was what followed
the kiss—the startlingly honest discus-
sions about homosexuality between Dan
and his young son DJ. and, later, in bed,
between Dan and Roseanne.

This segment was politically audacious
because it did not lecture the vast major-
ity of Americans who are, yes, queasy
about homosexuality. Instead, it pre-
sented them with a mirror image of their
own confusions and anxiety and led them
to a position of relative comfort about
it all, by sympathizing with their very

real concern about radical social and sex-
ual change.

This is how the show attacks all of its
difficult issues, both sensational and mun-
dane. Much has been made ofRoseanne's
way of yelling at her kids, even hitting
them on at least one occasion. Clearly,
this is not how parents have been told
to behave, and for obvious and good rea-
son. Nonetheless, to pretend that par-
ents don't err—as most sitcoms do—is
to condescend to viewers who know the
truth all too well.

On "Roseanne," parental failings are
neither denied nor condemned. They
are talked about. After hitting her son,
for example, Roseanne apologizes and
confesses, heartbreakingly, that she was
herself beaten as a child and that it was
wrong then and wrong now. It is this
kind of honesty about negative feelings
that makes the positive feelings of love
and mutual respect within this battered,
battling family so very believable.

The fictional Roseanne Connor, of
course, is a lot more together and a lot
more likable than her real counterpart.
Roseanne herself has said that her alter
ego is "much nicer" than she. On sit-
coms, the epitome of media sappiness,
we see the Connors struggle against the
odds and win, thrive, live happily ever
after. That's the only kind of ending the
sponsors will support, after all.

But in real life, as Roseanne bellows
out to all who will listen, things are
messier, even for those who have risen
to the top by playing some version of
the media game. Perversely, I like that
about Roseanne, too. Sheislivingproof—
no matter what the "power" feminists,
who so deplore "victimization," would
have us believe—that women, even the
most successful among us, struggle every
day with the emotional and institution-
al demons of sexist culture and labor
every day to eke out small and large vic-
tories from a world that has made it dif-
ficult for women to survive, much less
succeed. And because Roseanne—in life
and art—refuses to tone down or deny
these ugly, embarrassing truths about
women's lives, her every step up from
victimization, appears as something of a
small miracle—which indeed, I some-
times think, our collective survival and
progress are, given the odds against us.
So here's to Roseanne. Long may she
strut her stuff.*

Elayne Rapping's latest book is Mediations:
Forays into the Culture and Gender Wars.
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November 25, 1988
Office of Mr. Ira Magaziner
Providence, Rhode Island
Less than a month before my interview for a Rhodes schol-
arship, I watch as my personal statement flutters through
the air. Ira Magaziner, Hillary's current health architect, is
about to put me through a mock interview. He won the
scholarship from Brown University in 1968. "Not serious
enough," he says of the essay, as he tosses it up and issues a
snort of disgust. 1 had written of my experience at clown
school. "Why do you want to go to Oxford anyway?"
Magaziner asks. "It's a sexist, racist institution."

Ira was chosen the year
before Bill Clinton, when
rousing rabble was de rigcur.
After all, they made the '60 s
happen.

Yet I know nothing about
the appearance of power. I
stammer. I flush. I take to
a chair. I am not yet the
embodiment of effortless
superiority. I have not yet
learned to resemble a pub-
lic-spirited individual. I say
something to Magaziner
like, "What better way to
create change, than to be
there." Indeed.

December 10,
1988
St. Botolph Club,
Boston
I slump on a settee and breathe
deeply of Lemon Pledge.
There are 11 other students
near me, hoping to be Rhodes
scholars. Our high-minded
chat has evaporated. We wait
in silence for the Regional
Rhodes Committee to descend
the stairs.

A floorboard creaks in the
St. Botolph Club. Tasseled
loafers pad the stairs. A line
of men appear: lawyers, a state senator, a real estate executive.
The single dress of a scientist flaps somewhere towards the rear.

They stand. We stand. I drop my head. The stories of this
moment are legend. The son of a famous intellectual fell
into a dead faint in this very carpeted corner when they
didn't read his name. "Paul Carrese..." The first name is
read. I know my alphabet and there is still room for me.
"Katherine Finkelstein." Then two more names. People
press around me and shake my hand.

Cecil Rhodes drafted numerous wills as he refined the
balance of qualities he wanted in his scholars: four-tenths
scholarship, two-tenths athletics, two-tenths manhood, two-
tenths leadership. In late 1901 he tinkered again: literary
abilities three-tenths (down one-tenth); moral force of char-
acter three-tenths (up one-tenth). He assumed that moral
force of character would result in the instinct to lead.

IT'S A
ROCKY

ROLODEX

OXFORD

Certainly Uncle Cecil saw his own advancement as a holy
mission. He developed his grand scheme for a scholarship
before he had earned a cent. He went on to make his dream
a reality by mining most of South Africa's diamonds and
inventing a permanent work force to help him—many call
it apartheid.

Money cannot buy you love and Cecil wasn't happy. It is
known that he struggled with his homosexuality. But money
can buy power, and even notoriety. Cecil's Rhodents, draft-
ed internationally from former British colonies, were sup-
posed to grow familiar with the habits of supremacy at
Oxford, then return to their mother countries and rule,

impressing upon their loyal
subjects (in between flog-
gings), the virtues of British
civility. The whole scheme
lends weight to Dr. Johnson s
observation, 'Patriotism is
the last refuge of the scoundrel.'

The road to Oxford was
strewn with omens, all of
which I ignored. For starters,
Cecil wasn't much of a fem-
inist. He envisioned a glob-
al community of gentlemen,
bound by their penchant
for manly vigor and their
love of ordering people
around. "Manly" was changed
to "physical prowess" in
1975, when women got to
compete. The St. Botolph
Club, a perfect interview
spot, was even more retro.
They didn't admit women
till 1988, just in time for
me.

As winners, we were led
upstairs to a private room
and permitted one phone
call. We were warned to
prepare for the onslaught
of media. That year, a
Rhodent from a small town
in Oklahoma had an avenue
named after him. The main

drag there will forever be 'Jay Rubinstein Avenue.' My name
appeared in the New York Times, New York Neivsday, and the
Boston Clobe. I was also featured in a Providence paper along
with a general remark from David Alexander, American
Secretary of the Rhodes Trust, that among this year's nom-
inees "was a tremendous interest in working for the home-
less and the hungry."

I looked forward with glee to the transformation of my
life, which would come from spending two years with peo-
ple chosen to improve the world. Unfortunately, I had great
support for my inflated expectations. "It is as though a ray
of light from heaven fell upon you," said a family friend.
The downside of being a chosen person is that you never
know exactly for what you are chosen until it is too late.

For the next six months it was flowers and telegrams, and
a "welcome to the network" letter from an ambitious

Sex harassment and the
cult of ambition among

Rhodes scholars.

By Katherine Eban
Finkelstein
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Arkansan governor. My classmates and I were feted at the
Harvard Club, then we jetted off to Oxford. I deplaned
with the myth of dreaming spires but was grounded by the
reality—two years in a medieval dungeon with future world
leaders for company.

Early October, 1989
Port Meadow, Oxford
I have been at Oxford less than a month and am jogging
through Port Meadow, a marvelous expanse of greenery.
Swans paddle in the nearby stream. Cows and horses graze.
My running companion is a female Rhodent, sturdy, and
attractive. In a cheery
tone she tells me that she
just returned from Calais.
A male Rhodent invit-
ed her for the weekend.
She was to be one of a
large group but when
she arrived it was only
him, and there was only
one hotel room. He
grabbed her, they tus-
sled, she warded him off.
All night long she lay
awake and by the first
light of day she fled.

As we leap through scat-
tered leaves, she men-
tions that he ripped her
dress. She then adds, as
an unrelated phenome-
non, that she's been hav-
ing nightmares. She
attributes them to her
duvet, the pattern of
which is a little scary.

I skip alongbehind her
on this rare, sun-drenched
day and am left to won-
der if there isn't, perhaps,
some larger problem in
the community.

The selection process
favors those who dogged-
ly seek advancement. You
can apply repeatedly for the scholarship, up to three times.
If found to be lacking in social commitment, you can go
to Ethiopia, feed starving children, and return to try again.
If lacking in leadership the second year, you can join a think-
tank in the nation's capital. George Stephanopoulos, Clinton s
senior adviser, employed this tactic as a two-time applicant.

I suppose serial applicants should be praised for their tenac-
ity. People work to make themselves over in order to be
selected. But in certain isolated cases, the campaign con-
tinues well after the election has been won. Rhodents arrive
at Oxford still running on a ticket that was never theirs—
saving eagles, promoting detente.They want further reward
for their 'unctuous rectitude' (this was actually Cecil's phrase),
and playmates to share their sense of entitlement.

The Rhodent doctrine of social change is best character-
ized by my aerobics instructor, who rallied us mid-jumping

jack, "It's not how you feel that matters. It's how you look."
Whether bringing apartheid to its knees or playing the

knave/harasser, Rhodents cast about relentlessly for images
of devoted manhood.

Mid-October, 1989
The Porter's Lodge
An Oxford College
I am standing on the cold, stone floor, groping through the
F pigeon hole, where all my mail is delivered. The lodge is
a way station between the college and the street. Outside is
a grey day but the damp begins to revive me. I was drunk

the night before. So drunk
that I woofed into an
empty shoe box on my
floor. A male Rhodent
had been my companion
at the formal college din-
ner. He showed up before-
hand in my room with a
strong bottle of liquor,
then jokingly took the
Hippocratic oath to do
no harm. After dinner,
he steered me back to my
room where I passed out
in bed. I awoke just in
time to exert moral force
of character. But this is
the least of my problems
as I extract a letter from
my pigeon hole. It is from
another Rhodent: "You
study Paradise Lost and
I've found paradise in you.
The highlighted sections
of the enclosed article
describe you." The arti-
cle is about architecture,
and "curving balustrades"
(among other things) is
lit up in neon.

A few cubby holes down
the letter writer s Rhodent
girlfriend is busily sort-
ing her mail. They have

been going steady since he proclaimed his devotion to her.
Thus far, my troubles were small, when compared with

those of my colleagues. In less than a year there were ner-
vous breakdowns, suicide bids, homosexual confessions, and
epic quests for therapy. It was the process of becoming hon-
est after having played the perfect Rhodent (doomed to run
laps forever on the Rolodex wheel of power).

The first winter a Rhodent friend of mine threatened sui-
cide, then finally came out of the closet. "I was awarded a
Rhodes scholarship because I hated myself so much," he
concluded. Having grown up in a Christian community,
he had repressed his sexuality and in compensation tried to
make himself perfect. The result: a Rhodes scholarship and
a long, painful recovery.

The university was not a source of support. At the height
of his crisis, he went to Oxford's counselling service and
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pleaded, "I need to see a counselor."
"There is a waiting list of I (> weeks."
"What if I'm suicidal?"
"Then there's a waiting list of 14 weeks."
Among Rhodents, compulsive networking was a stan-

dard alternative to getting psychiatric help. One of my
peers, a Southern politico, made a desperate link between
drinking tea and future electability. He invited every
American Rhodent over, alphabetically, for H.irl Grey and
biscuits. Before him, there was 13ill Clinton who never
earned his Oxford degree, but instead became a prolific
writer. While making loads of friends at Oxford, lie stored
their names on file cards (to later glance at when choos-
ing his cabinet).

Oxford was a lethal combo of unstoppable egos and low
stakes. We all suffered what psychologists call "narcissistic
deprivation." To us it was simply, 'The Oxford Experience.'
At the ancient school we weren't big shots. We were sim-
ply nuisances. No one cared
what we thought or felt and
so we clung to each other,
a dysfunctional, foreign fam-
ily that was good at sports.
Prior to '75, maybe drink-
ing games and career sabo-
tage were the modus operandi.
But for some of the mod-
ern, co-ed Rhodents with
a pent-up need for recog-
nition, there was harassment.

Many women who longed
to be a part of the club ignored
the social excesses of their
male counterparts. But I felt
the need for female bonding,
especially after a West Point
alumnus inquired of me with
wide-eyed interest, "Have
you ever been tied up?"

Together with the woman
who had been to Calais, I
organized the Rhodes
Women's Dinners. Potluck
and apolitical, we held them
once a month. The first
two dinners were nice.
Almost all the African
women showed up, I sus-
pect because they felt dou-
bly left out, both at Oxford
and among so many whites. The dinners filled a real need.
We all had begun to crave good food and meaningful con-
versation. Over quiche and salad, I quickly discovered
that some of the women were very bitter. One of them
remarked to me, "I'd like to gouge out one of my eyes,
so that I'd be known as the one-eyed woman, instead of
as the Rhodes scholar."

Dinnergoers began to seek me out privately. They report-
ed Rhodent-on-Rhodent harassment that ranged from the
garden variety, "There's pubic hair in your tea cup," to real
psycho-killer stuff: taping chopped-up love letters over a
woman's doorbell, for example.

March, 1990
An Oxford College Room
It is a moment of collaboration as my friend and I hunch
over a legal pad. She is an attorney and I am a writer.
Together we build a respectable case in a letter to the war-
den of Rhodes House. We make three requests: fund the
women's dinners; send an outreach letter to the incoming
female Rhodents informing them of the dinners (we want
them to know there is some support), and send a code of
ethics to all incoming scholars that addresses the problem
of sexual misconduct. We play the unctuous rectitude card
on the theory it has to be good for something. "As Rhodes
schola rs, our outstanding social concern should extend itself
to personal dealings..."

Our request to the warden was greeted with a protracted
period of silence. Upon inquiry, we received a stony British
equivalent of "No can do." And so we made plans for anoth-
er dinner, this time a little larger. We invited female acad-

emics, women from
London, baronesses, a
sprinkling of duchesses.

And then the Rhodent
with the taped-up door-
bell had her door bashed
in. It was a small com-
munity. The offender was
the same man who looked
at me and saw balustrades.
And she was the same
woman who used to go
steady with him. She
appealed to me for help
and I reported him to
Rhodes House. So began
a whole new chapter.

Ivly desire being that the students
who shall be elected to the Scholarships
shall not be merely bookworms I direct

that in the election of a student to a
scholarship regard shall be had to (i) his
literary and scholastic attainments, (ii)
his fondness of and success in manly

outdoor sports such as cricket, football
and the like, (Hi) his qualities of man-
hood, truth, courage, devotion to duty,

sympathy for and protection of the
weak, kindliness, unselfishness and fel-
lowship, and (iv) his exhibition during
school days of moral force of character
and of instincts to lead and to take an

interest in his schoolmates, for these lat-
ter attributes will be likely in afterlife to
guide him to esteem the performance of

public duties as his highest aim.

—Cecil Rhodes, 1901

October, 1990
The Porter's Lodge
The day is pleasant and
from the archway the gar-
dens appear green and
lush. Today, at the begin-
ning of my second year,
I am prepared to believe
that being here is a rare
opportunity. I reach into
my pigeon hole and extract
an official letter. It is from
a law firm in London. The
Rhodent I reported has

a solicitor. He requests that I write a formal apology and if
not, he will sue me for defamation of character. There are
so many cc's, they take up most of the page. This letter has
gone out to 1 2 organizations—England, my home coun-
try, and his home country—to let them know he is inno-
cent as charged and that I have defamed him. The baffled
organizations would never have heard about it if not for
him. He was merely tapped on the wrist and told not to
contact his ex-girlfriend. That's where we left it over the
summer, yet he has elevated paranoia and self-importance
to an art form. I look out into the courtyard. The mist rises
dreamily off ancient stone. It is time to find a lawyer.
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