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MERLE HOFFMAN
O N
T H E
I S S U E S
I have always had a problem with a
style of consistency that demands
seeing things in black and white —
holding the line for political purity.
The kind that the Catholic left
preaches, a "seamless ethic of life"
(argued most clearly by Joseph P.
Cardinal Bernardin) which states that
those who oppose nuclear war and the
death penalty (because of a belief in
the sacredness of all human life and
an opposition to taking it) should
naturally be of like mind and oppose
abortion. Not limited to the Catholic
left, this argument has been taken up
by those on the catholic traditional
left, particularly articulated by Village Voice columnist Nat Hentoff who
sees inconsistencies in the politics of
those who espouse a woman's right to
choose along with supporting the concept of animal rights. "Why can't the
prochoicers see that the fetus is like a
baby seal in utero?"
Personally, I have been ridiculed on
numerous occasions for my vegetarianism, refusal to wear furs and support of a concept of "radical compassion" in which animals are viewed and
related to as beings in and of themselves, as opposed to products for the
use of human greed and desire. The
argument diluted to its basics goes
something like "How can you not eat
animals and argue for their 'rights'
when you are involved in the killing of
thousands of unborn babies every
year? After all, isn't a fetus as important as a kitten?" This thinking argues for a style of superficial consistency that assumes that the driving
force behind both the prochoice and
animal rights movements is a type of
sloppy sentimentality — misplaced
"love" for the cuteness of animals on
the one hand and misplaced understanding of the ultimate humanity
and moral authority of women on the
other.
I have always "loved animals." Not
the kind of love that wallows in metaphor and anthropomorphizing, but the
kind that includes respect, awe and
awareness of "otherness." Most particularly, I have been moved by their
purity. Seemingly untouched by "free
will" (as we have philosophically defined it), unable to change themselves,
filter themselves, redefine or mythologize themselves, they remain as they
are, who they are and what they are.
When I was 16 years old, there were
two things that I wanted: A dog and a
red fox coat. The animal represented a
friend and ally for a reclusive only
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child who spent four hours a day practicing the piano. The red fox coat was
glamour, sexual power and the ultimate "rites des passage" into womanhood. I was 18 when I bought my first
fur coat, and, by the time I was in my
30s, had three of them.
Getting the dog was more of a problem than the fur coat. My father and I

The horrors
and brutality of
vivisection
filled my waking
and sleeping
moments
for months
prevailed after many tearful scenes
against my allergic mother's refusal
and we went to the ASPCA where I
immediately fell in love with a black
and white mutt.
"Sheba", as I called her, was short
lived in my home. My mother's allergies proved stronger than my need and
I was sans animal again after only
three weeks.
Years later, my first act of independence after leaving my parents' home
was the acquisition of Pascha, a red
Persian cat, the first of many animals
who would eventually share my life. I
remember someone asking me once —
"How can someone like you who loves
animals so much wear fur?" My answer
to the best of my recollection was "It's
just because I do love animals so much
that I like to have them close to me. All
life is sacrifice — each part of the ecological process gives itself to the next
level so that all can survive." I thought
I was being consistent.
But even then there were rumblings.
Slight hints of problems, like visualizing menus. Baby lamb chops, roast
suckling pigs, milk- fed veal, baby back
ribs and other epicurian delights
started to take on lives of their own. I
started to think about what, or should
I say whom, I was eating. But not for
very long. These quick jolts of reality
were like a chronic sense of deja vujust
below the surface of my mind. The
existence of another reality that was
buried would emerge in little bursts of
disturbing awareness from time to time.

In the past I was fond of telling the
stories of my adventures in the Cornish
countryside, of which the highlight was
always the fox hunting. I remember
the pickets at the pubs where we would
begin our hunts at 6 a.m. There were
always one or two elderly women with
signs — quotes from Oscar Wilde, "Fox
hunting is the unspeakable chasing
after the uneatable." These women
were always a source of amusement
and ridicule to us. I thought they were
slightly off balance.
Because I "loved" animals so much, I
travelled thousands of miles to view
them in their natural habitats and
visited East Africa twice. I remember
many evenings in the African bush
talking of the four-legged wonders of
the day, all this taking place in opulent, animal- furnished rooms, my feet
resting on the beautiful skin of a slaughtered leopard and the stuffed heads of
antelope and cheetah looking at me
from the walls.
Then there were the souvenirs that
enabled me to take a little of Africa
home; the elephant-foot coffee table,
the giraffe tail bracelets, the ivory
pendants, etc. All the animal memorabilia that reminded me so much of all
the animals that I "loved."
In graduate school, as a student of
experimental psychology, I was required to learn the principles of
Pavlovian conditioning. This was accomplished by "training" a laboratory
rat to press a bar in a cage at specific
intervals. The length of the intervals
were varied to prove the psychological
learning axiom of the benefit of intermittent positive conditioning. You give
the rat a pellet every other time he
presses the bar and he learns to press
it very quickly. Of course, after the rat
learned his lessons well, he was "sacrificed," the normal animal experimenters' euphemism for killed.
We reverently studied Harlow's classical experiments in maternal deprivation. Reading how baby monkeys were
torn from their mothers at birth and
put in cages with "wire mothers." How
they would feebly attempt to nurse the
cold hard steel and eventually become
withdrawn and neurotic and how this
was an experimental prototype for
human childhood maladaptive behavior. I remember feeling disturbed by
this but I was in graduate school for
psychology—you didn't question these
things. It would be a few years until
Jenifer Graham, a brave 15-year-old,
would challenge the psychological
academic establishment by refusing to
dissect a frog, and the morality and
necessity of all animal experimentation would become a passionate public
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

debate.
I also remember the basement. The
rows and rows of cats in cages. There
was always an odd feeling, as if some
dirty secret was kept down there. The
dirtiest part of all was my not asking
about it. Not really wanting to know.
Four years ago, the love/death connection was severed forever. I had my
epiphany one summer in the country
when the click of consciousness occurred and the connection was made
between theory and reality. My mind,
which had used false ideology to shield
itself from both truth and pain, opened.
After reading The Slaughter of the Innocent by Hans Ruesch and Animal
Liberation by Peter Singer, descriptions of the horrors and brutality of
vivisection filled my waking and sleeping moments for months — particularly the stories of Descartes, who in
order to prove his theory of mind/body
duality in which he asserted that animals were merely mechanistic stimulus response machines, would nail
young dogs to wooden posts and
amusedly deride those students who
expressed horror at their screams.
All the protective layers that I had
developed from childhood to keep me
from these realities were ripped away.
The insights that existed just below
the surface burst forth with an intensity so powerful that direct action was
the only course. I immediately did two
things. I stopped eating meat, chicken
and fish and stopped wearing and
buying fur forever.
The change in my diet was radical.
Having been a lover of "animal junk
food" (McDonald's, et al) — I now had
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

Trans Species Unlimited anti-fur
demonstration on Fifth Ave, New
York City.

to become accustomed to a very different reality — restaurants that used to
be hangouts now became off limits.
This change felt far more radical and
political than many other things in my
life. Each meal became an opportunity
for reaffirmation and recommitment.
I found myself in the extraordinarily
strange position of having to defend
my menu choices with friends — and
enjoying it. Here was an opportunity to
truly make the political personal.
Shopping suddenly became somewhat
amusing. The woman who would ask
haughtily if the fur on this garment
was "real" before she would consider
buying it now would only purchase it if
it were fake.
It all seemed to fit, to be logical and
consistent, or so it seemed to me. That
is until I ran up against it. "You don't
eat meat or wear fur? What is that belt
you're wearing? How about your shoes
— aren't they leather? And, why do you
eat vegetables, don't they have feelings too? Oh, you mean you make a
differentiation between lower and
higher forms of animal life — how
egalitarian is that? You're not being
consistent."
Very often these remarks are made
by ardent and active feminists. Sometimes to break the tension of the underlying hostility of these encounters,
I find myself quoting a line from the
Lily Tomlin play "The Search for Signs
of Intelligent Life..." — how it is "difficult to be politically conscious and upPHOTO: KIRK CONDYIES / IMPACT VISUALS

wardly mobile at the same time." The
difficulty that these women experience
in dealing with any extension of their
own politics to other species is obvious.
So much easier to negate than to be
challenged. By demanding a style of
perfection and superficial consistency,
prior to even considering a change of
view, insures that their minds remain
within their own conditioning.
By superficially requiring political
perfection (as if perfection were attainable), consistency then becomes the
false standard to measure against. But
in all human endeavors and struggles
for social change, difficult, incomplete
journeys are the norm. Rarely, if ever,
is the evolution towards higher levels
of consciousness linear and pure. To
negate any stops along the way because they are incomplete (inconsistent) is merely an attempt to minimize
a threat to one's sense of reality.
Every Saturday morning outside
many abortion clinics across the country there are fervent antichoice activists who pray and blockade clinics to
make the point that they consider
abortion murder and the fetus a person with rights. They demonstrate,
picket, chant, sing; escalate to abuse
and harassment, then heighten to bomb
threats, bombings and direct violence.
They argue that they must stop the
killing. What is a building or a clinic
burned or bombed in relation to all the
lives that are being lost inside? they
ask.
And recently, women wearing fur
coats find themselves being verbally
continued on pg 40

W I N SOME • LOSE SOME
BODY-IMAGE
DEPRESSION
An article by Daniel Goleman in the NY Times:
Girls as young as 12 are
more prone to depression
than boys, new studies show,
and a prime factor is their
preoccupation with their
appearance.
The higher rate of depression persists through adolescence and into adulthood,
at which point women are
twice as likely as men to be

diagnosed as depressed.
Worry about their bodies is
one reason adolescence is
more emotionally stressful
for girls than for boys, says a
study of 802 high school students by Betty Merten and
Peter Lewinsohn, psychologists at the Oregon Research
Institute in Portland. A report on that study appears
in the current Journal of Abnormal Psychology.
"If adolescent girls felt as
physically attractive and
generally good about themselves as boys their age do,
they would not experience so
much depression," Dr. Lewinsohn said.
"I think that adolescent
girls' preoccupation with how
they look accounts for much
of the jump in depression for
girls at puberty," said Dr.
Merten. "Body image is a
huge part of how girls think
of themselves and of their
self-worth."
The study by Dr. Merten
and Dr. Lewinsohn is the
first to offer direct evidence
that girls' feelings about their
appearance predisposes
them to getting depressed.
Those who reported low selfesteem because of worries
about appearance were more
likely to report depression a
month later.
"Adolescence is a rough
transition for girls, much
rougher than for boys," Dr.
Merten said. "Boys have different pressures; whatever
problems they may create,
they don't cause such a jump
in depression."
Researchers are finding
that concern about attractiveness begins in girls even
before adolescence. "Thinking about their appearance
is at the top ofgirls' minds by
age 10," said Jeannette
Haviland, a psychologist at
Rutgers, who has studied
emotions in teenagers. "It
may be there even earlier,
but we haven't looked for it
yet."
Giving Barbie dolls to threeyear-olds just might have
something to do with it.

A Compiled Adaptation of News Items
with Editorial Commentary by Beverly Lowy

ACID RAINDROPS
ARE FALLING
ON OUR HEADS
From NY Newsday's "Nation Briefs": Increasing evidence that human lungs are
being damaged by acid rain
— especially in the East —
is emerging from studies of
children, older people and
laboratory animals.
Experts attending the first
World Conference on Lung
Health, in Boston in late
May, said that recent improvements in atmospheric
measurements, collection of
hospital data, studies of
asthmatic children, and

wider sampling of acid rain
are finally bringing the problem into focus. People who
exercise outdoors during the
summer months are particularly vulnerable, several
experts said.
"Until recently, acid rain
was considered an ecological
problem, not a threat to
human health," said Dr.
Mark J. Utell, a respiratory
specialist at the University
of Rochester, NY, Medical
Center.
Strange it took so long to
discover these "special effects. "

FAMILIES FEUD

lature (20 ofwhom are Catholic) while the island's bishop
watched approvingly from
the balcony. Anita Arriola
filed a challenge and succeeded in having the law
temporarily blocked by a
federal judge. A group called
People For Choice, which
includes two other daughters of antichoice senators,
has asked the National Abortion Rights Action League to
come to the island, which has
a much higher birthrate than
soring the most restrictive the mainland, to do a survey.
abortion law in the U.S. Her Both elder and younger Ardaughter, Anita Arriola, a riola have said they will take
32-year-old abortion rights the battle to the Supreme
lawyer, has filed a lawsuit Court.
to block her mother's legislation. The law was passed Apparently, the oldergeneraMarch 9 by all 21 members tion has a lot to learn from
of Guam's one-house legis- their offspring.

Sheila Anne Feeney, NY
Daily News: Guam Sen.
Elizabeth Arriola, a mother
of eight, contends it is a
woman's responsibility to
have children, and is spon-
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LAND OF HATE
AND VIOLENCE
Ronald Smothers in the NY
Times: Vandalism and violence aimed primarily at
Blacks moving to white
neighborhoods accounted
for about half the nation's
racial hate crimes last year,
a survey conducted by a
group that monitors such
activity shows.
"Of all the incidents of
hate violence which occur in
this country, the terrorization of minorities in white
neighborhoods is probably
the most common and the
most devastating," said Pat
Clark, director of the
Klanwatch Project, a unit of
the Southern Poverty Law
Center that monitors activity by the Ku Klux Klan and
similar groups. It also helps
bring civil lawsuits against
them and provides information to law enforcement officials about the groups' activities.
Most incidents in the survey involved vandalism like
the scrawling of "K.K.K." on
doors and walls or harassing phone calls and letters.
While most cases did not
result in physical harm to
the minority families, Clark
said, they had a serious
emotional impact.

Purnell Daniels, a 41-yearold engineer from Newark,
DE, recalled his anger when
he found "an elaborate, cardboard K.K.K. with raised
letters" glued to the front
door of his home in a mostly
white area in Newark.
"They took some time with
it," Daniels said in an interview. "There was some real
craftsmanship involved. The
first thing I felt was anger,
but then I felt frustration
because there was no one to
vent it on. My children knew
what it meant and they were
just shocked."
Daniels' case was one of
the 289 incidents of racial
vandalism and violence in
1989 included in the survey.
Morris Dees, the director
of the Southern Poverty Law
Center, noted that his
group's survey had been
hampered by the fact that
most law enforcement agencies did not recognize or
specifically identify hate
crimes.
If law enforcement agencies
can't recognize or specifically
identify hate crimes, we're in
an incredibly frightening
situation.

ILLEGAL LABOR
An AP news dispatch: Federal investigators who uncovered 7,000 child labor
violations during a three-day
sweep in March found 4,000
more infractions in a review
of case files, the Labor Department says.
Most of the violations involved teenagers working
more hours or later hours
during the school week than
is allowed under Federal law,
the department said. But
there were also 1,450 workers from 14 to 17 who were
illegally employed in dangerous jobs, such as using powerdriven meat-slicing machinery, dough mixers and paper-balers, the department
said.
An Arby's fast-food restaurant in Santa Fe, NM, was
fined $12,550 for various
violations, including putting
young employees to work in
dangerous tasks. Those vio-
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UNEQUAL
OPPORTUNITY
EMPLOYERS
From a piece by John Horn
in the NY Daily News:
Men still rule the roost —
and the bucks — behind the
cameras of TV land.
According to recent studies and interviews, women
are paid far less — as much
as 50 percent less — than
men in comparable jobs
within the industry. And
several TV series have excluded women completely
from their writing staffs.
A1989 survey by the Writers Guild of America reported that female writers
earned 63 cents for every
dollar earned by white
males. That's an improvement — for men. In 1982,
women made 73 cents for
every dollar drawn by white
males.
lations involved 29 youths.
A similar fine was levied
against a Sizzler Steakhouse
in Omaha for the same type
of violations involving 41
young workers, the agency
said.
Dozens of companies were
listed from around the country, including individual
fast-food restaurants that
are part of McDonald's, Taco
Bell, Jack in the Box and

The survey of the 1986-87
television season found more
than a dozen shows employing no female writers. The
programs included "Murder
She Wrote," "Falcon Crest,"
"Amen" and "21 Jump
Street." Almost a third of all
network series had "little or
no representation" by female
writers, concluded the report.
"I do think there's a men's
club," said Susan Baerwald,
executive producer of NBC
Productions, whose credits
include "Fatal Vision," "The
Murder of Mary Phagan" and
"The Executioner's Song."
"I do think that the networks are largely male," she
said. "The people who make
the decisions about programing are largely male. And I
think that's a mistake."
Maybe that's why TV is
known as the "idiot box."
Burger King.
Of the 3,776 companies
investigated, violations were
found at 1,750. The 11,000
violations found in three days
amount to almost half the
total of child labor violations
uncovered in all of 1989.
With so many teenagers
needing jobs,
corporate
America is in the slavedriver's seat.

SUFFER THE LITTLE
CHILDREN...
An AP dispatch: Five million children under age six
— almost one out of every
four in the U.S. — are in
families living beneath the
poverty line, according to a
new national study by Columbia University.
This makes the youngest
children the poorest of any
group, with 23 percent —
more than double the num-

UNSPORTING
BLOOD SPORT
From an AP dispatch: A
prairie dog shooting contest
is being looked on as a possible tourist attraction for

ber of adults — living in
poverty, it said.
The report was produced
by the university's National
Center for Children in Poverty. It used Census Bureau figures and other
criteria, mainly from 1987.
"The issue of child poverty
in the United States has
received growing attention
in recent years, but available data do not describe the
depth and breadth of the

problem," the report said.
It said, "Comprehensive
approaches are needed to
assist poor young children
and families over the early
years of family formation,"
including universal health
insurance coverage and expanded health and child
care, unemployment insurance, "safe and affordable"
housing, education and job
preparation reforms and
programs to prevent teen

pregnancy.
The study found that while
42 percent of U.S. children
living in poverty were white,
the percentage of poor
among whites overall was
13 percent, far below the
rates among minorities.

Nucla, CO, a ranching town
of 1,000 people, and the
mayor has told the governor and others who did not
like the idea to "buzz off."
The Ten Ring Gun Club of
Nucla and neighboring
Naturita organized
the contest recently
to thin out the
prairie dog
populat ion .
They
say

the burrowing rodents carry
bubonic plague and dig holes
that break the legs of cattle.
Hoping the contest would
be a tourist attraction,
townspeople invited hunting
enthusiasts and visitors to
the depressed town for the
event, where they estimated
about 500 prairie dogs would
perish.
When animal rights advocates learned about the contest, they lobbied Gov. Roy
Romer and Representative
Ben Nighthorse Campbell,
persuading the two Democrats to oppose the event.
When the gun club held an
open meeting to decide the
fate of the contest, only three
of the 318 people who turned
out voted against the plan.
"Governor Romer, Congressman Campbell, buzz
off," Mayor John Vanderpool
of Nucla said after the vote.

Romer and Campbell had
said the hunt was a cruel
spectacle and not a proper |
method of exterminating
rodents. Animal rights
groups and humane societies wanted to save the prairie dogs.
Officials in Nucla and
Naturita, in a remote corner
of southwest Colorado, said
they hoped to make the contest an annual affair. The
towns are so desperate for
jobs that they tried unsuccessfully to lure a low-level
radioactive waste dump to
the area.
"Nucla needs something to
bring it back to life," said
Thomas Langan, an elderly
resident of the town.

It would be nice if our government spent less exploring
survival in space and more
on survival of children on
earth.

Trying to attract a nuclear
waste dump and shooting in nocent animals sounds more
like the brink ofdeath valley.
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MOTHERHOOD
OR BUST
Reflections on the dreams, and nightmares,
of foster parenting
By Mary Ellen Snodgrass
have always maintained that life
is a progression of serendipities.
Things happen, not as we anticipate, but with a haphazard kind of
kismet. Childlessness was not my
choice. At times, it was like a multiarmed crucifix with me skewered dead
center. I could teach school, play the piano, grow a garden, sew, write books,
and tend a farm, but I couldn't make
babies. I had even begun resenting my
own heifers and barn cats.
I am Southern and accustomed to
nosy questions. Don't I like
kids? Am I too vain about
my figure to risk getting
pregnant? Would I rather
have a neat living room than
sons and daughters? Eventually, two rounds of surgery answered my tormentors' questions. I was just
put together wrong at the
factory. Still, I believed the
Bible promise: "The Lord
works in mysterious ways."
And He does.
For most parents, bringing home a new member of
the family involves driving
to the hospital, loading
mother and infant into a
wheelchair, and waving
proudly from the elevator.
My experience was different. No less proud, I followed
Highway 70 to Valley Hills
Mall, parked outside Sears
Roebuck, took the elevator
to the main floor, and waited
until Deborah finished her
stint demonstrating eyeglass cleaner to shoppers. It
wasn't the first time I had
seen my new daughter.
Unlike parents who get their
initial view of offspring in
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

the delivery room or later at the hospital nursery window, I met Deborah in
the homeroom of Vivienne Stafford,
my partner teacher.
Deborah was an abandoned 16-yearold. Despite their daughter's cheery
sweetness and good manners, Deborah's parents got a divorce, split up the
furniture and dishes, closed their joint
checking account, and tossed Deborah
Mary Ellen Snodgrass (left) with her
foster daughter Deborah.
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and her sister out like so much refuse.
Vivienne made her own observations
and decided that my roomy farmhouse
would do nicely during the Christmas
holidays until Deborah could arrange
for something more promising than
the county home for abandoned children. I said yes. I learned long ago not
to argue with Vivienne.
Deborah arrived on December 19 and
settled in with grace and style, but
only two paltry boxes of personal belongings and no winter coat. Yet nothing daunted her optimism.
It was not until years afterward that I pinned down her
unique strength. Deborah is
a survivor. The ability to nest
wherever a meager branch
extends her way is the real
trick to her success. In no
time at all, she issued me
my mom's training wings.
I submitted to two sessions of pseudo - psychological grilling at the Department of Social Services, had
my well certified, allowed
the fire inspector to peer
under beds and down the
chimney, and bought a fire
extinguisher just to keep him
happy. (One small discrepancy required immediate attention—for some inexplicable bureaucratic reason,
the sewing machine could
not stay in the bedroom.)
While all this was going on
at my house, my neighbors
were being interrogated as
to my stability and solvency.
Somehow the interrogators
missed the fact that my
husband was a dedicated
drinker, but that's another
story.

The last stage of accreditation was
the most bizarre. Health department
officials weighed matters of the utmost importance. Did I keep turpentine and/or paint thinner? (It seemed
odd that no one asked if I kept guns.)
Did I feed my dog in the kitchen? Was
there a thermometer (not a gauge but
a real, graduated, mercury-filled thermometer) in my refrigerator? Then
came the final test of my ability to
parent. The agents inspected the
bathroom ceiling for mold. Piece of
cake. I was in!
Somehow, I had acquired a belief
that foster children were round-eyed,
long-faced urchins from lower-class
environments, like Little Orphan
Annie or Oliver Twist. It came as quite
a shock to me that all classes of people
abuse their kids, from degreed professionals in snotty neighborhoods to
third-shift hands on mill row.
Fortunately, Deborah bore little resemblance to any of Dickens' foundlings. Self-confident, intelligent, ambitious, enthusiastic, she was more
than I could ask for. In the early stages,
raising Deborah was sheer delight
tinged with moments of self-doubt
wh< n I over-reacted or expected too
much. I loved her smile, her zippy
comebacks. The first few nights I
couldn't sleep, so I hovered near her
bed and watched her breathe. It was
magic. It was also absurd — a 5'7"
woman protecting a 5'11" teenager
from crib death.
Our relationship lacked none of the
rubs that plague all mothers of teenage daughters. Deborah could be unreliable. She kept late hours. She parked
overtime alongside the telephone. She
used more than her share of shampoo,
but never endangered her body with
overconsumption of vegetables. Her
T-shirts were too revealing, her homework not revealing enough. I responded, not like a parent, but more
like a veteran high school English
teacher who knows how to lower the
boom. Still, there was love and a growing bond that satisified some urge that
had nibbled at me for most of my adult
life.
I had developed the standard recoil
from the term "foster home" from too
many media encounters. The lead sentence in the crime section leaped out at
me personally. "After living in a string
of foster homes, the axe murderer rebelled against his dismal past before
dismembering his victims and disposing of them and the family dog in a pit
of lye." Funny how foster homes are
always counted like beads on a string.
But there is nothing funny about the
job. It is parenting at its most frustrat-

ing — with an extra portion of officious, bureaucratic meddling thrown
in for good measure.
In my five-year career I was foster
mother to six children — not all at
once, heaven forbid. I was licensed for
no more than two teenagers at a time.
I had plenty of help from social workers, psychiatrists, counselors, juvenile
judges, teachers and probation officers. Some professional help was the
clipboard-carrying variety — an impersonal, tight-lipped visit, unannounced and punctuated by officious
check marks in the appropriate black
boxes. Others became lifelong friends
and supporters both to me and my
children. Taken all around, social
workers do a bang-up job against a
burgeoning tide of responsibilities and
governmental mishmash. Their hours
are long and client responsibilities
cover every aspect of human existence,
from finding decent housing to ferrying sick children to the pediatrician.
The burnout rate for social workers far
exceeds that of public school teachers,
and salaries are laughable.
I did a lot of learning in those five
years. I now know that family life bears
little resemblance to "Father Knows
Best" or a Norman Rockwell painting.
That the Reagan administration could
cut Medicaid to foster children without
generating a single protest march. That
jobs at hamburger joints are hard work
for young people who have homework
awaiting them. That upscale doctors
and dentists can't be bothered with the
paperwork that accompanies treatment of the poor. That some health department nurses can look straight
through a client without seeing a
human being. That incest, spiritual
abuse, neglect and/or a stay at a home
for unwed mothers take their toll on
self-esteem.
My most frustrating lesson belonged
in the realm of values. Even though I
have had 20 years' experience in the
high school classroom, I learned that
mothering differs from teaching. Bringing up teenagers is like sweeping back
ocean waves with a frazzled broom —
the inundation of outside influences
never stops. Whatever the lure — cars,
easy money, cigarettes, drugs, booze,
sex, crime — much that glitters along
the shore has a thousand times the
appeal of a parent's lecture, especially
when that parent is not your "real"
mom.
Despite some people's belief that
taking in foster children is like found
money, I must say that six dollars a
day never seemed sumptuous. The
thrill of a $100 check to outfit a grown
teenage boy for the opening of school

escaped me. To fulfill my shopping list,
I found corners of my home town that I
never knew existed, like a freight salvage warehouse, the Thrift Shop,
Goodwill and the Salvation Army. To
complicate matters, the unpredictable
issuance of checks from county funds
often meant a wait of several months
for reimbursement of out-of-pocket
expenses.
To offset these minuses, I discovered
pluses, such as the fact that real friends
are the people with generous hearts
who make no display of their charity,
like the colleague who delivered a bicycle to my house while I was away. Or
the friend who put up the money for
Deborah to take a school trip to New
York. Or the coach who passed on a
pair of wrestling shoes to Tony when I
was scratching just to find money to
replace the boy's missing front teeth. I
had no such backup from church, neighbors, or relatives.
Not all of my experiences with foster
parenting bringjoyous memories. Some
of my kids were abysmally ignorant,
particularly the 14-year-old who could
not tell time, had never learned how to
multiply and divide, and dropped trash
wherever she happened to be standing.
One girl was a victim of the "clean
child" syndrome, an enigma stemming
from virtual enslavement at an early
age to tasks like meal planning, major
cleaning chores, and care of younger
siblings. No matter how much care and
encouragement Cindy received, she
found contentment only in hard work
and gospel music, which she hummed
while she toiled. The depth of her
wretchedness became clearer to me as
the color began to vanish from the
kitchen tile from her vigorous assaults
with steel wool and cleanser.
Then her bad dreams started filling
in the blanks — Cindy, whose I.Q.
skimmed the boundaries of retardation, bore the scars of incest. When
there was no work available to stay her
mind from its voyages into the past,
she sat in the living room, moaned,
huggedher arms to her body, and rocked
back and forth, humming hymns. At
night she slept with the overhead light
and radio on. Cindy ate little and said
less. She avoided contact with males
and fled to safety when the doorbell
rang. I had great difficulty communicating with her and begged Social
Services in vain for a psychiatric evaluation of her condition.
To my amazement, after a four-day
stay with me, the courts decided to
return her to her parents. She never
got medical attention for depression.
No county representative took seriously
her threats of suicide. My own nightON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

mares filled in where Cindy's left off.
True to regulations, social workers
refused to tell me what happened to
her. At this point, I had no trouble
understanding why volunteers for foster parent programs are few. The
county expected robotic child care of
the same type that I gave my hens —
constant, mechanical and impersonal.
Other incidents turned my home into
a hostile camp when my husband and
I differed in response to our next child's
manipulation, deceit and general uproar. My youngest foster child, Tammy,
traded sexual favors for attention from
any male she could entrap. Even her
school relationships involved a trade
— gossipy notes and chewing gum in
exchange for friendship. When we attempted to punish or control her, her
tantrums rent the day's peace with one
long wail. One morning at 6:00, as I got
up to dress for work, I realized that her
room was vacant, and the window and
screen ajar. She had gone next door to
visit the bed of a 20-year-old neighbor.
Eventually, Tammy's case worker, who
apparently knew about her promiscuity before placing her in my care, intervened and provided counseling, tests
for venereal disease and warnings
about pregnancy — but no contraceptives.
Because of Tammy's poor upbringing
and lack of self-discipline, she could
not adjust to a foster home. My daily
encounters with her never surpassed
the level of "Do it or else." I loathed the
role of top sergeant, yet no other persona sufficed. One Saturday night,
Tammy left for good out the same
bedroom window and was never heard
from again by local authorities. When
I discovered the open screen on Sunday morning, I felt both relieved and
alarmed. In time, relief won out.
Heaven knows how she copes on the
streets, but I have a vivid idea.
The worst memories of my five-year
stint as a foster mother belong to the
period in which I agreed to take juvenile offenders under a federal program
funded by the National Institute of
Mental Health. Tony, a facile liar and
delinquent who was removed from his
parents' care because of repeated incidents of trespassing and breaking and
entering, came from a neighboring
county which produced more problem
children than it had places to put them.
He grew up in the center of a trash
heap. His home, like a gopher hole, was
ringed with industrial waste and the
leavings of dumpsters. His parents,
who had joined segments of old trailers
and discarded wood to create a kind of
boxcar shelter, augmented their meager income by harvesting tidbits from
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their front lawn.
The rule concerning parental visitation usually conceals the location of
the foster home and protects the volunteer parents from confrontation with
the natural parents. The summer after
Tony's arrival, his mother contracted
Rocky Mountain spotted fever while
gathering blackberries to sell, so I
agreed to take him to visit her at the
hospital. A simple, trusting woman,
she reached out for his hand, asked if
he was being a good boy, and smiled at

The county
expected robotic
child care of the same
type that I gave
my hens
me. She expressed no thanks, yet revealed no hostility. I learned something important from that visit. There
is love between parent and child, even
when the relationship fails. Like nofault divorce, there were no recriminations from Tony or his mother —just a
moment's enjoyment of being together
and hope for better times.
Like a feral infant brought up in the
wild, 16-year-old Tony had never been
socialized. He smelled gamy, wore a
haphazard assortment of garments,
lied and stole when the notion struck
him, talked baby talk, and masturbated in public. I am not one to quail in
the face of challenge, but he was beyond my mothering powers. With little
practical help from social workers, I
combatted his numerous shortcomings.
I taught him how to wash his body and
how to behave at the table, but I yielded
the field after I found him lighting a
fire to a pile of gasoline-soaked cardboard in the basement.
Enraged and thwarted, I slapped him
across the mouth (a real no-no by social
services' standards) and demanded that
he pack his belongings and depart
before nightfall. His case worker, who
implied that Tony's maladjustment was
largely my fault, poured out sympathy
for him while directing disappointed
eyes at me. I ignored the textbook criticism of my parenting and slept well for
the first time since I accepted Tony
into my home. My only qualm was pity
for the next volunteer who tried to
civilize him.
My experience with Elizabeth, Tony's

replacement, was almost as unsettling.
She resented me because I received
pay for her care. A recent inmate at a
state mental institution, she sat in the
den rocker like an oversized cataleptic
lump, painted and repainted her nails,
and disdained communication. She ate
constantly, refused all part in family
activities and chores, went through the
motions of attending school, and absorbed herself in "I Love Lucy" reruns.
Nothing I did or said could win her
over. When she threatened to burn
down the house to avoid her share of
housecleaning duties, I had to pass her
on to other quarters.
Huffily hostile, Elizabeth stuffed her
few belongings into grocery bags,
perched on the living room sofa, and
waited for a social worker to carry her
away to her next pseudo-parents.
Muttering veiled threats against the
dog, she spewed out her pent-up frustrations with authority figures. I had
applied all the nice-Nelly canned
speeches I learned in foster parent
school. At that point I let fly with real
words, which scarcely penetrated her
prickly outer shell. Immediately I felt
better, but shortly I felt worse. I had
lost control, a state of affairs that foster
parents are expected to avoid. I wondered which of us had the greater need
of counseling.
At this point in my career as motherfor-hire, I doubted that I had done
much to benefit anyone. And least of all
was I benefiting myself. Except for one
sympathetic cousin, I shunned visits
by relatives or friends because I didn't
want anyone to see how deplorable my
homelife had become. My husband, a
problem drinker, was sliding further
into the morass of alcoholism. Usually,
he left crises for me to solve and sat on
the back porch, drowning his senses in
booze. Knowing his own family's penchant for alcohol, I suspect his deterioration was inevitable and cannot blame
foster parenting as the contributing
factor.
After lengthy discussions with self,
self and I came to the inevitable conclusion — give up on further placements.
At least my relationship with Deborah
had borne fruit. Within a short while,
my husband departed. I lived alone on
the farm, contenting myself with letters and phone calls to Deborah, who
had moved to an Air Force base in
Texas with her new husband. Because
she genuinely loved her foster father,
she mourned the breakup of my marriage and continued to seek mothering
from me. Within a short period, I remarried, gave up teaching, and sought
continued on pg 34

SUSANA
The Myth of the
"Saved" Child
By Naomi Feigelson Chase
1 fter completing the first draft of a manuscript on
/ I foster care on which I had spent seven years, I went to
j \ California to visit a special school for children in
foster care. The children I met there, like Susana
Warren, whom I describe below, were, typically, 13
years old and had been in 13 placements. They came from diverse backgrounds: Poor white, middle-class Ethiopian, Samoan, Latin, Asian and rural Black. But they had one thing
in common. They were disturbed, acting-out, angry, hostile
teenagers. And who could blame them? They loved no one.
They trusted no one. Like Susana, they had been abandoned
by or removed from indifferent or abusive parents and then
abandoned by the system. I had been given special privileges
to be a visitor at that school for two weeks. After five days, I
left and said I was never going back. It was too depressing.
It was too hopeless. Perhaps one of the 200 children in that
school would be helped by one dedicated teacher, social
worker, foster parent. Perhaps one of the hundreds of thousands of children I had been reading and writing about
would be cared for enough to relax their hypervigilant watchfulness and lead what we think ofas a normal life. I have seen
very few children like that. For that reason I have stopped
writing about child abuse and foster care.

Before I met Susana I knew her
"case," a three-inch stack of papers
held together by a large clip. As far as
the foster care system was concerned,
that stack of papers was Susana
Warren.
Susana's life is a record of what it's
like to grow up poor and parentless in
America. Unfortunately, her story is
not unique. Several hundred thousand
Susanas have spent the greater part
of their lives in foster care, moved
from one "placement" to another like
so many pawns by indifferent, irresponsible, publicly-funded agencies
whose mission is to find children like
her a permanent home.
I met Susana in June 1985. Coincidentally, that was during the TWA
Beirut hostage crisis. Reading their
stories in the New York Times, I was
struck by the way in which her plight
resembled their's.
Susana's present "home," her 13th
placement, was the Fairview School in
semi-rural New Jersey. From reading
her case history, I knew how she had
pleaded to be returned from her last
three unhappy "homes" to the City,
where she might see her old friends,
and perhaps her brother.
Like a hostage, Susana was an
unwilling victim of fate, moved for
reasons unknown to her from one house
to another, placed at the will or whim
of faceless caretakers. Like a hostage,
she was sometimes treated badly and
sometimes well.
But unlike political hostages, no one
was concerned with her fate. There
were no loved ones clamoring for her
return, no one wearingyellow ribbons,
no microphones in her face, no signs
that "America remembers."
America has forgotten the many
Susanas, surrendered, abandoned,
removed from their homes, waiting to
be adopted, waiting to be saved —
waiting in foster care for their childhoods to pass.
Susana was born under an unlucky
star on Feb. 26, 1968 to Oma and
Henry Warren. But it was not the
stars that decided Susana's fate. It
was numbers and timing. It was more
that she was child number five, that
Oma was sick of children and childcare, and that Henry, learning of
Oma's pregnancy, had disappeared.
Oma was born in New York City of a
Jamaican mother and an American
father. Her father deserted her mother
when she was born and her mother
took Oma back to Jamaica and left her
there with an aunt. Oma grew up
among six cousins whom she considered her siblings. When she was 18,
she returned to New York to look for
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her mother, working as a part-time
maid, part-time baby sitter.
Even in her maid's uniform, people
noticed Oma. The porter watched the
way she walked. The elevator operator
helped her with the children's tricycles.
The superintendent was eager to make
her acquaintance, and often came
around to fix broken locks or check the
plumbing when Oma's charges were
taking their afternoon naps. Oma
wanted to be a dental technician, with

Foster children,
like institutionalized
children, have
trouble forming
relationships
a profession, not just a job. She started
night school. But she also loved a good
time, and there were lots of men who
wanted to show her one. Oma was already pregnant with her first child,
though not showing, when the building's porter, Arthur, proposed to her.
She accepted in order to have a father
for her child.
When Arthur discovered that the baby
wasn't his, he left, and Oma's life
changed drastically. She had planned
to continue night school, but now there
was no money. At 19, she discovered
that it was easier to take care of other
people's children than her own. You
got paid when it was other people's.
When it was yours, the only way to get
money was to go on welfare. And when
it was yours, you never had a day off.
She went on welfare, hoping it would
be temporary. Her life became miserable. She no longer had a modest room
of her own in a neighborhood she could
come home to at night. Instead she had
a closet-sized, roach-infested space in
a welfare hotel. Worst of all, she had a
crying, colicky infant and a post-partum figure.
In the daytime, Oma took her baby to
the park where she could hang out
with people her age. They introduced
her to drugs and alcohol and she discovered she loved getting high. High
and drunk was even better.
When the baby was a year old, Oma
ran into Arthur. Soon they were going
out again, and in less than a month,
Oma was pregnant. This time she insisted they get married so she could get

off welfare. The second child was soon
followed by a third, and a fourth.
Arthur's take-home salary from his
porter's job was $500 a month. There
were six mouths to feed, six bodies to
clothe and house, and four small ones
to take care of. Oma no longer looked
like a "hot ticket," but the worn out,
worn down mother she was. In May
1967, she got pregnant again. She
wanted to have an abortion but didn't
have the money to pay for it.
"I'm not keeping this child," she told
Arthur, and when he protested, she
said, "It's not yours anyway. You got
nothin' to say about it."
How could he know if she was telling
the truth?
Meanwhile, Oma had resumed drinking. Arthur would often come home to
find her drunk, the baby with a soiled
diaper, unfed, the other three crawling
around the small apartment.
"I've had enough of this," he told her.
"I don't even know who's my kid. And
you got nothin' left. You become a regular drunk. You ain't even good lookin',
and you never were good natured."
This time, sealing Susana's fate, he left
for good.
On February 28, two days after
Susana was born, Oma picked herself
up and left the hospital — alone. "I got
four already," she told the nurse. "I
can't handle any more."
So Susana became a "boarder baby"
in the nursery of a NYC hospital. Oma
had named the baby, but had neglected
to give her up officially. The hospital
called the Department of Social Services (DSS) to report an abandonedbaby.
DSS immediately took temporary custody. And Susana Warren, age two
days, became a foster child.
The first piece of paper in what was to
become Susana's file was provided by
Lena, a 22-year-old DSS social worker.
Directed by her supervisor, Lena was
careful to note everything she did. She
wrote: "Feb. 28 received call from
Bellevue Hospital re: Baby Warren
abandoned by mother in hospital. Two
days old. Mother's whereabouts unknown. Father unknown. Baby to
remain in hospital until temporary
foster family can be found. March 30
assigned Baby Warren to Harlem
Gowling (HG) Agency with the suggestion they make arrangements for foster care." Lena did not visit Baby Warren, as she took to calling Susana. Her
only directions were to find an agency
to take the case, and make sure she
completed the paperwork.
Foster children, like institutionalized
children, have trouble forming relationships. The rare foster child who is
lucky enough to be placed early in life
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with loving foster parents, and spends
enough time with them to learn trust,
will not have that trouble. But such
experiences are rare. Unfortunately,
Susana's case is more typical.
Many foster children are abandoned
at birth. For those, like Susana, who
spend their first months — or years —
without their own "mother" and then
experience a childhood of repeated
foster placements, the chance of surviving as intact, caring human beings
is minimal. Children who are not loved
have trouble loving back. For all the
complicated psychological theories, it
seems as simple as that.
During her first three months at the
hospital, Susana was fed at the required intervals. Her diapers were
changed and her sheets were as clean
as any other baby in the nursery. But
she was seldom held and cuddled. No
one expressed joy at her birth or pleasure in her existence. She was simply
there, cared for on schedule.
In New York City, an abandoned child
may come into care through a court
finding of abandonment or through a
parent's voluntary surrender. Several
days after Lena was assigned Susana's
case, she visited Oma and asked her
whether she wished to surrender the
child for adoption. It was early in the
day but Oma had already been drinkON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

America has forgotten the foster
children, surrendered, abandoned,
removed from their homes.

ing, and she replied indignantly that
she would never put a child of hers up
for adoption. When Lena explained that
if she did not place the child voluntarily, the agency would ask the court for
a neglect finding, Oma agreed to sign.
I would love to report that Lena, the
DSS social worker and Patrice, the
Harlem-Gowling social worker, sat
down and discussed the fate of this new
human being, that they made a "plan"
as required by law for her, that they
formulated a program either for assisting Oma in accommodating Susana's
eventual return or in terminating her
parental rights and planning for the
child's adoption.
Lena, however, neither knew the law
obligated her to make a plan for Susana,
nor that she should discuss this with
Patrice. Patrice, who had been at
Harlem Gowling for six months, was
already overwhelmed with the volume
and urgency of her caseload. She had
been hired to help counsel pregnant
teenagers, but had been transferred to
foster care. Like Lena, she had no
experience with infants; her supervisor, who had herselfjust been switched
to foster care, had none either.
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Her immediate concern was with
finding a foster home for Susana. It
had been pointed out to her that the
agency was reimbursed for placement
services for a limited period of time and
would not collect its full stipend per
diem, half of which went to the foster
parents, until a child was actually
placed in care. "Therefore," her supervisor explained to her, "the important
part of your job is to get those kids in
care."
The agency had hired a homefinding
specialist, but she had not yet formally
started her job. Patrice asked if she
might give her a call, since she hadn't
the faintest idea how to set about finding a foster home for an infant, but was
terrified that if she admitted her ignorance she'd lose her job. Everyone else
seemed to take it for granted that she
would know what to do.
Two days after she was told to find a
home for Baby Warren, Patrice received
a phone call from a Mrs. Williams who
said she had been calling for months,
but no one had sent her any forms or
called to interview her. She wanted a
foster child.
Patrice who was religious, regarded
this as a miracle. She asked Williams
to come in for a visit. Later Patrice
admitted that she had been extraordinarily lucky. "I went to the agency
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library and found a book which had a
chapter on homefinding. I hadn't the
faintest idea what questions to ask. I
also called a friend who worked for
Catholic Charities and said, 'For God's
sake, send me a Homefinding Form.'
Between the two and my recollection
of something I once saw about adoption on television, I had some idea of
what to do."
As far as Lena could tell from the
way Mrs. Williams talked, she qualified to be a foster parent, and so did
her husband. They seemed, in fact,
much more solid than most foster
parents she had heard discussed by
other social workers. And they were.
It was one of the few times in her life
that Susana would be truly lucky.
The Williams were crazy about
Susana. Joe was a salesman for an
office machine company. Verena was
an office manager. They had tried for
years to have children, and now, when
they were both in their early 40s, they
decided to take a foster child.
"We just loved her right from the
start," Mrs. Williams told the HG
Agency. "And she loved us." "The Williams seem overly fond of Susana,"
Patrice wrote in her notes on June 28,
1968. "Susana has been in their home
one month. I keep reminding them
that this is just a temporary situation.
It's not a good idea for them to become
too fond of the child. After all, her
mother hasn't agreed to give her up
for adoption." She noted also that "The
Williams describe Susana as bright
and responsive."
Patrice did not mention that despite
her obligation to do so, she herself
never visited the Williams. In fact,
she had never seen Susana. She had
arranged for the Williams to pick up
Susana at the hospital after signing
the necessary papers at the agency.
She called them every two or three
months and faithfully recorded her
phone calls.
The agency was now doing a flourishing business in foster care placements. Patrice had, in six months,
become an experienced homefinder.
However, she was swamped with work,
which left her little time for home
visits. During the summer following
Susana's placement, the Williams
asked for permission to take Susana
on a two week vacation to visit Mrs.
Williams' family in Georgia. The
agency refused and Susana was put in
a temporary home for two weeks.
"It didn't make any sense to me,"
Mrs. Williams later reported. "What
was the point of putting a four-monthold infant in another home, just for
two weeks? She'd only been with us a
14

month as it was. And we knew she'd
been alone three months in the hospital."
On June 2, 1968, Patrice wrote: "I
explained to Mrs. Williams that we have
a policy against letting foster families
take children out-of-state because there
is no way for us to supervise them there.
She appeared not to understand what I
meant by 'supervise.' I also told her that
families often abduct and sell foster

Like a hostage,
Susana was
an unwilling victim
of fate
children. She appeared to be very offended."
"I was really disgusted," Mrs. Williams said, "and I had it in mind to write
the agency a real steamy letter. I
thought that was nonsense about supervising when none of them have ever
even been to see the baby. That kind of
telephone supervising they could do
just as well from here to Georgia. But
my husband pointed out to me it would
be downright stupid for me to do it. He
said, 'They might take Susana away.'
So we just kept quiet."
Susana lived with the Williams for a
year-and-a-half, except for two more
two-week vacations. The agency always
refused to let the Williams take her.
Each time, they put her in a different
home.
Susana's third two-week placement
occurred a month before the Williams
moved to Georgia. When they came
back from their two weeks away to pick
her up, Susana refused to talk to them.
"It was awful," Mrs. Williams recalled.
"I knew she was just so hurt that she
thought we had left her. And how could
we explain? When we got in the car, I
held her on my lap and finally she just
started to cry and put her head on my
chest. When we got home, she walked
into the living room and threw up."
The Williams were as upset as Susana.
It was the third time they had argued
with the agency about the two-week
transfers, to no avail. But more important, Mr. Williams was being transferred out of state, to Georgia. The
Williams had notified the agency of the
impending transfer. They said they
wanted to adopt Susana and would like
to do whatever was necessary to start
the adoption process. They loved her
and felt they could give her a warm,

comfortable, stable home. But Susana
had not been freed for adoption. HG
had, in fact, made no effort to get Oma
to terminate parental rights, although
according to NY State Law, Oma Warren failed her parental responsibilities
by visiting her daughter only once in
almost two years.
NY State law states that a parent's
failure to maintain parental responsibilities may lead to court action and
termination of parental rights. A parent's failure to visit a child for six
successive months, without good reason, may be considered abandonment,
and the parent's failure to maintain
regular contact with or plan for the
future of the child may be considered
permanent neglect.
By November 1969, the agency had
known for several months that the
Williams were planning to move and
wanted to adopt Susana. They had not
only failed to contact Oma to see if she
was amenable to adoption, or to institute proceedings, they had failed to
make any plans for Susana at all. So in
November, two days before the Williams left for Georgia, a new social
worker whom Susana had never seen
came and picked her up, along with
several suitcases of toys, and took her
to her next "temporary home."
"It was just heartbreaking for all of
us," Verena Williams recalled 15 years
later. "We had been packing and she'd
been running around the house looking very confused. Jim and I didn't
know what to say to her. How could we
explain to her that we wanted to keep
her but weren't allowed to? I know it
was the wrong thing, but tell me, what
was the right thing I could have done?
What on earth could that poor child
have understood?
"When the social worker came to pick
her up, I just said, 'Susana you're going
away for a little visit.' She didn't understand what was happening. And I
felt like a dreadful liar."
One might assume that the agency,
having Susana's best interest at heart,
would now actively begin to look for a
permanent home for her. But as Patrice's supervisor had explained, the
agency was reimbursed only when
children were placed in foster care.
Patrice was never told not to make a
permanent plan for the child, nor was
she told not to seek a permanent home
for Susana. The agency simply had no
adoption caseworkers. Therefore, when
someone called the agency, as they
often did, to ask if they had any
adoptable children, they were told that
HG did not do adoptions.
And, in fact, that was true. Because
adoptions did not pay, it was policy not
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to do them. Likewise, because the
I learned it was typical of Susana to
agency received no money once a child talk this way. There were seldom any
was returned to its biological parents, preliminaries. She immediately broke
the agency made no effort either to into the subtext. Her whole life was a
work with families or to do anything gloss on being abandoned, and she was
which would encourage a child's re- always conscious of it.
turning home. Finances dictated polSince I'd been told by the social worker
icy, but they were seldom, if ever, dis- who arranged our meeting that Susana
cussed.
had serious weight problems, I was
Susana's next home was with surprised to see a slim 17-year-old.
Florence and Harvey Anderson, who, When I asked Susana about her weight,
according to her record, became her
"psychological parents." She remained
Because
with them for almost nine years, and,
according to the case notes, was "reasonably happy" there.
adoptions did not
Since she was seldom told the truth
about what was happening, Susana's
own recollections are a mixture of fact
pay, it was policy not
and fantasy. When I met her, the first
thing she told me, dabbing at her tears
and avoiding my eyes, was that her
to do them
mother gave her up at three months,
when in fact it was two days. "I feel she seemed confused. Then it appeared
bad," she said. "Them social workers the confusion was her social worker's.
tell me I was in nine different homes. I
"Oh, that's Rhea told you about me,"
shouldn't be going through all this."
she said. "She always gets me mixed
When I told her she had been in 11 up with Sondra. She hardly never sees
homes, she said, "Oh, well, social work- me no how. No wonder she don't know
ers don't know the truth anyhow, most what I look like."
Susana does not know her own hisof them. So how could they tell it?"
The Anderson home was the first one tory. Her version of her biography
that Susana remembers. "I was picked starts with her mother abandoning
up by a lady name of Anderson," she her, but she has no memory of the
says. "She's the one who got me from Williams.
At least three of her social workers
the hospital. I was there for nine years.
I liked it there. I used to think she was told me that Susana badly needed to
my mother. I think she was 55 when I "do a lifebook," to make a record book of
left. Her husband ran away with her her life in foster care, with the names
neighbor and she had a heart attack." and addresses of her various foster
Susana was never told that she had parents, with attention to special dates
been with another family before the and events. But none of them assumed
Andersons, nor that the other family the task of helping her with it.
There is very little in Susana's record
had wanted to adopt her. She was not
told that Mrs. Anderson did not take about her nine years with the Anderher from the hospital, that Mrs. Ander- sons. The agency social worker who
son was not her mother, nor, when she handled Susana's case changed four
was removed, that Mrs. Anderson had times in the nine years she was there.
had a heart attack. She learned that Each social worker "made telephone
several years later. "Some social contact" twice a year and noted that
worker, a man, just put me in his car Susana was "adjusting nicely," or
and took me to Queens. I was so con- "doing fine."
And she did do fine, for a while. Then
fused, I didn't know what he was talking about. He said, 'This is just for a she began to have adjustment probwhile/They're always saying, 'Youjust lems. As one of her social workers later
go here for a while.' They don't under- pointed out, Susana normally did well
until sibling rivalry developed. When
stand they're talking to a person."
Susana was crying the first time I another foster child was placed in the
met her. "I just had a fight with some of Anderson household, Susana began
the girls," she said by way of introduc- wetting her bed and was sent for day
treatment in Queens.
tion.
The Andersons had three other foster
We were sitting in her social worker's
office at the Lakeview School and she children besides Susana. Whether Mrs.
couldn't, or wouldn't, tell me why she'd Anderson, with her own health and
been fighting, except to say, "They don't marital problems, was able to give four
know how lucky they are they all got foster children the attention they
mothers. How can they say they hate needed is questionable. Certainly, it
was unwise of the agency to place a
them when at least they got them?"
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fifth child there. Why would they do it?
"Space is such a problem, it's so difficult to find people willing to take foster
children and so many workers don't
have time to do a real home-finding
search, that any family that says it's
willing to take more foster children will
most likely get them," one social worker,
S.G. says.
Although Susana's record is extremely
sketchy, two things stand out: Bed
wetting and stealing. Small things.
Candy from the corner grocery. Movie
magazines from the all-night 7-11.
Things like that.
Bed wetting and stealing are common
symptoms in foster children. "It's reflective of how they're holding themselves together," S.G. says. "They're
holding themselves in so tight during
the day that at night they just let go.
And whenever an infant was placed
where she was, Susana was afraid they
would like the baby better than her."
Petty theft among foster children is
also explained as a test of those in
charge. When a child steals, they're
asking, "Will you keep me no matter
what I do?" Unfortunately, very often
the answer is "no."
When Susana was taken to Queens
"for just a little bit," she was placed
with the Blacks, who had two other
foster children, both older than Susana.
It was Susana's fifth placement, or her
seventh if you count her placements
when the Williams went on vacation.
Susana did well the first year at the
Blacks. Then, her second year there,
another foster child, a toddler, was
added to the household.
Until now, Susana, who was 10, had
managed to stay miraculously intact,
despite her stealing and enuresis. Now
she began to have serious problems.
The Blacks were abusive — to each
other and to their foster children. Mr.
Black was a heavy drinker. When he
got drunk, he would beat up Mrs. Black
and then go after the children.
Mrs. Black was mean tempered.
Recognizing Susana's jealousy of the
new baby, she taunted her with it. "You
know you're jealous of the baby," she'd
say to Susana.
"I hated her for that," Susana said
later. "She seemed to get a real kick out
of making me feel bad. It was always
'the baby this' and 'the baby that.' "
Susana began setting fires. She was
disobedient. She refused to help Mrs.
Black and the older children around
the house and for the first time, she
began having problems in school as
well. In June, she was sent to Elmhurst
City Hospital. Susana stayed at
Continued on pg 41
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AMONG EAST EUROPEAN
A Reporter's Notebook
Ten others from her
women's group run as
've returned to Eastern Europe af- Green coalition canditer three years' absence. As the dates. They give Katarina
Berlin Wall collapsed, the Ceaus- a terrible time about "being
escus were shot in Romania, and manipulated" by the ComHavel's velvet revolution freed munist functionaries. She
Czechoslovakia, I chomped at the eventually withdraws.The
bit in New York, knowing I had to wait Greens are trounced, and
until the spring to get back to this side the Communists don't do
of the world. "I'll miss the euphoria, much better.
but I'll witness the hard labor of tranThe abortion debate is
sition," I told myself. And in truth, everywhere. The feminists
that transition has proven to be the sponsor an International
most painful part of the process.
Women's Day forum to
I'm writing at the midway point of publicize their declaration
my six-month sojourn. I've made my on reproductive rights. A
home base in Zagreb, Yugoslavia, the young woman right-to-lifer
German Democratic Republic, Hun- asks questions I'm familgary and Bulgaria.
iar with ("How can women
be so selfish?") but so poYugoslavia
litely. Later I ask her if she
On the plane from Frankfurt to Za- knows about clinic bombgreb, I find myself surrounded by ings in the U.S. She acts
Croatian-American supporters of the shocked. I don't believe
right-wing, nationalist Croatian she's really that naive.
Democratic Union (HDZ) which went
As Yugoslav feminist
on to win the first multiparty elections Vesna Pusic put it, "Why
for Croatian parliament. Among 89 are worries about natality
U.S. delegates to the HDZ founding being used as justification
conference in Zagreb, two were women. for a ban on women's right
I asked Marija, a 45-year-old woman to decide about their bod- A vigil against ethnic violence in Transylvania.
from Cleveland, why she likes the HDZ. ies and fertility? Under
She tells me: "Croatia for me is God's that mask hides a fundamental and they experimented on me with horse
miracle. We must move our Croatia all-enveloping political belief: That in- medicine." Lepa has become keenly
from Yugoslavia — a Communist dis- dividual autonomy and the right to interested in women's self-help. "We'll
aster." She invites me to join them in a privacy are potentially subversive cate- never get decent services in this disorday pilgrimage to Modjogorje, the site gories."
ganized, unresponsive country. No,
of a vision of the Virgin Mary. I politely
Among feminist magazine colum- women have to do it ourselves."
defer, staring at the huge gold cross nists, the prevalent line is: "I am
On the playground, Yugoslav boys
around her neck.
against abortion but I think it's a nec- are always playing soccer and basketThe HDZ comes out for banning abor- essary evil." This waffling makes me ball. Girls are usually singing or talktion. One of the spokesmen says on TV: angry. But I know this is a country ing. At their most active, they play
"We want women to feel like ladies, not where most women use abortion as the Chinese jumprope. My two-and- oneslaves oftheir john." This rhetoric reso- only birth control method. Birth con- half-year-old son goes to public daycare.
nates what I heard from my friend's trol pills are hard to come by, although They're obsessed with getting him to
cleaning woman. She wanted to vote condoms and foam are everywhere. eat, to the point of force feeding, "so he
for the Greens, but her husband told My friends who want diaphragms and can be a big strong boy."
her she had to vote for HDZ. "I had to cervical caps must travel to Italy or
On an overnight train journey from
work all these years so we could live, Austria to get them.
Berlin to Zagreb, I'm alone in a comnow I'm ready to retire, but I got no
Yugoslav abortion clinics are a night- partment. The Yugoslav conductor,
pension. I'd like someone in power who mare that women have learned to tol- Zvonko, gives me chains with which to
will treat me like a lady."
erate. Lepa, a feminist organizer from secure my door. The next morning, he
My friend Katarina, a radical femi- Belgrade, tells me she's had three talks about women: "We have to get rid
nist, is courted by the Communists. abortions. "Anesthesia? Depends what of Turkish customs. A woman in SerShe agrees to run as their candidate. they've got available that day. The first bia spends all day Saturday cooking
"All parties are full of dirty male poli- time I had a local, but they wouldn't and cleaning, preparing for Sunday.
tics," she tells me. "I may as well run give me anything to relax me. The next On Monday, she's dead. I tell my wife,
for one to which I can get elected, and time, I had gas from which I could who's a chemist, that on Sundays I'd
be a feminist voice in government." barely wake up. The third time I swear rather we go for a hike in the moun-
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WOMEN:

tains and drink tea and eat toast. But
she feels she must live up to her standards. German women have a better
situation. Everyone in the GDR washes
his or her own plate."
German Democratic Republic
On a train to Leipzig I meet Klara, a
young East German woman who's
studying Russian in Moscow. She has
returned to the GDR for Easter, the
first time since last fall's "revolution."
"It was hard to get real news from
Moscow TV, despite glasnost," Klara
said.
"On November 9, I came back to the
dorm after a vacation in Yalta, and my
mother called me. 'The wall will come
down. We'll be one Germany soon,' she
said. 'Stop teasing me, Mama,' I answered. I really couldn't believe it."
Klara studied Russian because "that's
what was chosen for me when I said I
wanted to be a linguist, even though
my English is good." Very good, indeed!
"But now I hope I can go to Africa, to an
English-speaking country, and help
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

children." Like our Peace
Corps? "Exactly." How
does it feel in Leipzig now?
"I can relax more. But I
worry because I have no
idea what the future could
be. How can I make decisions for my life now?"
We pass a freight train
full of Soviet tanks. "Are
the Russians withdrawing
their troops from Yugoslavia, too?" Klara asks. I tell
her that Yugoslavia hasn't
had Soviet military aid
since Stalin and Tito fell
out in 1948. She pumps me
for the history of Yugoslavia, all about nonalignment, self-management,
trade with East and West.
"They didn't teach us such
a mixture was possible,"
she said.
In Leipzig, I stay with
Gudrun, a mirthful, generous woman who lives in
a big, knick-knack filled
apartment that reminds
me of my brownstone in
Brooklyn. Gudrun lives
with her two daughters,
ages 11 and 12, who tuck
me in at night and awaken me at the
hour of my choice by kissing me and
giggling, in English, "Good morning,
Mrs. Jill!" Five years ago, Gudrun got
divorced, not long after her cousin
Suzanna from West Berlin came to
visit. Gudrun and Suzanna fell in love.
The GDR gave Gudrun and her kids
permission to travel to West Germany
for her aunt's 79th and 80th birthday
celebrations. "For me, these were —
special family reunions — I was free to
find my lesbian life!" Once she arrived
in West Germany, she was able to get
a passport. (Since the West Germans
did not recognize the GDR's existence,
all those living in the East were considered West German citizens.) "Suzanna
and I and our kids travelled to Amsterdam. I was in heaven. Women everywhere, with our cafes and arts."
She and her cousin are no longer
lovers, but they still travel together
with their kids every summer. Until a
year ago, Gudrun was out as a lesbian
only when she visited Berlin. But now
she's obviously at the center of the

action in Leipzig.
Gudrun and her friends deal with the
emotional craziness in Germany by
making fun of it. We stand talking in a
clump, in Leipzig's Markt square, in
front of the Renaissance Town Hall,
near Bach's house. Suddenly Gudrun
shouts to the passersby, "A hundred
twenty marks!" Everyone moves nearer
to see what we're selling, as all of
Leipzig is full of West Germans selling
longed-for consumer goods at exorbitant prices. Andrea, another feminist
activist, peeks into our plastic bag (filled
with leftover sandwiches) and shouts
the question, "120 marks for that?"
This skit goes on until my stomach
muscles ache from laughing. Stern
Leipzigers out for a Sunday stroll glare
at our irreverence.
Hungary
The cult of femininity rules here in
Budapest. At a rock concert in support
of the Young Democrats, I ask Erszbet,
a young nursing student, "How do you
feel as a woman?" "I don't feel good
because the guys don't behave nicely
with the girls. Now they treat women
equally, but they don't treat us as
females. I'd like to be handled like a
girl, not like just another man."
Onstage, the cast from the Rock
Theater sings an ironic anthem to freedom: "America, we thought it was a
promise. A dream. Sweet dreams goodbye. We missed the train." I go backstage to ask Aniku Nagy, the powerful
lead singer, what the song means to
her. "We have to find our own road to
democracy, not just what we see in
American movies." The song has a
personal message for her, too — about
finding her own voice.
"I was a dramatic actress. My role
models were Liza Minnelli and Marilyn Monroe. Now I've discovered rock
opera! I did a musical based on 'Yentl.'
When I play Yentl, the audience sits
very close to me. They don't feel scandalized when she demands to study
like only men were allowed to. No, they
sympathize with her. I'm very proud
that people experience this problem of
women for the first time. All human
beings have male and female elements.
I feel the strong, brave male type in
myself. Everyone says this role is good
continued on pg 43
17

Since 1969, Darrell L. Paster has been
concerned with health issues involving
poor people. He helped set up the Appalachian Health Project which established and ran seven health care clinics
in remote areas from Tennessee to West
Virginia. After that, Paster worked for
a labor union, organizing hospital and
public service workers in Tennessee,
Mississippi and Alabama. He went to
law school in 1972, and for 12 years
was in criminal law, first with the Civil
Division of the New York City Legal
Aid Society and then with the Federal
Defender Services of Legal Aid. He is
currently working for the Criminal
Division, Legal Aid Society, in New
York City.
The following are recollections of his
recent visit to Romania.

The group I traveled to Romania with
found it impossible to find a conduit to
dispense aid in Romania. Nor did we
know exactly what to expect. We had
also heard wildly different reports on
the extent of the AIDS problem in
Romania. Rumors were that a half to
two-thirds of the children in the orphanages, and what are called the
dysentrophic centers, had HIV infection. (Romanians describe dysentrophy as what we call failure to thrive.
Dysentrophic centers are homes for
underdeveloped infants.)
Speaking with WHO, we were advised that people in Romania were also
trying to determine the extent of the
problem. It was finally decided that
the best way to find out what was going
on was to go and see for ourselves.
We set four objectives. The first was
I had heard about the problem of to determine the breadth of the probpediatric AIDS in Romania from a lem in terms of how many people —
friend, Carolyn Burr, a nurse who especially children—were ill and what
works with a pediatric AIDS program. stage of the disease they were in. We
The National Pediatric AIDS Resource also wanted to investigate the organiCenter gave me more information about zations that provide aid.
the situation and introduced me to the
Health care in Romania is a governAmerican Romanian Humanitarian mental function, provided by the MinSociety, a group dedicated to improv- istry of Health and its various arms,
ing relationships between the U.S. and the Romanians we were working
and Romania. They have taken on the with were extremely skeptical of workproblem of children with AIDS in ing with them. There is also rampant
Romania as their first project. After corruption in Romania — not that
meeting with them, I made calls to Romanians are any more dishonest or
groups like the World Health Organi- criminal than any other people — but
zation (WHO) and the Centers for their currency has been so debased
Disease Control.
and their economic system so totally

destroyed that it's simply a matter of
survival to participate in the second
economy, the black market.
The third objective was to see if there
were connections that we could draw
between Romanian and American institutions. Because of my friendship
with people at Children's Hospital in
New Jersey, I was aware that medical
people had developed extremely innovative ways for dealing with children
with AIDS. In Romania we found that
over 90 percent of the children diagnosed with AIDS were in the hospital,
or in an orphanage or dysentrophic
center. In New Jersey, 10 percent of
the children were hospitalized and 90
percent were at home.
Finally, we thought that to the extent
that we could, we would seek to publicize the problem in order to try to
obtain help for those who were suffering from the disease.
My first visit to a hospital left me in
a state of shock. We went to Victor
Babes Hospital, which is one of two
hospitals for contagious diseases in
Bucharest. There was a wall about
eight feet high around the compound.
The hospital is made up of numerous
buildings and a wooded area, and the
wall is topped with barbed wire. The
second and third floor windows have
chain links over them.
There was a guard at the gate, and
they had to open a steel gate for your
car to get in. There was absolutely no
one walking around the grounds. I've
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been assured by others who have visited less developed countries that this
is common for infectious disease hospitals, but every American or Western
European medical person I spoke with
agreed that these kinds of precautions
are totally unnecessary for the management of such contagious diseases.
When we met our first doctor in the
hospital, I had a second case of shock.
He was a heavy-set, unshaved man,
wearing a dirty blue bathrobe, smoking a cigarette.
We learned that the medical establishment in Romania had been essentially isolated from the rest of the world
since shortly after former President
Nicolae Ceausescu took power. We
were told he had contempt for doctors.
That contempt — the conscious starving of the medical system — was obvious. Doctors earned approximately 34,000 liu a month. At the official rate,
that's not much, and at the black
market rate it was $30-40. There are
no Western medical journals. The
laboratories, the hospitals that we
visited, were clean and tidy, but primitive. That's the only way to describe it.
My belief, and I'm no expert, is that
we're going to see a significant number
of AIDS deaths among health care
workers in Romania. We were in the
blood lab in Colantina Hospital and
watched while they were conducting
blood screening on 60 samples from an
orphanage. These were put into their
test capsules by a mechanical pipette.
For other samples, they use what are
called mouth pipettes. Workers literally suck the blood into the pipette.
The possibility of contamination in
such a situation is very high. When
there's blood coming from an orphanage or hospital they assume that there
may be a problem with AIDS; for the
rest of the blood they just assume
there's no problem with contamination, an extremely dangerous assumption. These kinds of procedures would
never be tolerated in the United States.
We subsequently met a pediatrician,
Marianna Mardarescu, who took us on
a tour of the AIDS laboratory and the
AIDS wards where we saw the children. She told us that she was responsible for having at least six children xrayed every day. In the course of that
she had to stand in the room and hold
the children. I asked her if she stood
behind a lead shield. She said no. Did
she have a lead apron? She said no. It
turns out she doesn't even have an xray machine. She has a fluoroscope,
and so she has to read the x-ray while
it's on. Apparently she's being irradiated six times a day. She was almost in
tears as she told us. I'm sure she real20

izes the danger to her own health.
We got a lot of contradictory information, and I think it reflects the fact that
things are changing very quickly in
Romania. One of the feelings you have
is that there's a breakdown of governmental control on all levels. The traffic
officers don't direct traffic; they stand
there and watch the chaos.
The country is percolating with political activity. There are demonstrations
on the street every day.Things change
moment by moment. We were able to go
up to a country palace of the kings,
which had been one of Ceausescu's
hideaways. It was literally opened that
morning, when people came up to the
soldiers guarding it and said they
wanted to see it. Why can't we see it
with Ceausescu gone, they asked. The
soldiers had no answer, so the people
walked in.
You hear the same things over again
about Romania. One is that the most
important thing that can be done for
the country is to get blood screening
equipment. There is some screening in
Bucharest and in another city,
Costansa. After that, there is no systematic screening. It is safe to assume
that HIV infection is continuing to
spread there, largely to the adult community, via the transfusion network.
Secondly, the nursing situation in
Romania is so drastically different from
our own as to seriously detract from the
quality of the care that's given. The
problem of nurse's training is very
serious. There are two levels of nurses.
They have one category called Medical
Assistant, where the person has six
months to a year of education beyond
high school and is then put on the
wards as a full nurse. Then there are
the infermerias, the equivalent of our
licensed practical nurses, who have no
medical training whatsoever. They're
the maids, the cleaners, but also care
providers. A Scottish nurse visiting
Romania noted that the nurses themselves have a very restrictive view of
their role, saying that their tasks are
limited to things such as injections and
the dispensing of medication. Their role
does not include comforting the ill.
One of the main problems we saw and
heard was that, by and large, no one
touched, or picked up, the children with
AIDS. You would see three or four children in every ward rocking themselves.
This is a mode of behavior that children
who don't have proper stimulation go
through. I was told that this is a form of
self-stimulation that infants engage in
when they are not otherwise held or
touched. It is a form of dealing with
deprivation of contact.
One of the things the outsiders were

trying to do was to dispel the notion
that AIDS could be passed by picking
up these children. Medical personnel
have very little knowledge about AIDS.
Among the general population there's
no knowledge. I took this up with Dr.
Apetrei, Deputy Minister of Health in
charge of the Department of Preventive Medicine, who is responsible for
Romania's AIDS program. They have,
in the planning stages, a public health
information program which they are
not commencing because they know it
will trigger a widespread demand, if
not panic, for AIDS tests, and they
have no testing ability. They are awaiting the arrival of testing equipment
before beginning. However, there's an
underground whispering campaign,
which I didn't detect through discussions with health personnel. When I
stayed with families who were in no
way connected with the health organization and establishment, people had
absolutely no information. I was asked
if AIDS could be gotten off a toilet seat,
washing one's hands, using towels, etc.
There's virtually no information available to the common person. We found
only one booklet that's been produced,
which has been universally condemned
as being aimed at the upper levels of
the medical profession and as equating
AIDS with diseases like hepatitis.
Romania's number one epidemic is
not AIDS, it's hepatitis. The interesting and nice thing is that the same
machines that do AIDS testing also
screen for hepatitis. Getting some
equipment in place would solve, or
help solve, these major problems.
The third major problem, the problem that underlies it all, however, is
malnutrition. One of the doctors I spoke
with said that the AIDS epidemic in
Romania is a political disease. Ceausescu was trying to increase the population of his country by 10 million people.
He did this through forced pregnancies. Not only could you not have an
abortion, there were literally no condoms or other types of birth control
available. Under his regime, birth
control was illegal. Not because of any
religious reason — Ceausescu was an
atheist — it was his megalomaniacal
desire to raise the population of his
country.
The way it worked was that doctors,
who are government employees, would
be assigned to a woman and monitor
her, conducting pelvic examinations
every quarter to determine pregnancy.
Once a pregnancy was noted, the doctor became personally accountable for
the fetus and for the birth of the child.
This led the doctors to be conservative
in their medical treatment of pregnant
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women and infants. The death of an
infant, I was told, had catastrophic
effects on a doctor's career. A doctor in
Bucharest would be sent to the countryside, to one of the poorer places to
work, if she or he lost a child.
What was also happening was that
the older infants who were two, three,
four, five months old, who were suffering failure to thrive, were receiving
what they call micro-transfusions, and
micro is purely a euphemism. I was
told that it was up to half a unit of blood
which is about 225 milliliters. Given
the lack of sterilized equipment, the
lack of needles, it was not uncommon
for a bottle to be opened, stuck in the
arm of one child, and without further
ado, stuck in the arm of another child.
Unwittingly, the doctors who were
trying to save children were putting
them in harm's way. In the dysentrophic centers they were transfused and
often infected with the HIV virus.
It is beyond argument that the AIDS
epidemic among children in Romania
is spread horizontally, that is, from
one child to another, rather than vertically, as it is in the United States, from
mother to child. Most of the HIV-positive children in the U.S. are the children of mothers who had previously
been infected through IV drug use or
sexual transmission. In Romania,
there's almost none of that. We were
told by both inside and outside observers that IV drug use and sexual transmission is minimal.
The other practice that led to the
spread of the disease is the lack of
disposable needles. And the overcrowdedness — as few as three nurses
for 60 beds was not uncommon during
the day, two in the evening and one at
night. These were in hospitals. The orphanages were less well staffed, and
the dysentrophic centers, we were told,
were the worst.
Take a nurse giving vitamin shots to
infants. It is not uncommon for her to
load up a syringe with enough for four
children, and go down the row and
inject them all. AIDS, hepatitis, other
diseases, would be passed that way.
The children in hospitals, orphanages, dysentrophic centers are largely
abandoned. In Romania, at the current time, "orphan" is a euphemism for
an abandoned child. The director of
Orphanage No. 5 in Bucharest cited a
number of reasons for the abandonment of children by their families.
First and foremost, the parents just
couldn't feed the children. The children they already had strained the
family's resources; these were children
the mother was compelled to have by
state policy, and there was just no way
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

the parents could support them.
I asked about any system of foster
care and was told that people could not
afford to take in another child. It is a
society much poorer than our own,
where every child is something of a
liability to be fed, clothed, etc.
At this moment, there are still almost
no contraceptives available. We were
meeting with the head of Colantina
Hospital who talked about the incredible need for contraception in Romania. He said that he had been visited by
many international delegations. Fol-

Maternal and infant
mortality rates in
Romania are the
highest in Europe
lowing a visit by West Germans, he
received two large cartons of condoms
that had been contributed to Romania
from West Germany. He said that they
were opened on a table in his office but,
that before the day was out, the nurses
had taken them all. So one or two cartons is not going to do the trick. As far
as we know, from what we were told by
all the people we met with, all forms of
contraception are now legal. The problem is availability.
Everywhere we went in Bucharest
there were lines for food. The first discussion we had with people we met was
the worthlessness of the currency. The
second discussion was where to find
food. I went in many, many stores as
we walked around Bucharest. There
were old canned goods, dusty jars of tomatoes and green beans. There are no
fresh vegetables except radishes and
onions. You would call a restaurant
before you went, not for reservations
but to find out if they were serving.
And there were incredible lines.
Then, things would appear miraculously. For some reason, the week before I got there eggs appeared. We
went to the country on Sunday and
people were driving back with eggs on
the back shelves of their cars. The only
meat we saw was sausage, salted pork,
ham, things like that. There was lots of
cabbage. And everyone smokes.
Over and over again, every time we
talked about the government providing for itself, we were answered with
the same thing: Ceausescu's policy had
been to export everything from Romania and to import nothing. As a result,

the country has a worthless currency.
Apparently it has no form of debt to
speak of, but there's nothing there either. When the government goes about
buying things, such as the blood laboratories it recently purchased, it has to
find hard currency or negotiate to purchase items it wants. The problem with
international trade is with the currency. That problem is going to have to
be addressed before the other problems
are resolved.
We did not discuss the availability of
abortion per se, which is now legal. The
quality of medical care in general is so
starved, to discuss the availability of
abortion is really to discuss the availability of health care. If a woman can't
see an obstetrician or gynecologist for
any reason, saying that abortion is legal
is a false promise, because there's nobody to do it.
Maternal and infant mortality rates
in Romania are the highest in Europe.
We were told that the official figures on
infant mortality in Romania are 23-25
per 1000 live births. One American
investigator told us a live birth is when
the child has survived three months.
Therefore, if the child died in the first
three months, it was called a miscarriage, not infant mortality, because the
child was never born. This investigator, who was also a medical doctor,
estimated the true infant mortality rate
might be as high as 80 children per
1000, which puts it among the highest
in the world. When you consider that
our own figures are in the teens, the
best countries of Western Europe are
below 10, that infant mortality is often
an indicator of a country's public health,
these figures are very telling. WHO
attributed the high maternal mortality
figures to the high number of illegal
abortions. We're not certain, but apparently, the performance of an abortion by a medical doctor in Romania
under Ceausescu was such a dangerous thing that it virtually wasn't done
by licensed doctors. There was no reward for the doctor and the risks were
high if she or he were caught.
The AIDS epidemic is a product of a
personal dictatorship gone mad.
Clearly, compulsory childbearing is
merely an extreme culmination of state
intervention in people's private procreative affairs. Under the Romanian
system, women didn't have any choice
in their personal lives; they were compelled to behave in a particular manner. Here in this country the struggle is
on the other end — to protect choice —
but you can see how a restriction of one
leads to the other. It's a slippery slope
between restricting personal choice and
compulsion.
•
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GABRIEl ROTELLO:
Prior to the Stonewall RebBllion in
1969, homosexuality was rarely mentioned in the press. The characterization of gay sexuality as "the love that
dare not speak its name" was one of society's most powerful tools in the suppression of gays and lesbians. How
could a people not acknowledged to
exist, practicing a "vice" unmentionable in polite company, ever hope to
achieve even minimal acceptance, let
alone equality and respect? The answer was, we couldn't.
Stonewall finally forced a substantial
crack in that wall of silence. When articles about gays and lesbians appeared
in the press and books claiming our legitimacy were published, gay liberation advanced significantly. If silence
had equaled the death of gay consciousness, Stonewall's noisy protest meant
the beginning of life for the gay and
lesbian movement.
In the 20 years since that summer
night in Greenwich Village, much has
improved for lesbians and gays. Hundreds of thousands of individuals have
"come out" to their families, friends
and employers. Gays have become part
of the social landscape, often in ways
undreamt of two decades ago. Laws
forbidding discrimination against us
' have been passed, thousands of gay
organizations have emerged, and
we have seemed to teeter on the
..i"
verge of becoming fully accepted members of society.
Yet real acceptance continues to elude us. A major reason is that virtually no public figures
have come out and,
until now, the press has
respected their wishes
to remain closeted. As a
result, society continues
to believe that gays
and lesbians
consti-
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tute a sort of radical fringe, existing
only in big city ghettos and marginal
occupations. Society remains unaware
that gays are everywhere. And society
is certainly unaware that many of its
most famous, successful, powerful and
respected personalities are gay.
Now, however, a new wind is sweeping the gay and lesbian movement, a
wind which threatens to blow the closet
away. It's a tactic called "outing", the
practice of pulling famous gays from
their closets by making open reference
in the press to their secret homosexuality.
OutWeek, a New York City gay and
lesbian weekly, sparked the current
debate by publishing a cover story on
the gay life of the late Malcolm Forbes.
Forbes was well known in New York
publishing and gay circles as a homosexual, but the public had been fed a
continuous diet of stories implying he
was straight.
That kind of deceit in the service of
the closet is exactly what many proouting gays want to see eliminated. It
has come to be widely felt that as long
as the press collaborates to maintain
the closet, gayness will remain a secret, unmentionable vice.
To many, however, outing flies in the
face of 40 years of gay and lesbian legal
progress. Some in the movement argue
that the right to privacy has been a primary goal of gay liberation and that
outing negates that right. Others maintain that outing is inherently mean
and callous, and that gays should not
seek to achieve liberation by such
means. Still others fear a backlash
once society discovers the extent of
homosexuality in its midst.
But the fundamental meaning of
outing, and the reason it is both hailed
and condemned with such heat, is the
fact that it redefines the meaning of
the gay and lesbian community.
Until now, no one ever argued that
individual gays and lesbians owed
anything to the community as a whole.
While we maintained to straight society that we were a legitimate minority,
we didn't really act like one. The kinds
of moral claims which minorities like
Jews and Blacks make on their members were unknown in gay society. It
was assumed that people were not gay
unless they said they were, that the
gay community was a purely voluntary association one could join or leave
at will, and that no gay person owed an
obligation to gays in general.
Those who favor outing take a different view. Outing presupposes that all
who engage in primarily homosexual
conduct are gay and that they owe a
minimum obligation to gay society: The
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

obligation to come out. This new assertion flies in the face of a cherished concept in gay philosophical circles that
there is a difference between homosexual sexuality and gayness, that being
gay is a choice, and that there are no
obligations inherent in homosexuality.
Outing also turns the movement's
four-decades-old emphasis on privacy
rights on its head. Outers maintain
that the necessity of protecting the

Do we want
freedom or fear as
cornerstones of our
movement?
"privacy" (read secrecy) of homosexuality has been replaced by a necessity
for proclaiming it openly. As such, those
who were once hailed for defending
privacy no matter what, are now seen
to be obstructing the progress of gay
rights by opposing frankness in the
press.
Outing as a tactic has been seriously
misrepresented in the mainstream
press. No gay or lesbian I know advocates printing lists of famous gays, or
exposing people merely for the sake of
sensationalism. What we mean by outing is simply the end of the code of
silence which requires reporters to lie
when discussing gay or lesbian celebrities.
Respecting the ethic of the closet is
never merely a sin of omission. It requires active lying to cover up a gay
person's sexuality. This kind of lying
has been commonplace, especially in
gossip columns and celebrity reporting.
Some have advocated targeting conservative gay politicians who oppose
gay rights legislation or AIDS funding.
Many gays who are generally against
outing are in favor of it in these cases.
The feeling is that anti-gay legislators
who are privately homosexual are
guilty of the same kind of hypocrisy
that motivated the press to expose
Jimmy Swaggart, and that it's an issue
of morality, not homosexuality.
Some argue that outing is an unconscionable invasion of privacy. But this
approach ignores the recent history of
American journalism. Ever since the
late 1960s, it has been widely accepted
that those who agree to become public
figures trade their privacy for fame

and fortune. The lifesblood of gossip columns, weekly celebrity magazines and
tabloids has been the tragedies, embarrassments and sexual secrets of the
famous. Without the willingness of the
public to support this kind of writing by
purchasing such information, many
journals and journalists would be out of
business.
It's odd, therefore, that so many would
suddenly proclaim a devotion to the
sanctity of celebrities' rights to privacy
when it comes to homosexuality. In
reality, respect for privacy probably has
little to do with such objections. It's
more likely that many straight people
are made uncomfortable by homosexuality and simply don't want to know
that famous role models are gay.
At any rate, the ending of journalistic
respect for the celebrity closet marks
the end of a major double standard.
That double standard allows journalists to discuss almost any facet of a
celebrity's private life except homosexuality. The impression thus conveyed is
that homosexuality is the worst thing in
the world, worse than adultery, abuse,
alcohol or drug problems, etc. Such an
impression is inherently damaging to
gays.
Despite the justifications for outing,
many wonder what gay people expect to
gain by the practice. What result could
justify the possibility for harm inherent
in exposing closeted gays to a hostile
society?
The answer lies in journalism's contribution to the social progress of the last
few decades. In the 1950s, it was impossible to write about heterosexuals who
lived together but were unmarried.
Society disapproved of the practice, and
journalists looked the other way when
people such as movie stars "shacked up"
with their lovers.
After the 1960s' Supreme Court decisions relaxing libel laws, however, the
press began to discuss such alternative
domestic arrangements. The public was
shocked. The careers of some celebrities, especially women, suffered. But
soon a new ethic began to take over. The
young began to emulate the newly revealed sexual behavior of their role
models, parents began to relent, and
society loosened up. Today, "living-insin" is called "domestic partnership"
and is quite respectable. Such a change
would never have been possible if the
press had continued to cover up and
hide the truth about famous lives.
Those in favor of outing feel that
homophobia will go the way of heterosexual Victorian prudery once the press
begins to tell the truth about famous
gays. As straights discover that huge
numbers of their favorite public figures
23

are gay and lesbian, homophobia will
receive its greatest challenge. It is not
expected to survive.
Gabriel Rotello is the Editor-in-Chief
of OutWeek magazine.
URVASHI VAID:
As is the case with nearly every aspect
of lesbian and gay life, the debate over
outing presents our political movement
with a series of disquieting contradictions. We've said for years that people
should come out wherever they are.
Today, some of us are saying that the
imperative for being visible is so great
that these political considerations outweigh personal control and choice.
The National Gay & Lesbian Task
Force (NGLTF), the advocacy and organizing arm of the movement, opposes outing. Other national leaders
like Barney Frank, Nan Hunter of the
ACLU, and Tom Stoddard of The
Lambda Legal Defense & Education
Fund, argue that closeted gay people
can forfeit their right to privacy
through their hypocritical or anti-gay
actions.
I pose three political arguments
against the use of outing as a strategy
to advance lesbian and gay freedom.
Because of space limitations, issues
about media hypocrisy and journalistic ethics are not discussed. The focus
here is whether outing ought to be a
strategy employed by lesbian and gay
political activists. I think not: Because
lesbian and gay liberation is a movement of empowerment, not coercion;
because there is a much misunderstood and shrinking right to privacy;
and because while it has been valuable
in raising issues about gay and lesbian
invisibility, outing as a strategy fails
to touch many of the real problems
faced by lesbians and gay men.
The defining characteristic of outing
is coercion. Someone other than the
individual involved discloses another's
sexual orientation and compels her/
him to admit or deny their homosexuality. We have argued powerfully that
society should affirm every individual's control over sexual and reproductive choices. Now, some claim that these
principles become irrelevant because
of high public profile and/or political
power. A movement in battle against
heterosexist society's compulsory norm
now seeks to enforce a new compulsion
upon public figures — come out or we
will do it for you.
While I recognize that the closet can
itself be seen as a coercive tool whose
effect is to keep lesbians and gay men
invisible and disempowered, I believe
that coercion should not be the tactic
employed by our movement, particu24

larly when the coercive power of the
community is brought to bear upon
one of its own. Why?
The culture we live in forces us to live
with injustice and inequality as a government-enforced norm. It enforces
racism through its biased social policies. It enforces a dual standard of
justice for those who are not white, not
rich, not heterosexual. It enforces
women's subjugation. Much of our
movement's liberation politics and

Outing as a strategy
fails to touch many of
the real problems
faced by lesbians and
gay men
political work has been about displacement of the coercive power of the state
with an empowered body politic. We
have focused on individual and community empowerment, on grassroots
organizing, on acknowledging and
building from our diversity. Outing
replaces empowerment with coercion.
Proponents argue that these are extreme times and that we must take
extreme measures. This has a familiar
Ollie North and Barry Goldwater-ish
ring to it (extremism in the defense of
liberty is no vice). Do we want freedom
or fear as cornerstones of our movement? Do we want to be a movement
that claims space for all lesbians and
gay men or do we want to punish closeted gay people for their failure to be
politically aware?
A second argument against outing
revolves around the right to privacy.
The right to privacy is a vulnerable and
bitterly contested concept. There is no
constitutional provision that explicitly
guarantees it. And the conservatives
on the U.S. Supreme Court have systematically limited and gnawed at individual privacy rights. In situations
as disparate as the freedom of each
individual from warrantless searches
and seizures by police officers, to wiretapping cases, to the limitations on
women's wombs imposed by Webster,
to Hardwick's claim that there is no
constitutional right to privacy to engage in consensual private adult sexual conduct if one is with a partner of
the same sex—the Supreme Court has
systematically expanded the power of

the state over the domain many of us
would argue belongs to the individual.
I think it is wrong for us to argue that
the government grant us the control to
make our sexual, reproductive and
personal choices when we are unwilling to allow each other to do the same.
The operative concept is control, and
where it should rest. Yes, a public figure gives up some measure of control
over her/his private life. But every
individual, public or private, should
keep the right to say no or yes in decisions affecting their sexual or reproductive lives. Activists seeking to force
people from the closet stand in the
same moral position as Supreme Court
justices who supported Georgia's right
to ban homosexual conduct in its sodomy law. The coercive power of the
community should not replace the
coercive power of the state.
But, what about hypocrites like Terry
Dolan? As hateful as Terry Dolan was
to us, we are just as hateful to many in
our society. Assuming that I were in
the closet in key parts of my life, how
would our movement's outing of Dolan
be different from some right-wing
zealot's outing of me to my family or my
employer or my community newspaper? It would not be different. They
would justify it morally, and I would be
guilty as charged of being a hypocrite
because I did not acknowledge my
sexual orientation. Our political movement cannot ignore that when we
support outing and insist that the
media cover our allegations of someone
else's sexuality, we give license to our
enemies to do the same. In this scenario, the Republican National Committee could release any number of
memos claiming candidates as gay/
lesbian and preying on homophobia to
insure their defeat. The public/private
figure distinction cannot be maintained
in the long run.
Ultimately, outing seems to accomplish much more than it in fact does. In
many ways the tactic refocuses our
work as activists on a strategy that
both does not challenge what we fight
against ideologically nor yield results
practically. Outing does not challenge
homophobia, the pervasive attitude of
hatred and contempt with which lesbians and gay men are faced each day.
Rather, outing depends upon homophobia for its success. News of a politician's sexual orientation is news because it could be politically damaging
in many contexts; it is titillation when
it involves celebrities. Closeted gay
politicians are not the cause of homophobia, they are its exhibits.
Continued on pg 39
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THE POLITICS OF
VIOLENCE
By Charlotte Bunch

G

lobal military spending has, for
decades, consumed national and
international resources desperately needed for human development. The state of permanent
readiness for war between the
U.S. and the Soviet Union and actual
warfare in the Third World has permeated our globe with a militaristic atmosphere that glorifies violence and
accepts domination by some over others as inevitable. This militarization of
society has been accompanied by high
levels of violence against people because of their race, ethnicity, religion,
sex, sexual orientation, or class.
All types ofviolence and "hate crimes"
against members of distinct groups are
interrelated: Each is based on the
dynamic of domination which assumes
that where there are differences, one
must be superior and dominate, and
that respectful equality between diverse peoples is not possible. Some
forms of bias and hate crimes, particularly those between ethnic groups or
races, have come to be seen and deplored as serious political problems
that threaten the fabric of society.
However, crimes of gender — violence
against women because we are female
— have largely been ignored at the
level of public policy. These violations
of women's human rights must be recognized as among the most pervasive,
yet hidden, forms of violent conflict
that occur in all regions. And as long as
violence continues to haunt the lives of
women and children, "peaceful" will
not describe their world reality.
Statistical data on the extent of violence against women has just begun to
be collected in the past decade. However, what we do know is staggering:
Where recorded, battery figures range
from 40 to 80 percent for women who
have been beaten at home. France
reports that 95 percent of its victims of
violence are women, 51 percent of those
at the hands of a lover or spouse. Other
countries find between 30 and 65 percent of female homicides are committed by male family members. One rape
occurs every six minutes in the U.S.;
worldwide projections posit a rape a
second. Brides burned for dowry, fe-
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male mutilation, gang rapes on campus, sexual torture of political prisoners and withholding food rations for
sex in refugee camps are only some of
the many forms such violence takes.
Violence against women is not random — the risk factor is being female.
Sex discrimination kills females from
infancy when, according to the World
Health Organization, more girls die of
malnutrition, to adulthood where
domestic battery is the leading cause
of injury to women worldwide. Yet, the
violence of sexism is rarely considered
a political issue because it is relegated
to the realm of the private, often even
sanctioned by law, and dismissed as
humorous by many. If some other group
were so systematically maimed and
frequently killed by another, we would
see it as a state of war on that group's
human rights.
Violence against women must be
addressed as a local and global issue
that has ramifications in many areas:
HEALTH: Violence causes physical
and mental disabilities threatening
death throughout the female life cycle,
from the fetus aborted because it is a
girl to the widow abandoned because
she is no longer considered useful.
DEVELOPMENT: Violence against
women is an economic and human
development problem which few nations can afford.
HUMAN RIGHTS: Violence against
women is a fundamental abuse of the
human right to life, mobility and liberty, free from torture, imprisonment
and persecution.
PEACE: Daily violence against women
in the home, on the streets, and in the
media is a major underpinning to acceptance of militarism as well as a
direct contradiction to hopes for a
peaceful world.
Over 50 percent of children experience violence against their mothers
and/or themselves at the hands of their
"protectors," and greater numbers
watch violence regularly on TV. Thus
society teaches that violence toward
women and domination between people
who are different is natural, inevitable
and sometimes even pleasurable. As
Lucille Mair, Secretary General of the

United Nations 1980 World Conference on Women, wrote when discussing the connections between the economic distress of Third World countries and militarism:
"This cultural violence follows an
ideological continuum, starting from
the domestic sphere where it is tolerated, if not positively accepted. It then
moves to the public political arena
where it is glamorized and even celebrated; it becomes part of the national
ethic and threatens to become the norm
of international conduct. Women and
children, above all, are the prime victims of this cult of aggression."
Many measures need to be taken to
reduce violence against women nationally and internationally. First, the silence that surrounds it must end, and
it must be seen as one of the central
human rights issues of our day. The
incorporation of violence against
women as a human rights issue deserves the attention of the legal and
political communities that determine
international policies regarding matters such as refugee status and national and local sanctions against violators. Opposition to such violence is
now recognized as inherent to the UN
Convention on the Elimination of All
Forms of Discrimination Against
Women (CEDAW). The CEDAW Committee and the UN Commission on the
Status of Women have called for government reports and responses to this
issue and they need to be strengthened
as the bodies responsible for monitoring measures aimed at securing
women's human rights.
Those concerned with peace and disarmament must give attention to violence against women as an aspect of
militarism. Unless we end world complacency toward the violence at the
core of our societies, we cannot hope to
end the violence against other races,
religious groups or nations. The issue
of peace is not divisible. Eliminating
militarism goes with eliminating violence at home. Protecting the human
rights of women and minorities is the
flip side of ending warfare between
nations. Both must be priorities for
leaders in the 21st century.
•
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MOTHERS IN THE
FATHERLAND
People would turn up in the
Nazi camp whom I was utterly
surprised to find there
An Interview with Claudia Koonz By Fred Pelka

Claudia Koonz remembers being a
grade school student in small-town
Wisconsin and watching the ArmyMcCarthy hearings on TV.
"We were let out of school so we could
go home and watch, because we would
want to tell our grandchildren how we
saw McCarthy facing down those communists. I was particularly fascinated
by this, by so many 'decent' people
believing in such hateful doctrines."
It is this fascination with how "decent" people end up countenancing or
committing evil that makes Mothers in
the Fatherland, Dr. Koonz' acclaimed
examination of women, family and
politics in Nazi Germany, so contemporary as well as so important. Rather
than rehash the chronology of battles,

At right: Hitler
presides at a
state sanctioned marriage. The
Fuhrer was
considered a
"higher
authority"
and often
performed
marriage
ceremonies.
Far right: A
Jewish woman
with a forced
smile stands in
front of a
public bath.
The signs
behind her say
that Jews and
dogs are not
allowed.
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purges and plots of the men who led the
Third Reich to genocide and destruction, Koonz examines how ordinary
and extraordinary women embraced
Nazism, or were co-opted or destroyed
by it. How did women — feminists,
anti-feminists, and those in between
— react to the terror regime, to the
persecution of their Jewish neighbors,
to the politicization of church and
family life? And what did Nazism,
arguably the most misogynist movement of the century, offer its women
supporters?
Though some 50,000 books and articles have been written about Nazi
Germany since 1945, "the women
among Hitler's supporters," writes
Koonz, "have fallen through the histo-
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rian's sieve, unclaimed by feminists stahl [a brilliant Nazi film director
and unnoticed by men." Even so, some who made propaganda films for Hitler]
(male) historians blame women for here or there, or perhaps an Irma Griese
Hitler's rise to power. "Women discov- [the infamous 'bitch of Auschwitz'], in
ered, elected and idolized Hitler," writes riding boots and SS uniform."
one West German journalist, while an
Koonz was determined to get beyond
East German historian comments, these facile generalizations. "Above all,"
"Never in German history had so many she writes, she wanted "to record the
women streamed into a political party, history of average people without norand never has a party so degraded malizing life in Nazi Germany...How
women..." "Every woman adores a did 'decent' people adapt to a state that
Fascist," wrote Sylvia Plath, while inverted morality, perverted civilized
William Shirer, author of The Rise and traditions, and imposed distrust on all
Fall of the Third Reich, simply dis- forms of social life?"
missed German women as "the least
Hitler's rise to power followed wideattractive in Europe."
spread and wrenching changes in
"If we think of [German] women at Weimar Germany. As in 1970s' Amerall," writes Koonz, "we imagine masses ica, women, pushed by economic forces,
of plain Eva Brauns with a Leni Riefen- were entering the workplace and en-

countering a backlash by men threatened by their competition. Sexual
mores were also changing, as village
and peasant life gave way to industrialization. The Nazis were able to drive
women and Jews out of the professions, but could do little to stop the
erosion of agrarian values.
"In fact," says Koonz, "there was a
deep contradiction within the Nazi
women's movement. The older women,
who joined the movement way back
when, absolutely hated the Weimar
'decadence'. But their daughters,
raised in the League of German Girls
were trained to be independent, pleasure loving and bold, and they found it
very easy to slide into a kind of sexual
revolution that their mothers hated.
Their mothers, in the end, were making statements like, 'Oh my heavens,
this is worse than Weimar!'"
Koonz' interest in the Nazi era began while she lived in Germany during the late 1950s and early '60s. Hitchhiking around the country, she was
already conducting interviews and
gathering data. What she found was a
nostalgia for the Nazi era — for public
works, the vacations and sports activities, the "community spirit" — for
a Nazism without the war and the Gestapo and the death camps.
"I stumbled onto my own interview

format," Koonz writes in the preface to
her book, "with my standard opener,
'What wonderful highways you have
here.'
'"You like our autobahn?'
"'Oh yes, it seems very fast, and scenic, too.'
'"You would never guess who built it.'"
Koonz returned to the States to pursue her master's in German history at
Columbia, finishing her doctoral dissertation at Rutgers in 1969. She taught
history at the College of the Holy Cross
in Worchester, MA before moving to her
present position at Duke University.
Koonz spent 10 years researching
Mothers in the Fatherland. Her book
chronicles the experiences of women in
the Nazi Party both before and after
1933, of Protestant and Catholic women
who, more often than not, collaborated
with their Nazi sisters once Hitler took
power, and of Jewish women, enduring,
resisting and dying. It ends with Dr.
Jolana Roth's account of her life in
Auschwitz, where she sorted the clothing of those sent to the gas chambers.
"We could not leave any trace of yellow star, no yellow. I always did my best
to leave a torn fragment of a star, so
people outside would know where these
clothes came from."
Mothers in the Fatherland is compelling history, beautifully written. From

the first page I knew I wanted to interview the author. We talked on two occasions for a total of almost two hours.
What follows are excerpts from those
interviews.
FP Why do you think so little attention
has been paid to the experiences of
German women?
CKI imagine it's because women have
been thought of as being ahistorical,
living outside of history and change,
just like any other passive object. And
then, feminists don't really rush to
claim this history, of which they're not
very proud.
FP What prompted you to get involved
in this sort of research?
CK I don't think anybody ever goes
into Nazi German history consciously,
as a choice. Everybody backs into it.
Everybody has their own reasons. I
think many of us share the thrill of
using documents that have never been
used before. Since Germany was defeated —it wasn't liberated like France
— all of the documents are available.
That's extremely rare. No French historian can get near the kind of documentation on France that we can get
close to in Germany. And the German
government has been extraordinary in
continued on pg 36

mm!
leige Qeschick im Wurfelspiel,
damit Du sammelst der Juden viel!
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"The Gamebeard": The
game is called
"Jews Leave"
and portrays
three Jews with
the headline
"Off to Palestine." Game
was used to
instill antiSemitism in
children at play.
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Women on War
& Survival
By Daniela Gioseffi

A

re you one of those thinking
that glasnost and the demise of
the Berlin Wall means the end
of nuclear overkill and war?
Then, think again, as avoidance
and media cover-ups, or peace
breaking out on major network T.V.,
do not necessarily represent reality.
Even if the "Cold War" seems to be
winding down, the U.S. is
adapting too slowly to
worldwide changes because
resistance to change in U.S.
military practices is very
strong.
Multinational
corporate interests are at
stake and their influence on
the world economy has not
diminished. There are
powerful pressures to keep
military spending at record
levels and to maintain U.S.
military bases and forces in
foreign countries. Spending
on costly nuclear weapons
to destroy the Soviet Union
remains high. According to
the Center for Defense
Information, a non-profit
organization run by retired
U.S. naval officers in
Washington, DC, nuclear
testing and expansion is
ongoing. Cloaked allocations
and military industrial
contracts in research and
manufacture have not let up
to any significant degree.
The fact that there was a
huge increase in biological
and chemical warfare
research and development
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over the last nine years is a fact
censored by the major U.S. media. The
U.S. is still a long way from converting
its military budget, estimated to
represent more than 60 percent of all
annual government revenue, to
No More War, Lithograph by
Kathe Kollwitz, 1924.

NATIONAL GALLERY OF ART, WASHINGTON, DC

environmental salvation or social
services like education, which are in
poorer financial straits than ever.
Certainly, nothing significant has
been done to solve the problem of day
care for the more than 80 percent of
U.S. women who are in the workforce
to put necessary bread on the table —
not working simply out of feminist
choice. Military spending
continues at record levels—
even as reproductive rights
are threatened — and
women's bodies continue to
supply cannon fodder for the
killing fields.
The Ploughshares Fund,
an independent peace
foundation in California,
reports that the latest
military budget proposed by
the Bush Administration is
even larger than during the
record highs of the Reagan
years. Our monumental
war-machine economy goes
unchecked. Nuclear and oil
barons whose profit motive
was deeply invested in
keeping a "Cold War"
scenario are now using the
Global Heat Trap as an
excuse for expanding the
nuclear energy industry,
even though no adequate
solutions have been found
for hazardous waste
disposal of its lethal biproducts.
As the U.S. congratulated
itself on murdering innocent
Panamanians and wasting
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the lives of military men in an unlawful
invasion of that country (perpetrated
as a defense of democracy to unseat a
dictator and drug lord put in place by
our U.S. Secret Intelligence),
Gorbachev's moves away from violent
interventionism were undermined
within his own politburo by Bush's
aggressions in Central America.
U.S.S.R. opponents of Gorbachev's
good will tactics, cited the Bush
administration's use of violent
intervention, namely 26,000 U.S.
troops in Panama, as evidence that
Gorby's tactics were not working to
make true peace in the world. This
fact was little reported in the U.S.
media until there was rumor in the
West that Mikhail Gorbachev, "man of
the decade," might be unseated from
his premier post in the Soviet Union
because of Lithuania's resistance and
trouble in Azerbaijan.
If all of this isn't enough, we had
better note the surge in neo-Nazi
activity that followed the fall of the
Berlin Wall in Europe, and the reported
12 percent rise in attacks by neo-Nazi
youth gangs on synagogues, Asians,
Hispanics and Blacks in the U.S.
Ethnic wars between poor youths
occur daily. Gorbachev's successful
initiatives toward world peace stand
on as shaky an economy as Bush's
aggressions against it.
The world economy is still basically a
death and pollution war-machine.
Mother Earth, or Goddess Earth, as
feminist spiritualists call Her, has
about 30 years, if that, to be saved by
the predominantly male parliaments
that rule her economic realities and
keep her wars and apartheid systems
going, here, in Central America and
abroad.
"You can no more win a war than an
earthquake!" said the first woman ever
elected to the U.S. Congress, peace
activist Jeannette Rankin. Her words
resonate truer than ever today. The
horror which troubles children's
nightmares has not vanished with
minor agreements about intermediate-range nuclear missiles, for
even as some are disarmed, the Center
for Defense Information in Washington, DC tells us, new destablizing
weapons are manufactured to take
their place. Wars, both declared and
undeclared, continue to rage around
the globe in Central America, the
Philippines, Haiti, Ethiopia, Azerbaijan and Israel, and Jeannette
Rankin's sensibility is needed as much
as ever despite the Hollywood exposes
of Vietnam war folly.
When Jeannette Rankin cast her vote
in 1917, and again in 1941, against
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U.S. entry into war, she is said to have those of hate and destruction as those
wept with passionate conviction. Many of love and construction. The best
have never forgiven her what to them minds of our time are warning us that
was a lapse of judgment. Yet, to weep, the entire race stands at a crossroads
even to be hysterical, is to be and a constructive choice must be made
appropriately human, and therefore now, or there will be no other choice.
rational in the deepest sense of the Man is, indeed, about to destroy himself
word. Cool logic has brought us to the as a species and to take all of creation
brink of what disarmament activists as we know it with him — or learn to
call omnicide — a word used to live in peace.
designate acts of homicide and suicide
Stereotypic reactions to "the other,"
even more terrible than the many the stranger, the one whose language
genocides in our history —the total or color, hair or eyes are different,
and final destruction of all life on earth. indicate the false belief that people
Added to the nuclear threat and poisons different from ourselves cannot feel
from nuclear industrialists, are our pain or pleasure as we do. The enemy
growing concerns over rising is always thought to have no real
temperatures and seas, and the humanity or he couldn't be murdered
disappearing ozone layer and rain so easily in the hate which is war.
forests. Poisons from the Pentagon,
Sojourner Truth, an American
aflotoxins, acid rain and biological and suffragist, once quipped: "If the first
chemical warfare research and woman God ever made was strong
production confound the troubled enough to turn the world upside down,
psyche as it contemplates omnicide these women together ought to turn it
caused not only by the war machine rightside up again."
but by the garbage of greed pouring
As Hannah Arendt explains, there is
back at us.
no cause for war but the most ancient,
Both men and women are beginning the one, in fact, that from the beginning
to understand the importance of of our history has determined the very
Jeannette Rankin's response and are existence of politics, the cause of
inspired by her example. Many believe freedom versus tyranny. That cause
that logic devoid of feminine feeling remains, even now, the justification
has created our present predicament for the so-called "Cold War" — which
and must be avoided ifwe are to survive rages hot as hell in developing countries
as a species. As Dorothy Crowfoot where powerful militarists—who gain
Hodgkin, Nobel Prize winning scientist, profits from arms sales to poorer or
explains: Though coolheadedness may colonialized nations headed by puppet
be necessary in the laboratory, the dictators — send their secret agents to
scientist must learn to respond with instigate civil strife. It's important to
more
consideration
for
the note that Emily Green Balch, Nobel
consequences of what is discovered or Peace Prize recipient, was voicing the
invented there.
same concerns about intervention in
Women, traditionally, have been Haiti in 1925, as peace activists in The
charged with humanizing society International War Resisters League or
through emotional nurturance, as well The Women's International League for
as expressiveness—as in conventional Peace and Freedom raise today.
feminine mourning and keening over Always, war has been initiated by
the death of loved ones. A multi- powerful leaders who hold military
cultural response to psychic numbing might. Always, the common people,
— pushing aside that the world might more than their leaders, are victims.
actually be coming to an end — is what
Edna St. Vincent Millay, a North
is needed, a global feminism, as American poet devoted to the cause of
Marguerite Chant Papandreou or Petra justice, wrote: "I am disgusted by the
Kelly might term it.
hollow talk of disarmament. We put
Women know that we need to address wreaths on the grave of the Unknown
xenophobia which — in the age of Soldier, who's pretty damn well known
outmoded nationalism and racism — by now as a symbol of the next war."
still lingers in the American gut. Those Indeed, wars have continued well into
pejoratives so common to the North the 20th century even though the threat
American: "Guinea, dago, kike, kraut, of global annihilation has rendered all
Polack, nigger, Chink, Spic, Jap, gook, ideologies and justifications for warRuskie, WASP, red, commie-pig, machine economics outmoded. There
honkie, dyke, fag, gimp"...still extant are many ways and means to solve
in collective American vocabulary conflicts and to effect disarmament
might well be the roots of mushroom agreements in our sophisticated times.
clouds rising from a nuclear holocaust. Science has made nuclear disarmament
Words are ideas and the human race completely verifiable by technologies
has proven itself as capable of fulfilling ofvarious kinds and combinations. The
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cessation of chemical and biological
warfare research and production are
equally verifiable by technologies
produced in non-aligned nations such
as Finland and Sweden.
Still, since 1945, over 150 wars,
declared and undeclared, have wrought
misery and massacre throughout the
world. The irony is that while wars and
revolutions are fought in the name of
freedom and tyranny, we are hostages
to the greatest tyranny civilization has
ever known. The final nuclear,
biological or chemical sword of
Damocles hangs over us, while many
remain oblivious to the precariousness
with which it is poised, or duped by
shallow talk or shows of disarmament.
Rosa Luxemburg explained how our
demise will not be in the cause of
freedom, but military profiteering, just
as in Germany where she was murdered
for her prophecies. What she had to say
is very much the same as what the U.S.
Center for Defense Information in
Washington, DC is telling us now.
Like Eisenhower and Einstein, it warns
us that the military has taken over the
world economy to a profoundly
destructive extent. Accidental nuclear
war is now a real possibility.
Greenpeace reports that some 34 live
reactors have been accidentally
dropped on the bottom of our oceans,
and nuclear accidents and submarines
have dumped irradiated coolant in
nearly every major port in the world.
While the extent of the overkill
capabilities of nuclear forces boggles
the mind, the neutral outer-space
surrounding our fragile planet is now
threatened with the proliferation of
first-strike nuclear weaponry. Yet, the
U.S. nuclear airforce during the last
decade swept into action more than
three times on "Red Alert" because of
the failure of a 29 cent computer chip,
a fact reported even in the New York
Times. On top of this is the fact that
NASA is developing a space shuttle for
dumping radioactive wastes, like
deadly plutonium, in outer space.
Italian educator Maria Montessori
observed long ago that "the people of
the world who profess to want to get rid
of war as the worst of scourges are,
nevertheless, the very ones who concur
in the arming and starting of wars."
Petra Kelly of West Germany
documented, as have many others, that
fallible computers and men —
sometimes on drugs or dealing them —
hold our futures in their hands. But
even as she warns us that the world
expenditure on the arms race is now
estimated by the United Nations to be
well over a billion dollars per day, a
growing network of women are
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average, it costs the same to arm and
train one soldier as it does to educate
80 children; to build one modern bomber
as it does to wipe out smallpox over a
10-year period; to launch the latest
nuclear missile submarine as it does to
build 450,000 homes for the poor. The
entire food stamp program to help feed
hungry people in the U.S., does not cost
the markup overhead — just the
overhead — of one nuclear bomber.
One hour of "Star Wars" research can
buy remedial reading for 300 U.S.
school children for a year, or counter
the tragedy of between 40 and 60
million functionally illiterate people.
Who sets militarized economic
priorities? In the U.S., with one of the
strongest feminist movements in
history, there are only two women
senators and 23 women congresspeople
among the hundreds of men running
asserting themselves in the the government on "The Hill." In fact,
men hold almost all electoral or
international peace movement.
Many of us who have not experienced appointed positions in the world. In
the direct devastation of war in our the politboros of Eastern block
daily lives need to understand that countries, there are nearly no women
war's realities are all around us. and few people of color. In developing
Increased military spending has countries — according to United
lowered the standards of living for Nations statistics — a huge majority of
billions of people around the globe, but women still have no voice in the political
by far the largest number of people arena of their lands. Only in a few
living below the poverty line are Scandinavian countries do women have
families headed by single women — a fair measure of political power. Not
and their numbers are steadily surprisingly, those most often charged
increasing. The horrendous increase with such decisions are the last to
in poverty around the world — suffer the deprivation and devastation
especially among women — has been caused by them.
The few corporate executives or party
paralleled by the largest ''peacetime"
military build-up in history. Militarism bureaucrats who profit from this have
creates misery everywhere, but women stockpiled the explosive power for over
are especially hard hit by its economic 50 tons of TNT in nuclear weapons for
every human on the globe. Their
violence.
Even those of us who live in peace in priorities are destroying the earth and
developed countries suffer from consuming vital resources that belong
nuclearized and militarized economies. to us all. It is now estimated by United
Scientists tell us that one out of four Nations sources that there are more
people will die of cancer and blame the than 50,000 nuclear warheads in the
increase on the military and chemical world. The total explosive power of the
industry's poisoning of our air and world stock of nuclear weapons is about
equal to one million Hiroshima bombs,
waters.
In countries seemingly not involved each of which has a yield of 13
in war, people are deprived of both kilotons.(A kiloton is equal to 1,000
material and human resources. World tons of a conventional high-explosive
economists explain that the Japanese like TNT.)
"Where are the women" at the Summit
economy and educational system is
thriving, primarily because the country talks on our fate? asks Betty Lall,
has not indulged in military named by UNESCO as one of the
world's three leading women experts
development since World War II.
Other nations, however, have been on arms control. "It is an interesting
devastated by military-industrial fact that women have been shunted
barons.
Worldwide
military aside when high-level discussions turn
expenditures are estimated to exceed to issues of armaments, especially
$900 billion per year. In Britain, for interesting since women have been at
example, it costs nearly two million the forefront as activists where nuclear
pounds to train a fighter pilot. Betty arms control is concerned," she tells
Lall of The Council for Economic
Priorities in the U.S. states that, on
continued on pg 35
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so easily
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CHOICE BOOKS
THE FAMILY by Buchi Emecheta
(George Braziller, Inc., New York;
$ 8 . 9 5 paperback)

The full horror resting at the heart of
Buchi Emecheta's ninth publication,
the innocuously entitled novel, The
Family, begins to emerge three-quarters of the way through the book. Unfortunately, this may be too late for
readers who have already given up on
this largely static tracing of the Brillianton family's sojourn from their native Jamaica to England.
A lack of drama is, however, not the
whole story here, for the novel comes
alive when it dramatizes the devastating act of incest and its awful effect on
the protagonist, Gwendolen Brillianton, whose coming-of-age story this is.
As her story unfolds, Emecheta explores the dynamics of the family —
nuclear, extended and husbandless —
in the diaspora, and their struggle to
understand and survive in a culture
which neither welcomes nor absorbs
them.
Not satisfied with examining what is,
after all, a familiar chronicle, the difficulties people of color have in adjusting to a white-dominated society,
Emecheta describes the extent to which
Blacks, because they come from different countries, are unable to communicate with one another. Although Mrs.
Odowis befriends Gwendolen's mother,
the two can barely interact due to what
Odowis calls her "BBC Nigerian English." Similarily, Mr. Aliyu, the Nigerian landlord of the Brilliantons, has
long ago given up trying to get "island"
Blacks to pronounce his name correctly
even though his name has deep family
meaning for him. Pervasive prejudices
among Blacks make it more difficult
for them to recognize that they share
traditional values of deep family love
and strong communal bonds.
Yet when her characters do break
through their biases, as the father,
Winston Brillianton, does with a coworker who comes from Nigeria, both
men gain by sharing the truth about
their own historical and cultural experiences. It's this co-worker's traditional
story about dealing with incest in
Nigeria which shows us how much has
changed in modern industrialized society, how far we've come from traditional reverence for both children and
the earth. "He remembered a moonlight story which his mother told him
when he was a boy. The man in the
story had committed an incest with his
daughter and, according to the culture
of the land, the women of the village
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executed the man. And if the man had
not been caught, he would have been
killed by thunder....He explained to
him that through the moonlight stories, he learned of the sins that were
against the 'Earth'. That to offend the
land or Earth was to offend something
greater than one's soul."
Emecheta, who has been widely
praised for her treatment of social
themes, especially the coercion of
modern African women into subservient positions, has effectively developed
those themes here as well, but she's
done so while sacrificing those narrative elements most of us look for in
fiction—suspense, a vivid sense of place
and well-rounded characters.
—Ernece B. Kelly
Ernece B. Kelly is a freelance writer,
film critic and teacher from Brooklyn,
NY.
WITH A FLY'S EYE, WHALE'S WIT
AND WOMAN'S HEART: Animals
and Women edited by Theresa
Corrigan and Stephanie Hoppe
(Cleis Press, San Francisco, CA;
$ 9 . 9 5 paperback)
"Uh, oh...Animals and Women, now
there's a sentimental subject!" Luckily, first reactions aren't always correct. This collection of essays, interviews, stories and poems is about communication; in this case between verbal female humans and their nonverbal male and female animal friends.
It can be mysterious, as in the first
story, "What the Cat Brought In," by
Stephanie T. Hoppe, where the cat lets
in a fog which portends the end of the
world; or touching, as in a story by
Dorothy Wood, "A Friend in Need." As
an older woman, Wood had a difficult
time finding proper housing and companionship. Memories of her dog and
friendship with neighborhood animals
kept her courage up until she was able
to arrange to share a house with another older woman and her dog.
I particularly enjoyed the editors'
interviews with longtime animal activists Pat Derby and Jean Bilyeu and the
narratives of Sally Carrighar and Hope
Sawyer Buyukmihci. Derby, "The Elephant Hearted Woman," has set up
PAWS, a farm for large animals who
have been retired from entertainment
or are unsuitable for zoos. Bilyeu rescues cats and dogs and, after you read
about her recoveries, you wonder why
humans call animals, "Animals!" Carrighar's convalescence from an illness
led to a career as a respected nature
writer, while Buyukmihci's experiences
living abroad influenced her to establish a wild animal refuge upon her
return to southern New Jersey.

All speak of lives refreshed, enriched
and extended by close connection to
animals. Essays in the final section
bring the political aspects of animal
experimentation under scrutiny. I
particularly liked Theresa Corrigan's
letter to the Sacramento City Council.
When they were considering strict pit
bull ownership laws, she suggested, by
clever use of statistics, that they might
turn their attention to more serious
killers, the human male!
When asked what she has learned
from a lifetime of working with animals, Pat Derby responded, "Patience.
How to die. That sounds funny, but
I really have. How to accept
things....When you're around animals
a lot, you discover they have a tremendous patience in everything they
do....it's kind of like the Buddhist philosophy. You keep growing and you
keep moving.''
Mr. Ringo Starr, my orange and white
tabby cat, has been patiently taking a
snooze on the back of my word processor as I write this. He is a helping sort
of guy and likes to be right in the
middle of everything I do. But now he
stretches and says, "Enough! It's time
to play!"
How do I know this? Well, you see...
we communicate.
—Nancy Lloyd
Nancy Lloyd is a member of the Board
of Directors of the International
Women's Writing Guild and is also
involved with animal issues.
THE GRANDMOTHER OF TIME: A
Woman's Book of Celebrations,
Spells, and Sacred Objects for Every
Month of the Year by Zsuxsanna E.
Budapest (Harper & Row, San
Francisco, CA; $ 1 3 . 9 5 paperback)
Z. Budapest's most recent work, The
Grandmother of Time, captured both
my imagination and my soul. Budapest
weaves magic: With the use of every
word, every story, every pagan holiday
remembered and every ritual rediscovered, she seeks to destroy the chains
which bind us and warp the way we see
ourselves. Budapest creates a new
vision, a new strength, a new sense of
self-love in everyone who sits down to
read The Grandmother of Time.
Budapest has fought a long, hard
battle (which is not over), to fuse feminism and female spirituality. She
shares this in passionate, honest, selfrevealing passages. These autobiographical sections inspired me and gave
me a sense of the woman behind the
words, and the magic. Budapest's love
of both Goddess and woman vibrates
within these pages, filling the air with
music, laughter and tears. Z. Budapest
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is a priestess/witch who has risen out
of the ashes of thousands of years of
oppression.
Ritual gives us a sense of communion
with our higher power, whether it is
Goddess or God. Ritual is an important
part of this work, as it was in her
earlier book, TheHolyBook ofWoman's
Mysteries. The various rituals range
from spells for victory to rituals for the
naming of a child. I gathered my
candles, my stones and my flowers,
placing them upon my altar. For the
first time I felt the strength, joy and
empowerment of ritual and the Goddess.
The Grandmother of Time is a yearlong celebration in which we are introduced to 12 different aspects and faces
of the Goddess. Hecate, Artemis and
Hera are but a few of those who speak
to us in a distinct, personal voice,
embracing the reader with love: The
love a mother may have for her child.
Words weave myths and reality together and enrapture the heart. No
longer do we have to accept that being
a woman is a sin; we can begin to
realize it is a blessing.
There are those among us who, out of
fear, will pick up The Grandmother of
Time and throw it down, cursing it,
scattering the ashes so no one will dare
to read the words inscribed within. It is
the same fear men must have known
long ago when temples to the Goddess
rose high into the sky, where priestesses created and performed their rituals; the fear the church knew when it
executed women for witchcraft; the fear
they know now when they hear the
word "feminist". We have internalized
this fear over the centuries: The fear of
the power of female spirituality that
has created the female-evil myth that
has helped to keep women enslaved
with invisible chains.
The Grandmother of Time is both a
miracle and a gift, whether it is read as
a source of spiritual strength or as a
myth. Either way, it will touch places
society forced us to abandon long ago:
Places full of power, truth and love too
long denied. Perhaps it is through the
spirituality contained within these
pages that women can finally break
the chains of religious misogyny and
slavery which have infected the political and personal parts of our lives.
Maybe we can recognize our own internalized belief in female evil and replace it with a concept of female spirituality. Whether we choose to or not
decides the future for ourselves and
our children.
—Darlene Dowling
Darlene Dowling is a writer living in
New York City.
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SOLOMON SAYS by Louise Armstrong (Pocket Books, NY; $ 8 . 9 5
paperback)

"My mother and father are dead. I don't
know how old I am. I have no recollection of a time when I did not live with
the Connellys. I call Mrs. Connelly
mama. I have never had but one pair of
shoes, but I cannot recollect when that
was...Mama has been in the habit of
whipping and beating me almost every
day. She used to whip me with a twist
of whip...a rawhide. The whip always
left a black and blue mark on my body.
I now also have a cut on the left side of
my forehead which she made with the
scissors."
The speaker was Mary Ellen Wilson,
the year 1874. When the New York
Times heard of the case, which a church
worker brought to the attention of the
judicial system, it ran the above interview, and seemingly overnight, public
opinion was galvanized and a push
was underway to "save the children." A
plethora of organizations sprang up:
The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children, the Boston Children's
Aid Society and Children's Mission.
Agencies public and private, religious
and secular, leaped at the chance to
intervene in the lives of those thought
to be at risk of "predelinquency."
Over the past 100-plus years, a great
deal has changed. Huge child welfare
bureaucracies exist in every state, city
and county and politicians are wont to
address the future by dedicating themselves to the next generation. On closer
inspection, however, one is forced to
wonder about the impact of massive
expenditures and legislative changes.
For wasn't it just yesterday that sixyear-old Lisa Steinberg was brutally
beaten to death by her lawyer father in
New York City's Greenwich Village?
Wasn't it just yesterday that Jessica
Cortez had her child's life snuffed out?
And wasn't it just yesterday that
screaming headlines told us of an adult
man raping — and ultimately killing
— his female companion's 13-monthold daughter?
Stories of child abuse fill our newspapers and TV screens, and we are constantly barraged with tales of torture,
brutality and sexual and physical violence. In some instances the perpetrator of the crimes is a biological parent;
in other cases it is a relative, foster
parent, teacher, family friend or community agency staffer.
Each case we hear of inspires the
same response: Why is government
not doing more to protect the children?
Why do our schools, our communities,
not intervene and stop families from
hurting some of their own? Why does

the problem seem to keep growing?
Louise Armstrong, in Solomon Says,
provides a number of answers, written
from the perspective of a partisan
observer who is passionately committed to women and youth. Solutions, she
says, are impossible as long as the
system is riddled with gender, class
and racial biases. Through interviews
with children in foster care, foster
parents, biological parents, child welfare workers, judges, lawyers and activists, she has allowed us to enter the
hornet's nest of contradictions, turf
battles and legal chicanery that masquerade as fairness and concern.
"Courts that will, should a mother's
'neglect' be the issue, summarily remove the child with little evidence,
little testimony — in the name of the
"best interests of the child' — are balking at removing children from fathers
without they can know 'for sure' — i.e.
beyond doubt — that abuse has occurred. It is here that the idea of child
welfare as politically constructed becomes luminous. Abruptly, the idea of
probable harm to the child becomes
less important than possible error. In
this circumstance, even the strong
possibility of serious on-going damage
to the child weighs less than a possible
wrong to a member of a power group."
Hence, we see young females forced
to remain in the care of men who rape
them, and we see others yanked from
their mothers because of nothing more
than poverty. Take Kelly Josephs,
described as "fine featured and well
spoken," who had two children taken
from her and placed in foster care.
Deserted by her husband while she
was pregnant, she held her family
together until a fire rendered them
homeless. While attempting to get
themselves back on their feet, one of
the children had an accident that a
child care worker reported to Protective Services. Once in the clutches of
the system, Kelly was accused of —
"and in effect was convicted of— having failed or refused to provide housing
for the children; having failed to provide adequate nourishment and clothing; and having failed to provide medical care... There is no indication that
anyone involved in all this perceives
even dimly that poverty was her insufficiency; and that poverty may not be
due to a defect in her psyche."
Then there are foster parents like
Larry and Marsha, who got two-yearold Mandy after she had been in the
care of biological parents who drank
incessantly and provided her with only
the most rudimentary care for 24
months. "It took us eight weeks to get
them to give her glasses," said Marsha.
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"It took us seven months to get braces
on her legs. Seven months to get the
approval. Because they had to give us
the approval. I could pay for it, but we
couldn't do it."
Children caught betwixt and between
are the most poignant voices in the
book. Tracy, a teenager who was placed
in foster care after blowing the whistle
on her sexually abusive father, is especially eloquent. "One day it just hit
me: This is stupid. I'm not like this. I'm
not a little person he could throw
around and 'Oh, yes, master. I'll do

everything." Feisty and tough, Tracy is
relentless in her critique of the system.
"The only problem was they put me in
a sexual abuse program," she says. "We
had to drive about 60 miles every
Monday to get there. And I was feeling,
'Why am I getting punished for this
crap?' They're preaching to me all the
time about how this isn't my fault.
That's what bothered me. It was such a
contradiction: It's not your fault, yet
we're gonna put you in treatment."
So what's to do? Armstrong is clear
that the police, not social workers,
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should be called in when adults commit crimes against the youth in their
charge. "Is this situation — the prosecution of a child's parent — sad?" asks
Armstrong. "Very. Though we do it all
the time when the crime is, say, burglary. But what is the alternative if we
wish to strongly condemn the gross
maltreatment of children?"
Secondly, she is a strong advocate for
offering economic and other assistance
to help poor women cope, rather than
removing "neglected" children. And,
rather than treating mothers who need
help as incompetent pariahs, she endorses a whole new mode of assistance,
for as she points out, "equally dippy is
the idea that mothers in need can be
treated with complete dislike, be labelled, berated, judged — and then be
expected to cooperate."
Armstrong's anger at a system gone
berserk is palpable. She is to be commended for probing deeply and asking
questions that beg to be answered. My
only caution is that the use of anecdotal material as the basis for social policy should be tempered with other
opinions and research, for as moving
as it is to hear Tracy lambast the therapy program she is forced to attend, it
is unwise to conclude that incest survivors never need therapeutic interventions because they are never at fault.
Still, Solomon Says is an important
look at wasteful government spending
and punitive, sexist and racist public
policy. Read it, weep, and organize.
—Eleanor J. Bader

a new life as freelance writer. Still, I
did not abandon my role as Deborah's
mother.
Even though my foster parenting
went down in flames, there had been
rewards. How could I leave them out?
My first Mother's Day unveiled a treasure fit for Scheherazade — a yellow
nightie and love note from Deborah.
Then followed graduation days (high
school and college) and my debut as
mother of the bride. As with normal
mothers and daughters, Deborah and I
argued flowers, cakes, soloists and
hooped slips right up to "Trumpet
Voluntary." As with normal mothers
and daughters, I usually lost. But Princess Di had nothing over my girl,
dressed in white and glowing with
happiness.
Some of the less showy moments, like
humble gifts wrapped in brown paper
and grocery string, rounded out my
developing sense of motherhood. Often
blended of maternal joy and bitterness, they reminded me how blessed
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my own childhood was, like the time
that I soothed away Cindy's nightmare and ground my teeth at the villainous father who played the starring
role. Or the day my embrace made up
for Tammy's one-sided telephone call
that began, "Please, Daddy, I want to
see you."
Always I wonder, will they grow up to
be decent parents or will they abuse or
abandon their own children? Have they
learned anything about pride and hope
and trust? Will they become self-reliant? And the hardest question of all,
did I do it right? I have stopped fearing
that I may be listed among the "string
of foster parents" of some hapless soul
on death row. If Deborah is any
indication, I'm hoping for at least a few
stars in my crown.
Does this tale have a happy ending?
You bet. Deborah, the one out of six
who has remained close, still comes by
for a hug and motherly advice. We
have weathered two divorces (hers and
mine) and celebrated 11 Deborah days
— December 19, the day she came to
live with me. My daughter is now a
competent banker, runs an efficient
office, and loves her chance to shine.
At the beginning of her career, she defeated a lecherous boss by being as
persistent and wily as he. The sleaze
was fired and Deborah got a raise.
Score one for the kid with the tenacious mom!
•
Mary Ellen Snodgrass is a freelance
writer from Hickory, North Carolina.
WAR from pg 31
us.
Christa Wolf, an East German writer,
has pointed out that many who are
skeptical about the survival ofthe race
believe t h a t nations and their
economies can be governed only by
competition rather than cooperation.
Though this fact goes uncontested, the
people who are sure we'll be able to
solve critical life problems fail to reflect
on the relationship that exists between
the arms race and patriarchal
structures of thought and government.
Wolf notes, too, that even the youthful
Japanese of today have little sense of
the suffering of Hiroshima victims.
The reality or memory ofthe suffering
of war is absent from the lives of many
in developed countries and is a reason
for creating a global network on our
universal fate. As Simone Weil wrote
in Paris during World War II, "Pain
and suffering are a kind of currency
passed from hand-to-hand until they
reach someone who receives them but
does not pass them on." Our Soviet
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

sisters, along with some of their great
poets, like Anna Akhmatova, agree that
since women are more concerned with
the task of birthing and nurturing the
human race than the arms race, an
exchange among women of the world
could serve to encourage them to
continue to speak out and act for the
salvation of life. As Virginia Woolf once
wrote,".. .the outsider will say I have no
country. As a woman, my country is the
world." Still, an American, Dorothy
Day, makes us wonder in irony when
she writes: "We are quite literally a
nation which is in the process of
committing suicide in the hope that
then the Russians will not be able to
murder it." One can easily imagine a
Russian woman saying something quite
the same.
Similarly, Darlene Keju-Johnson, of
the Nuclear-Free Pacific movement
gives important testimony on behalf of
Pacific Islanders suffering the
consequences of nuclear bomb tests.
Blobs of flesh are now being born to
women of the Bikini Islands who are
experiencing birth defects caused by
nuclear irradiation. The unimaginable
suffering of Marshall Islanders is a
microcosm of what we will all endure if
the earth is not saved from military
profiteers. Women like Keju-Johnson
offer us inspiration to avert psychic
numbing. The challenging and moving
literature by women on war inspires a
global mentality, empathetic feeling
between differing peoples, and
peacemaking action. There's a
universal timeliness to the major
themes in their literature — as for
example those offered by Gertrude
Kolmar, who wrote poetry in a
Concentration Camp, or South Korean
student, Song Ji Lee, in jail under the
despotic reign of DuWhan Chun, or
Winnie Mandela of South Africa whose
words from prison resonate back in
time to those of a Southern slave beaten
by a U.S. plantation owner during the
aftermath of the Civil War. Some
literature on the theme reaches back in
history as far as Enhueduanna, a
Sumerian priestess (c. 2400 B.C.)
Enhueduanna is the first known poet
in history — man or woman — to write
war protest poetry. Ch'iu Chin, an 18th
century Chinese poet affords an
example of a revolutionary hero and
resister of cruel colonization which
amplifies the feeling expressed by
Greek, Central American, Afghan, or
Lebanese women of later times. The
discovery of such works gives resonance
to our continuing search for peace and
reminds us of our ageless desire to
change from the course of violence as a
means of settling disputes.
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Voices of mothers, daughters and
sisters of earth need to be heeded as
much as the maligned but clairvoyant
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as women, everywhere, link hands in a
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the amount of funding that they've put
into preserving these papers. So in a
way, the world has a chance to look at
Germany as a laboratory, to find out
what went wrong.
And then, on top of that, to discover
that absolutely no one, after all the
history that's been written about Nazism, had written or thought very much
about women, was really exciting, too.
It made me want to go hunt.
FP What were your biggest surprises
in researching and writing this? Was
there anything that completely
changed the way you thought about
this era of history?
CK No, things don't happen like that.
There were little discoveries that confirmed theories. Along the way you
discover surprising connections. For
example, last summer I went back to
an archive that had been closed to me
while I was writing the book, the Protestant Women's Association National
Archives for Germany. When I first
went there to research the book, after
they got the sense that I wanted to
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work on Nazi documents, they wouldn't
let me in. They said the archives were
in disarray, and would be put in order
when these women went into retirement. I thought, well, when they go
into retirement they will, of course,
cleanse and purge and shred. I'm sad
to say the ladies didn't go into retirement, they died; so last summer I finally had a chance to work in those
archives. Later, at a conference, I
talked about a woman who was deeply
Protestant, and deeply Nazi. She was,
for a brieftime, the head of the women's
Protestant organization. I told her
story, using the documents I had found,
as an example of how somebody could
be deeply Protestant and deeply Nazi,
and maybe deeply anti-Semitic. Afterwards, the chair of the panel said, "I
hope you'll forgive me for adding a
personal anecdote, but the woman
whose documents you discovered is
my godmother. And until the day she
died, I wanted her to talk about this."
So, those kinds of things would happen. People would turn up in the Nazi
camp whom I was utterly surprised to
find there, cynical as I was.
FP Were there any attitudes that you
took into the process, that you found
changed, even reversed, at the end?
CK I went in thinking that there would
be a much clearer line between Nazi
and non-Nazi. In fact, I was going to
write a book just about Nazi party
members. That's why the thing got so
long, because I realized that the force
of Nazism didn't just come from the
diehards, it came from all the people
who liked Hitler's stand on particular
issues. I ended up writing on Protestants, on Catholics.
FP In the book you say that "Hitler's
plans for the Third Reich rested on two
inflexible goals: Eliminating Jews from
'Aryan' society, and reorganizing male/
female relations and family life." Do
you see misogyny and anti-Semitism
as being linked, and if so, what is that
link?
CK I think there is a link, but only
insofar that if you look at human nature anatomically, if you think that
people's character is affected by their
anatomy, then it seems to me that you
move very quickly to both thinking
that a person's race matters and their
gender matters. If you need to look at
the world in biological categories, you
draw the two conclusions together.
FP You also say that in times of social
stress people find comfort in rigid social stereotypes. How did that play out
in the context of Nazi Germany?
CK The Germans suffered economic
depression far more than any other
country. Within two years of the stock
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market crash on Wall Street, Germany right?
had a one-third unemployment rate, CK I see that clearly with the very
and organizations couldn't cope. And it powerful mobilization against abortion.
seems to me that people get their iden- It comes back to the question of how a
tity from their families and their or- same-sex community feels comforting
ganizations. A society in that kind of when values are up for question, and
crisis starts fragmenting. You need maybe your standard of living is sinkcommunity, teamwork, to join other ing as well, so that you feel that you're
like-minded people. Often, as in sports, doing something wrong. Joining tothat team tends to be same-sex. It could gether with other people revives your
be Catholic, or Protestant, or Jewish, sense of community. When I look around
or racial.
today I'm very frightened, because it
FP And yet you also write that women seems to me that the right wing proand men in the resistance were often duces very powerful same-sex peerforced to take on roles traditionally group associations: Of men, in the
filled by the opposite gender.
National Rifle Association, or ofwomen
CK It cuts both ways. I was heartened in the antiabortion movement. The left
in a way. There was no such thing as doesn't have that appeal. I think that if
sex-separate in the resistance, so that you're talking about appealing to maineven if they were fulfilling traditional stream Americans, the appeal for fegender stereotype roles, women and male solidarity is often blunted by fears
men were working together.
that people are going to say, "It's a
FP In the section of the book that con- lesbian conspiracy," or "these mancentrates on the Weimar years, the haters." The media always equate
prelude to Nazism, you noted that feminism with man-hating. Women on
Weimar Germany was one of the first the right are never accused of hating
nations on earth to extend suffrage to men, so they can celebrate female soliwomen, and had an equal rights provi- darity without triggering the kind of
sion in its constitution from the start. reactions that women on the liberation
Yet Weimar Germany produced this end of the political spectrum trigger.
incredibly misogynist movement. FP I'm also struck by the similarities
What's the relationship of one to the between some of the Nazi women you
other?
quote, and contemporary Americans
CK There's another ironic relationship like Phyllis Schlafly. Is that an unfair
in there, too. Nowhere in Europe, and, comparison?
I would even argue, the United States, CK No. Since I wrote the book, I interwere Jews more assimilated, more viewed several women who have demintegrated into society than they were onstrated against the peace vigil at the
in Weimar Germany. Nowhere did Jews test site in Nevada. They live primarily
have more rights, nowhere did women in air-conditioned house trailers, and
they say things that sound so much like
have more rights and opportunities.
The backlash came very swiftly. And what the populist Nazis said in the
that really, I think, shows you the '20s. Not so much in the '30s — you
danger of half-way emancipation. have to make a distinction between
Sometimes, when there's the begin- Nazism when it was out of power, a
ning of a frontlash, the backlash is re- dissident movement, and then oversounding, especially in times of eco- night when it became the dominant
nomic crisis. Without the economic movement.
Anyway, these women in Nevada feel
crisis we don't know what would have
happened. It might have worked out betrayed by their country. They feel
very well. In fact, the Germans may be betrayed because nuclear waste is now
picking up right now and carrying out going to be dumped there. They hate
that heritage. Or maybe they'll carry the government. They hate the hippies
(they still say "the hippies"), who come
out the backlash heritage.
FP I was struck by your description of and pollute the desert and don't use
how the Nazis, at least in some in- enough porta-potties — that's the
stances, offered women opportunities women in the peace vigil. They carry
to build communities that more pro- signs like "Save the Whales and Nuke
gressive groups did not. You say, for the Gays."
Their cancer rate is very high, beexample, "that Nazi men's overt hostility unintentionally encouraged women cause of the tests. So here they are,
toward autonomy." And then Elsbeth having been ripped off terribly by govZandler, an early leader of the Nazi ernment testing since 1945, and yet
Women's Movement, says, "We know their jobs depend on the government,
that for decades German women have they depend on the testing, and they're
longed to call one another sister." Is fighting in favor of continued testing.
there a parallel here with the sort of But they also hate the nuclear dumps,
solidarity we see in this country on the so they're fighting against the dumps.
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If you go to all the women's places all
around Germany, you notice a couple
of favorite posters. One is Virginia
Woolf, who of course was brilliant, but
committed suicide. The other is a picture of Frida Kahlo, a Mexican artist,
who cut off all her hair when her husband, Diego Rivera, had an affair, and
then painted her self-portrait. These
two brilliant women, as victims, are in
a way the motifs of the German
women's movement.
German women are not eager in any
way, shape, or form to confront their
mothers or grandmothers as participants in the Nazi system. The film
"Germany, Pale Mother," was made by
WHO
DECIDES"?
YOU DO a woman, Helma Sanders Brahms,
who said, "Finally I want to make a
WJ_-fcln Y o u n r V o t e s film about the good people under Nazism: Our mothers." The view is that
women
just stayed out of politics, and
I INC
were victimized.
So the impact of Nazism has been
tines
powerful. There's no other way to explain what I think is a really unique
women's movement in Germany, exCHOICE
W h i l e you.
cept for the fact that there's no ERA,
no liberal guilt, and no sense at all that
women ought to be integrated into any
New York State - National Abortion Rights Action League
sphere of public life except the Green
2 West 64th Street, New York, NY 10023 (212) 724-5770
and Socialist Parties.
FP How do you mean, there's no
ERA?
CK That's what's interesting — we
don't have an ERA, but we have
Best Wishes
affirmative action. They have an
ERA but no affirmative action, and
so naturally — surprise, surprise —
they don't have any jobs. And now
they certainly won't have jobs, with
all the new competition, the men
coming in from East Germany. There's
145 Hudson Street, New York, NY 10013
just no way that German women will
Tel: (212) 431-9639
Fax: (212) 966-5234
get a toehold.
FP What you said about the poster of
1837 East 38th Street, Brooklyn, NY 11234
Virginia Woolf is interesting; I would
Tel: (7.18) 376-3222
think Sophie Scholl [a leader of the
White Rose student resistance moveBusiness Forms • Booklets
• Office Furniture
ment executed by the Gestapo in 1943]
would be a big hero.
CK Wouldn't you? Here they have
powerful women, Kathe Kollwitz, if
they want to have an artist, or Sophie
MEDICAL EQUIPMENT
Scholl if they want to have an activist,
a brave woman who died in the resisSALES and SERVICE
tance. There are powerful resistance
figures and staunch, old time, turn-ofthe-century feminists like Clara
Zetkin. She organized the biggest
7308-15th Avenue feminist socialist movement in the
Her journal had 100,000 subBrooklyn, New York 11228 world.
scribers in 1900. They have a very rich
(718) 232-7700 heritage, but they don't seem to draw
on it.
FP What lessons, if any can feminists
draw from the German experience of
1919 to 1945?
They're just filled with so much hatred
that has nowhere to go. What sustains
them through all of this is this feeling
that they're an embattled minority.
It's very important to them that they
have the equivalent of a uniform. They
have blazers and T-shirts and flags
and buttons, and that, somehow, sustains them psychologically, collectively.
FP How has the experience of Nazism
affected the feminist movement in
Germany?
CK The Nazi experience left women in
Germany with the sense that women

are victims. That is to say, they're very
opposed to reproductive experimentation. They're very suspicious of anything that connects business and the
state with private choice. They maintain absolutely their right to abortion,
of course, but they're very suspicious of
technology. It's a very powerful autonomous women's movement that will have
nothing to do with state funding. They
wouldn't take money if it was offered to
them. There are also a lot of battered
women's shelters, again, helping women
as victims.
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CK One thing we have to be aware of is
the danger of halfway reforms; the
danger of sitting back when a few of us
are in such privileged positions we find
ourselves being interviewed by journalists on long distance telephones,
and sitting back and thinking—"Well,
I'm tired, I'm burned out, I have my career." It's very important to keep the
initiative up, to fight for equality, which
gets tough. Often the younger generation of women that we see in college is
not angry with the world, because the
world is moderately nicer for them.
They will get angrier as they get older,
but somehow we have to keep going,
because otherwise it sets up this situation, which can happen with Black
half-progress, as well, that the people
who are actually supposed to benefit
from the reforms don't really do so.
There's an elite, a lucky few who benefit, and that's just enough to terrify
male chauvinists or white racists, and
not enough to really do much good for
the supposed beneficiaries. That's really dangerous, because that spells
backlash as soon as the economy turns
down.
The message from the Nazi period is
that women are not powerless, that in
fact they were very important, and can
be co-opted, and can be used as the
handmaidens and henchwomen, so we
need to think politically.
FP Earlier on you were talking about
how people may not have liked
particular parts of Hitler's agenda, but
they felt they could pick and choose. It
made me think of the public opinion
polls that said a majority of Americans
opposed Reagan's Contra war, or his
cuts in this or that program, and yet
he was still a terrifically popular
president. I couldn't help but draw a
parallel there.
CK Hitler was the teflon Fuhrer. Over
and over again we find opinion polls
that said most Germans didn't agree
with his extreme racism. They were
anti-Semitic, but it turns out that extreme hate-filled racism wasn't very
common. The Nazis never whipped up
that kind of enthusiasm for their racial
hatred, but they did get apathy. I don't
think we can afford to be apathetic
about apathy. When you see homelessness, and people stepping over homeless people, that's what German historians would call "the development of a
cold eye."
FP Yet what strikes me is how Americans feel that Nazism was this aberration, entirely peculiar to Germany.
How applicable, do you think, is Nazi
history to contemporary America?
CK Here's the paradox. We Americans
say, "Let's not limit the resistance in
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Germany to those heroes of July 20,
1944, who were pretty reactionary,
actually—sort of 19th century liberals
with a capital L. Let's look at the deeper
sections of the population — the working class, Catholic circles, etc. — let's
broaden our concept of resistance, or at
least call it opposition, and try to look
for messages for our own time." That's
wonderful for Americans to hear, to
see that there was a lot of ordinariness
about Nazism, that people could say,
"Yeah, I like this idea, I hate this idea,"
and they could pick and choose. We
think that's consciousness raising for
Americans because it makes us more
like Germans.
The Germans hear that message and
say, "Hey, isn't that great? We weren't
so bad after all, so you should all stop
ratting on us."
We might not like German nationalism as we see it unfolding in central
Europe; we might not like Japanese
nationalism either. But it seems to me
that we have to worry about any nation
in crisis, facing a defeat in a crusade
with an ideological edge, going
through economic crisis. Any nation in
that situation is capable of terrible
barbarism. And if they have computers, and media control and atomic
weapons, we don't know what's going
to happen. Next time it probably
won't be the Germans. Next time it
might be us.
•
OUTING frompg 24
Outing is a strategy that is aimed at
"legitimation". We argue that our
movement should aim for liberation,
not mere legitimacy. Access and acceptance are not the ultimate goals of gay
and lesbian activists. Full freedom and
the accompanying transformation of
political and social institutions to enable us to enjoy this freedom is what
we seek.
Finally, proponents of outing claim
the supposed benefit of role models.
But is Malcolm Forbes a better role
model of a successful gay man than
Armistead Maupin or Bayard Rustin?
I think not. Forbes, like other closeted
conservatives before him (Roy Cohn,
Terry Dolan), stands for the kind of
greed and dishonesty that causes
Burroughs Wellcome to overcharge for
AZT and causes other business leaders
to oppose national health care. Claiming him as one of our own does everything to titillate a homo-hating and
sexually repressed public's obsession
with the sex lives of famous people.
The debate about outing has one uncontested value. It is provoking a reexamination of the status quo of the

closet in many lesbian and gay lives.
But outing every celebrity will not
convince the literally millions of lesbians and gay men who lead closeted
lives, unconnected to the political
movement that labors for freedom, to
join, to send money or to speak out and
be counted. Only the far less glamorous and daily work of grassroots political organizing, constituency and movement building that is true to its goals
in principle and practice will achieve
what we have set out to do.
Unfortunately, there are no shortcuts to liberation.
•
Urvashi Vaid is the Executive Director of the National Gay and Lesbian
Task Force, in Washington, DC.
NANCY BUERMEYER:
On more than one occasion, I have
found myself musing with a friend
about what would happen if, all on the
same day, every lesbian and gay man
turned purple. How could straight
society possibly punish us all? The
world would see that we are indeed
everywhere. While this can't happen,
it does not change the fact that lesbian
and gay visibility is one of the surest
ways for us to achieve our civil rights
and liberation.
However, the means by which we
become visible will have an enormous
impact on the end result and outing is
not the way to go.
On the surface, the arguments in
favor of outing are appealing, particularly to those lesbian and gay activists
who have been at this struggle for too
long and have seen too much. The frustration and anger are justified. But to
turn that anger inward on our own
community is self-destructive. The justifications and intended results of outing come up far short when analyzed
and weighed against the damage done
by "turning out" our fellow lesbians
and gay men. And, Gabriel Rotello's
assertion that homophobia will fall
"once the press begins to tell the truth
about famous gays" is simplistic at
best.
"Coming out" is a process, not a onetime event. Most of us come out friend
by friend, family member by family
member, and co-worker by co-worker.
The benefits are tremendous, but the
risks are very real. Some have lost
families, friends, homes, jobs and even
their lives. It is a risk more and more
individuals are willing to take, but not
one that anyone has the right to demand of someone against her or his
will. We should continue to encourage
lesbians and gay men to "take the next
step" (the theme of National Coming
Out Day), but it is not a decision any39

one should make for someone else. It is
more than an issue of the right to
privacy. It is an issue of treating each
other with the respect and dignity we
claim to deserve from the society at
large.
Rotello asserts that lesbians and gay
men have an "obligation" to the lesbian and gay community to come out.
A sense of obligation is needed in our
community. But there is a big difference between inspiring a sense of obligation and enforcing one by sacrificing individuals to the supposed
"greater good". And if the required
obligation is to be "out" in the press,
why are we assigning this obligation
of the "everyday" person to be open
about her/his sexuality? After all, it
will take all of us to overcome the
monster of homophobia. Mainstream
America's attitude will be most affected by contact with open lesbians
and gay men who are a part of their
daily lives. Yet, no one, so far as I
know, has suggested we print the
names of everyone we know, or call
their families and employers with the
news.
Which brings us to the argument of
needing and deserving role models.
The proponents of outing contend that
famous people must be forced out, by
any means necessary, specifically because they have the visibility to challenge stereotypes and to provide role
models for young lesbians and gays.
But what kind of model will be provided by pulling a person, kicking and
screaming, from the closet and possibly ruining that person's career and
personal life in the process? It will not
be comforting to young lesbians and
gay men to see their "heroes" denying
their sexuality when it is involuntarily exposed. Nor will young people be
inspired to live an openly lesbian or
gay life if the career of a seemingly indestructible star were destroyed by
this revelation. Had that star made
the choice to come out, with strength
and pride, then s/he would indeed
provide the desired result. One willing
role model is more effective than a
hundred forcibly de-closeted.
The reality is that the lesbian and
gay community does have role models,
people with the courage and conviction to be out and accept the risks
along with the benefits. Our challenge
is to find ways to reach out to our
youth, to make the connections between them and our activists. Let them
have an entire community of caring
role models, not a few famous lives
torn open.
The obligation individuals "owe" the
community can take many forms: Writ40

ing a check, showing up for a meeting, asks them to imagine the fetus as a
slapping labels on envelopes, speaking baby seal, assuming that all the proout in the press. If we are to be a tective feelings one should naturally
movement of inclusion, we need to take get viewing an adorable white pup
people where they are, acknowledging being clubbed to death could be transwhat they can give; working to change ferred to a fetus floating in its mother's
the world, and the individual, to allow womb.
for progress toward lesbian and gay
If protection of the fetus were the
visibility and, ultimately, liberation.
basis ofthe antichoice movement, there
Despite the considerable progress might be some validity in this analogy.
made, lesbian and gay people remain But protectionism of the fetus is a
one of the most hated groups in today's minimal part of the antichoice agenda.
society. To choose individuals, against Indeed, the desire of the movement to
their will, to be visible targets is to feed exploit, control and direct the reproour own to the wolves of homophobia. ductive and functional lives of women
Lesbians and gay men do not have a is far more consistent with the agenda
choice of whether or not to be discrimi- of Capitalist Speciesism of which
nated against, only a choice of what Singer, in his Animal Liberation,
form that discrimination will take. The writes. "There can be no reason except
closet is a very real form of discrimina- the selfish desire to preserve the privition. Our anger and energies should be leges of the exploiting group for refusdirected, not at the victims, but at the ing to extend the basic principle of
equality of consideration to other spesystem that oppresses us all.
Outing amounts to a witchhunt within cies." The fact that neither the left nor
our own community — a self-righteous the right have given a theoretical or
few playing god with the lives of those philosophical home to theories of anithey determine should be out. As a mal rights or liberation is telling. Trafeminist, I do not believe in using fear ditional religion, which informs much
and intimidation to motivate anyone to of the thinking of the right, places man
fight for their rights. Fear and intimi- at the center and core of the universe
dation is the stuff of oppression, not second only to God. He is "shepherd" to
liberation.
• all plant and animal life and was given
Nancy Buermeyer is the Lesbian Rights them by God to serve his interest. The
Program Director of the National Or- left, which views history and events in
a more humanistic vein, also places
ganization for Women.
man at the center of the universe with
everything becoming a product for his
HOFFMAN from pg 3
eventual use, knowledge and purpose.
abused for their choices, even having
In both these schemata, any extenpaint sprayed on them, while creative sion of rights or privileges is only due
bumper stickers tell the reader "Get a to either a sense of compassion or out of
feel for fur, slam your fingers in a car service to the state. To this day, much
door." Then there is the Animal Libera- of the left sees animals, not to mention
tion Front. They burst into labs and everything else, through the same
destroy thousands of dollars worth of humancentric, economic, class-honed
equipment used for animal research. lens. Thus, "as long as humans are
Pictures of hooded rescuers holding being aided by medical or scientific
chickens, dogs and cats with electrodes research, the left generally won't obin their brains are throughout the ani- ject to vivisection. And as long as butchmal movement literature. In my mind's ers are given a fair wage, why should
eye I feel and know the horrors these anyone object to butchering?" (John
poor creatures are subjected to day after Sanbonmatsu, Z Magazine.)
day for the most whimsical and stupid
It remains to feminists to make and
of reasons — my stomach churns and live the connections between women's
my heart aches for them. I find myself liberation and animal liberation. For
secretly cheering their rescuers on and feminists who rail against the oppresthinking of writing checks.
sion of a system that places women in
The argument has been made that a non-being chattel relationship to the
there is a similarity between those who ruling power structure, the plight of
bomb abortion clinics and those who and present danger to all sentient life
bomb animal research labs. That both on this planet must strike particular
groups are fanatics and rather than resonance. The ultimate radicalism of
partake of the American system of a concept of both animal rights and
dialogue and debate, they prefer the animal liberation is a challenge to
strategy of direct action civil disobedi- women who are involved in changing
ence and violence. Hentoff, in his at- the world from a product-motivated
tempt to get the prochoicers to empa- profit model into a far more egalitarian
thize with the antichoice movement, and just structure.
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The consistency of supporting abortion rights, which is the fulcrum of the
women's liberation struggle, as well as
supporting the animal liberation
agenda is obvious. This would define a
real "seamless ethic" of life. One that
would include all sentient creatures in
its net, one that would not oppress and
abuse one half of its human population
and all of its non-human population.
That's being consistent!
•
SUSANA frompg 15
Elmhurst for five weeks. In her first
psychiatric evaluation she was described as "disobedient, with behavior
and academic problems. She has a short
attention span for which she is receiving medication. She attends individual
therapy twice weekly and receives
remedial help. She has had no contact
with her mother since 1973."
This last statement was inaccurate,
since the last time Susana had seen her
mother was 1969. The agency had one
conversation with Oma in 1973. This
was not the same "contact" the record
implied.
They might have simply wanted to
cover their tracks. The fact that everyone had delayed so shamefully in getting Oma's parental rights terminated
probably made them want to make
Susana's last visit with her mother
four years later than it actually was.
This didn't really absolve them, but it
probably made them feel better.
When Susana was released from
Elmhurst in July, she was transferred
to the day program. She was also transferred to another home.
Susana spent 10 months at the Jones.
At first she liked it there. "They had a
big house, a basement, a firstfloor,a lot
of rooms." They were nice, she says,
and they really seemed to understand
children. They were young themselves.
The Jones household at the time
consisted of 17-year-old Anthony, who
was a dedicated drug user, and five
foster children: Klyde and Paul, brothers, who were 13 and 15; Tabitha, 13;
Barbara, 13; and Susana. When she
was placed there, the other foster children, who had been there two or three
years, said they didn't need any more
foster children in the house.
Twelve-year-old Susana was having
a very difficult time. After being in a
household in which she had feared for
her life, the Jones were, at first, a relief.
But she was desperate for warmth,
love, attention, all hard to get with five
other children around.
"Susana was always in a fog," Mrs.
Jones said, "gazing off into space. And
when she wasn't in a fog, she wanted us
ON THE ISSUES FALL 1990

to stop everything and look at her. She
was always breaking things." Susana
was indeed defiant. She resisted any
attempt at discipline, losing her temper if she was asked to do so much as
set the table.
The summer of 1981 was particularly
difficult for her. "I just felt I didn't
belong nowhere. No one wanted me.
What was I going to do with myself?"
She made up a story that she was
going across the country "like the pioneers," and used to pretend at night
that she and the rest of her wagon
train were sitting around the campfire, "cooking and singing."
One night she set a fire in some trash
cans. "I wanted to see if I could really
roast potatoes in them," she said, "but
when I told that to Mrs. Jones, she
acted like I was crazy. It was just too
complicated to explain about the pioneers to her."
The Jones decided Susana would have
to go. "We just couldn't do anything
with her," Mrs. Jones said.
So Susana went back to Elmhurst
Hospital. When she was released, she
seemed changed. The Jones agreed that
Susana's attitude was different.
Susana wanted to stay with the Jones.
She made an effort to cooperate, to
improve. She stopped daydreaming,
stopped gazing into space. According
to Mrs. Jones, Susana "stopped getting
depressed like she used to."

In fact, Susana was periodically depressed, and her depressions lasted
maybe two days, but that was more
acceptable to the Jones — and to the
doctors at Elmhurst — than the expression of her anger had been. She
stopped lying. Mrs. Jones told her social worker that Susana stopped stealing, "though I think she still does a
little shoplifting with the boys."
The other children in the Jones house
had problems, too. Some of them were
severe. According to the agency, Mrs.
Jones was a warm, supportive person
who encouraged the children, though
at times, they conceded, she became
"frustrated."
Mrs. Jones was more than frustrated.
She was overwhelmed.
In many ways, the Jones were exemplary foster parents. They had a good
relationship themselves. They never
struck the children. They tried to discipline them by withholding privileges,
but they had six foster children who
desperately needed attention, as well
as one of their own. It was just too
much.
Still, Susana started to do better. Her
reading improved. Her grades went up
to a 70 average, which was, by all
accounts, still way below her ability.
But by November, 1981 Susana was
again back in the hospital. She told the
social worker who did the work-up that
she had trouble getting along with
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people. "I act stupid," she said, "I feel
stupid." She said she couldn't seem
to be herself. At school, she told the
counselor, "I can't seem to fit into
any group."
At the hospital Susana was given
the usual battery of tests. She tested
as "bright average," with a performance score higher than her verbal
score. She was described as having
"strong reasoning ability."
As her social worker at the hospital
put it, there are three questions
Susana asks herself constantly: Why
is life so hard? Will I be able to get
ahead? How can I keep up?
Commenting on her evaluation, one
doctor wrote, "Susana blames herself. Society blames her. ' What did
she do wrong?' they say. If she were
from a middle-class home, they'd say,
What did I do wrong?' Instead, because she was abandoned at birth
and has never had the stability so
necessary to work through the major
early issues of trust and sibling relationships, society puts her at fault.
Frankly, it's amazing to me she functions at all."
Susana's version of the Jones family and her situation differs somewhat from the agency's. "Well, it all
started offlike a nice big happy family.

And Mrs. Jones was very nice. But
there was a lot going on there and I
think she was trying to keep up with
it; but she just couldn't. It was too
much for her. It was too much for all of
us.
"Some of the kids weren't going to
school. Some of the kids were stealing.
One of the foster girls, Tabitha, got
pregnant by Mrs. Jones' son, Anthony.
The last day I was sitting waiting for
a car to come get me and Mrs. Jones
was arguing with Anthony. Later I
saw him 'in the world,' that's what we
call the world out there. Besides getting Tabitha pregnant, he got some of
the other kids hooked on drugs. Pot. I
guess considering what happened to
everyone else, they got off easy."
In January 1982, just before her 15th
birthday, Susana was discharged from
the hospital and experienced yet another rejection. She did not go back to
the Jones. As so often before, she was
told only that she was going somewhere else "for a week." The week was
more like a year. Susana was sent to
live with the Loadholz family.
Susana's adjustment at the Loadholz home was described as "erratic."
She was uncooperative. According to
the case notes, if she was asked to help
with the dishes, she would break one

Medical progress without
animal experiments?
WE COULD LIVE WITH THAT!
The American Anti-Vivisection Society has
launched a research funding program
committed to finding alternatives in research,
testing and education that does not require the
use of animals. Won't you help us!
Become a member for only $10. per year. Any additional contribution
will go entirely toward funding non-animal methods of research. The
animals can live with that.
Here are my membership
dues
Here's my additional
contribution (to fund
alternative research) ....$

$10.

Address

TOTAL $

City, State, Zip

Mail to: The American Anti-Vivisection Society
801 Old York Rd., Suite 204
Jenkintown, PA 19046

with

y° ur membership you
"
The AVMagazine

wi receive

1J times a year

Dues and contributions to The AA-VS are not deductible in computing income tax deductions because of our efforts to influence legislation.

42

"in spite."
At first, according to the social worker,
she was "filthy in her personal hygiene
but she improved...Finally she was
asked to leave because she threw a
scissors at Mrs. Loadholz' daughter."
Susana describes it this way. "We
had a fight at Christmas. We were all
sitting in the living room and Binny,
Mrs. Loadholz' daughter, was waiting
for her boyfriend. But he didn't come.
So she started punching me and I
started punching back."
Susana was given another psychiatric evaluation.
Two days after Christmas, she was
transferred to St. Mary's. St. Mary's
school for "bad girls," as Susana put it,
was not a happy place for her. She
hated it. "I certainly didn't get along
with anybody there," she said. "There
were 48 girls and me."
It is unclear whether Susana became
a real behavior problem at St. Mary's,
or whether she was simply described
as one. Her social worker said she was
violent, aggressive and dangerous. The
school claimed she tried to strangle a
teacher.
"I hated the school," Susana says.
"We didn't even know what grade it
was. I'm not even sure it was a grade
like in a real school.
"Well, I was sitting there this particular day they're talking about and
the teacher started picking on me 'cause
I hadn't done my homework. The
teacher came over to my desk and just
stood there with her hands on her hips
and said, 'O.K. Where is it?'
"And I said, Where is what?'
"And she said, Tour homework.'
"And I said, Tou mean 3 x 3 and 4 x
4? You mean 9 and 16.1 did that when
I was in the third grade.'
"And she said, 'I don't care what you
did in the third grade. That's your
homework here.'
"So I said, What grade is this anyway?'
"And she said, 'That's enough of your
lip. Just give me your homework.'
"And I said, 'I'm 15 and I ain't doin' no
third grade homework.'
"So she told me to stand up and she
grabbed me by the back of the neck like
to pull me up and I said, Tou ain't got
no right to touch me. Just take your
hands off me.'
"And then she like pulled my hair to
pull me up. I pushed her away. Teachers aren't supposed to act like that.
They're not supposed to make you do
third grade work when you're 15, and
they're not supposed to pull you by the
hair cause you don't. So I pushed her
and she started screaming and said I
was trying to strangle her."
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/ don't know the ending to
Susana's story. Perhaps she is
one of the few who "made it" —
somehow got it together, went
back to school, found a way to
live — but I doubt it.
•

EAST EUROPE from pg 17

some say I'm 'a bad woman.'
"I'm very worried about my future, as
a strongly identified Hungarian Jew,"
Marta continues. "We all feel the nationalism of the Hungarian Democratic
Forum (which beat the liberal Free
Democrats in the parliamentary elections, in part by labeling them 'cosmopolitans' and Jews). We speak about
escaping this country if anti-Semitism
becomes a fundamental and growing
motive."

for me. I'm an independent type; for a
long time I was alone. Now I got married. My husband is a songwriter who's
set the role of Anna Karenina to music
for me. Since I got married, I don't keep
up my relationship with women friends.
I get much more fan mail from girls
than boys. One girl calls me every day
— I'm her surrogate family."
My young friend Ana, who has met
people from around the world through
her involvement in the international
organization of economics students,
tells me: "My Israeli boyfriend is a
feminist, but not me. I don't think that
men and women are unequal. Women
have always worked these past 40 years,
and many want to have the choice of
staying home. I was in my organization's leadership with three men. I made
emotional decisions and they, rational
ones. Both are equally important and
valid. I can't cook or sew. I will always
work, and never work at home. Women
have control over their bodies, and we
don't need to think of ourselves as
having special problems as women."
In the final days of the Hungarian
electoral campaign, Ana takes me to a
candidates' night in her district of
Budapest. All the questions are asked
by men. Finally a woman schoolteacher
gets up. She prefaces her query with
"I'm just a stupid woman..."
I interview Marta, a biophysicist, after a Free Democrats press conference.
"I'm not a typical woman," she warns
me. "Many people say I'm a man." She
invented the Bioptron lamp, which
heals leg ulcers. She tried for six years
to get it licensed in Hungary. Finally,
she got a Swiss license.
"My situation as a woman is special.
My mother watched my kids so I could
make my invention 24 hours a day. I
bring politics into the house. My husband likes it, so we cooperate well. I
have quite a balanced and free family
life. No one does the housework. A
woman comes to clean the house once a
week. I can't cook, so we don't eat. My
kids eat hot meals at school. At home
they take from the fridge if they're
hungry. At 5 p.m. I realize I forgot to
eat lunch. I don't feel guilty though

Bulgaria
Bulgaria shocks me. I've experienced
shortages in Poland, but conditions in
crumbly Sofia remind me more of Cairo
than Warsaw. It's not uncommon to
find three generations living in a onebedroom apartment in tall, gray housing blocks. Every night the power shuts
off, and we grope our way up six flights
of stairs in total blackness until I learn
to carry a candle in my bag.
In Sofia, we rent a room in a highrise
from Dimitra, a stern and forbidding
landlady. "Take off your shoes, they're
dirty! Don't run the water!" she shouts.
She's harshly, obsessively protective
of the main income source she has, her
flat. She gets less than $15 a month on
her pension, so she sits in her kitchen
making paper flowers for cash. She
tells me she prefers the opposition: "I
don't trust them, but at least they're
not the communists." When I tell her
I'm a journalist, she gets very nervous
about all the things she's told me about
herself. "Bulgaria has been closed off
from the West for years, first by the
Turks and then by the Russians," she
tells me. That's engendered an intense
paranoia. She abruptly unplugs the
phone while I'm in the midst of a conversation. Although she doesn't understand English, she's obviously afraid
I'm talking politics on the phone.
I spend a few days in Vidin, a city on
the Danube, in Bulgaria's westernmost
corner, bordering Yugoslavia and
Romania. Marina, a translator who
works for the dairy industry, tells me
"neither the opposition nor the party
will change anything for women.
Things for us will just get worse." After
a few drinks, we start to talk about sex.
She has two teenage children. What
does she do for contraception? I've
obviously hit a difficult subject. "You
have to have connections to get an
IUD. Russian condoms leak." She's
never heard of a diaphragm. I take her
to the bathroom for a clandestine showand-tell. Later on, I discover that even
health workers in Sofia, the capital
have never heard of a diaphragm.
This northern Balkan country has
excellent agriculture. If you're persis-

Naomi Feigelson Chase, author of A
Child is Being Beaten, is also a published poet and fiction writer.
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tent you can buy tomatoes, strawberries, cherries, in the height ofthe growing season. Meat is harder to find.
Sugar and tea are impossible. Women
stand in long lines for food, alcohol.. .and
newspapers printed by the democratic
opposition, the coalition called the
Union of Democratic Forces (UDF).
The UDF press office in Sofia is filled
with men giving interviews and women
organizing events. Valentina — a former doctor now working in the press
office— arrives with supplies of coffee
and cookies. She is active in the new
women's organization Naduzda (Hope),
one of the 16 organizations in the UDF.
After a two-hour talk about conditions
for Bulgarian women and children,
I'm devastated.
The population growth rate was negative last year for the first time. And,
since the democracy demonstrations
in November, the abortion laws have
been in the process of being reformed.
Until now, married women have been
allowed abortions only after they have
two children. Even then, says
Valentina, "official formalities often
slow the process down for more than
three months, after which abortion
becomes dangerous and painful."
"After Chernobyl, a government order made abortion possible for wives
and daughters of the petty nomenklatura," Valja comments, tossing her long
black hair disgustedly. "Everything
runs on that two-class system: Health
care, housing, goods, education, work."
"Meanwhile, women who need them
— and who doesn't with housing and
pay as terrible as they are — get what
the state calls 'criminal abortions.'" An
illegal abortion costs 200 leva, as much
as the average monthly wage, 40 times
as much as a legal one.
Valja describes a case she saw herself when she worked in a dialysis
unit: "A 22-year-old woman from Thliman, not far from Sofia, was divorced
with one child. She had a criminal
abortion, lost too much blood, had a
terrible systemic infection, even swelling on the brain. She came to the
hospital. After four operations on four
consecutive days, she had a partial
hysterectomy. After 40 days, they sent
her home, feeling better. But, in fact,
she doesn't feel like a woman. Her life
was destroyed."
"A husband and wife team did the
abortion on that woman. They were
arrested by the militia and as far as I
know, the punishment was 15years."B
Jill Benderly is a freelance writer
whose work regularly appears in
Across Frontiers, In These Times
and New Directions for Women.
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that any feminist group would be proud to
have established such a clinic where women
Please direct all comments to:
were treated with respect and dignity by an
Editors, On the Issues, 97-77 Queens all female staff, including female doctors.
Boulevard, Forest Hills, NY 11374.
When Sanger did get medical backing for
the clinics she envisioned, the medics kicked
In the article "To Pee or Not to Pee" (Vol. XV, her out for being too militant. It was, again,
Summer 1990) we reprinted a poem by women, and Margaret Sanger in particular,
Marge Piercy entitled "To the pay toilet." winning a victory and men taking over and
Regretfully, we were not aware that this doing it their way.
was a corrupted version or that the poem
The other problem that Jill Benderly
had been published elsewhere. Our thanks faults Sanger on is that the Third World
to Ms. Piercy for setting the record straight gets population control, not birth control,
and for enclosing the correct form, which as a result of Sanger's connection with
we are pleased to print here.
the eugenics movement. At that time, as
To the pay toilet
Linda Gordon points out, the left and the
You strop my anger, especially
feminists tended to accept racist and ethnowhen I find you in restaurant or bar
centric attitudes, and the feminists had
and pay for the same liquid, coming and going.
traditions of elitism. The birth controllers
In bus depots and airports and turnpike plazas
got support from the eugenicists thut they
some woman is dragging in with three kids hung off her
never got from the left. Gordon states
shrieking their simple urgency like gulls.
that "if Sanger and her colleagues...chose
She's supposed to pay for each of them
to work with the eugenicists, it was
and the privilege of not dirtying the corporate floor.
because it seemed to them the only realSometimes a woman in a uniform's or duty
istic option."
black or whatever the prevailing bottom is
I shudder to think where we would be
getting thirty cents an hour to make sure
today without Sanger's struggle. Her legacy
no woman sneaks her full bladder under a door.
is not ideal. It is the struggle on a different
Most blatantly you shout that waste of resources
level in a different historical and social
for the greatest good of the smallest number
climate and we are way ahead of the game
where twenty pay toilets line up glinty clean
because of the course she set. Who could ask
and at the end of the row one free toilet
for anything more?
oozes from under its crooked door,
Let's stop bashing Margaret Sanger.
while a row of weary women carrying packages and babies
Constance Lindemann
wait and wait and wait to do
Norman, OK

FEEDBACK

what only the dead find unnecessary.

from CIRCLES ON THE WATER: Selected Poems
© Marge Piercy, Middlemarsh, Inc.
Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., 1982
ON MARGARET SANGER
Jill Benderly, (On the Issues, Vol. XIV,
1990) is not accurate when she says Margaret Sanger set the course for a major
problem with the way contraceptives are
provided today: That physicians, not
women, control the means of contraception.
Margaret Sanger made her decisions in
the context of the social and historical
circumstances of her time. As Linda Gordon points out in her book, Women's Body,
Women's Right, "although the right to birth
control is not a medical issue, the actual
delivery of most contraceptives must be
done in medical situations." In the 1930s,
according to Gordon, contraceptives were
widely available to the middle class from
private doctors, but not to the working
class and the poor, whose access to medical
facilities was limited to the treatment of
emergencies and acute or painful conditions, but excluded contraceptive and other
preventive services. Therefore, writes
Gordon, "The movement for birth-control
clinics was thus in itself a break with the
private capitalist medical system in the
United States."
Sanger had seen such clinics in Holland
and her goal was to establish a chain of
them in the U.S. For this she sought the
necessary medical backing. As a young
bride in 1941,1 went to one of the Margaret
Sanger clinics and can attest to the fact
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SUPPORT ARAB JEWS
Eleanor Bader (Volume XV, Summer 1990)
has ignored the soldiers whose faces were
burned beyond recognition by petrol
bombs, because they did not fire their rifles.
An Arab woman died after her car was
stoned by Palestinians who thought she
was Jewish. Most Israelis would readily
give up the West Bank and Gaza, if they
truly believed Israel's security would not
be threatened.
The comparison of Israel and Cambodia
on the magazine cover is inaccurate and
morally skewed. The most severely oppressed people in the Middle East are the
Jews in Iraq, Syria and North Yemen. Jews
in these countries are too oppressed to
demonstrate or to throw stones. They don't
have the option of resorting to terrorism. A
single Jew has not been known to leave
North Yemen since 1962, for example.
The left, including the Jewish left, has
been callously indifferent to the plight of
Jews in Arab countries. Jewish women are
doubly oppressed, but feminists, including
Jewish feminists, are silent. We judge Israel by higher standards than the Arab
countries, but that is a poor excuse for indifference to the persecution of Jews in Arab
countries. You must understand that Jews
were always second-class citizens in Arab
countries, even in Muslim Spain.
Susan Stein
New York, NY
THANK YOU
Received a complimentary issue (Vol. XTV)
in the mail and enjoyed the Margaret Sanger
article very much. However, it wasn't until

yesterday, after attending Brian Lanker's
"I Dream a World" at the Denver Art Museum, that I decided to subscribe. I would
have missed that exhibit if not for On the
Issues.
Thank you!
Teri Bernander
Ft. Collins, CO

REGARDING THE HOLOCAUST
Although Merle Hoffman takes the "correct stance" on global responsibility for
anti-Semitism, I consider her use of metaphor offensive. Ms. Hoffman presumes to
be a "child of the holocaust...a surrogate
sufferer" whose island vacation is disrupted
by imagined fires of Nazi death camps. As
the daughter of a holocaust survivor, I find
her rhetoric filled with drama and selfaggrandizement. Ms. Hoffman has managed to trivialize a monumental tragedy
into a story about herself.
As one who's lived with the pain of true
survivors, I don't appreciate her secondhand suffering.
Monica Gans
New York, NY
Regarding Merle Hoffman's recent editorial on the holocaust survivorship and antiSemitism, I have some thoughts I would
like to share with you regarding Alice
Miller's work. Alice Miller is a psychologist
from Switzerland and has given us a unique
perspective into what happened in Germany and, perhaps, what happens everywhere when there is suppression and aggression manifested in war or in power over
the powerless.
In her book For Your Own Good, she
proposes a theory which would surpass
Hitler's "leadership" as the polarizing force
in Nazi Germany and rather looks to the
collective rage of the German society. (Based
on the pedagogical society in which Germany raised its children generation after
generation.) She illustrates the long term
impact of abuse on children through The
Drama of the Gifted Child and Thou Shall
Not Be Aware. If there is reason to believe
that how society or the world at large cares
for its children can be responsible for things
such as the holocaust, it might turn us all
with acute concern and effort to the raising
of society's collective children.
While I don't believe that Germans
bear a hereditary taint that disposes them
to aggressive, even criminal behavior
as a nation, I do believe that they, and
other societies as well, have been exposed
to disciplinarian, non-nurturing, even violent lives as children. John Bradshaw
and others point out that such dysfunctionalities get passed down multi-generationally and such abuses are acted out in the
children.
I do not mean to minimize or to excuse
Hitler's behavior or that of other demons
who expressed their rage on society. Rather
I suggest that if we understand where this
demonic behavior came from we might, in
fact, know where to put our efforts in preventing such events in the future.
Nancy Petersen, RN
Bend, OR
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