
1

s u f f o l k c o u n t y c o m m u n i t y c o l l e g e

2 0 1 2

a f e m i n i s t m a g a z i n e
lilith

S
A

M
A

N
T

H
A

S
H

E
P

A
R

D

lilith2012



ii iii

 

                   

editor:  leah nelsen

assistant editor: danielle gadenqwere

advisor:  alice goode-elman

Editor’s Note:
It has been a great year serving as Editor for Lilith.  I was raised by a single mother. My mother’s strength and 
independence has been a true inspiration my entire life.  Although I lived vicariously through her challenges, both in 
personal and work life, I have come to understand the meaning of true female empowerment. My mother has always 
told me that as women, we do not need discouragement. Rather, we need inner strength, courage and inspiration. 
It has been an honor to be a part of such an amazing project.  I can honestly say that reading all of the submissions 
and stories of both terror and triumph has had such an impact on my own life. I have been inspired, motivated and 
enlightened by all of you. Thank you for sharing your stories.  ~  Leah Nelsen

Advisor’s Note:
Special thanks to my colleagues in the Art department at the Ammerman campus for their suggestions, support, and 
encouragement.  Special thanks to the incredibly talented art students who so graciously share their work on these 
pages for all to see and admire.  Thanks to Faye Lourenso of the Graphic Design program on the Eastern Campus and 
to Robin Tagliasacchi  for designing the layout of the magazine. Thanks to my colleagues in Women’s Studies and the 
English department who encourage their students to submit to Lilith. Thanks finally to the students of SCCC who 
continue to write candidly about the ways gender shapes their experiences. 

    ____________________________________________

  E-mail submissions to:  Lilith@sunysuffolk.edu/
  All meetings are open to students of SCC 

  Wednesdays: 11-12 in the Southampton Building  H-122  
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sexism: quieted but never gone
Amanda Hart    

Throughout my life I have always felt a certain 
discomfort with the way life is for men and women. 
It wasn’t until I was eighteen years old that I realized 
my feelings were not mine alone. They were that of a 
feminist.

As most people, I always pictured feminists as angry 
lesbians. I know it’s awful, but it’s just the way the 
term had always been illustrated to me. But one 
day out of curiosity I picked up a copy of Lilith in 
the student center. After reading the first article, I 
couldn’t believe it. It was like I was reading my own 
thoughts. So now, although I don’t draw attention 
to the fact, I am indeed a feminist to the utmost 
degree. That being said, of course I have experienced 
sexism-related issues, and I have so many strong 
opinions it is sometimes overwhelming.

One event that sticks out in my mind is an incident 
that occurred in my home with my stepfather. I’ve 
been living with my mother and my stepfather for 
about two years, and it frustrates me to see that he 
is exactly the typical male that I so extremely dislike. 
Every day I 
watch how 
he treats 
my mother 
like she is 
beneath 
him, 
and that 
basically everything in the house is her responsibility. 
I’m not saying he’s a horrible guy, they apparently 
love each other. But the sick part is, even my mom 
doesn’t realize the sexism that is so alive in the 
world as well as in our own home. It seems so natural 
to everyone that no one talks about it or cares. 
But I find it interesting how my mother works and 
pays more than half the bills, cleans everything in 
the house, and raises my younger sister while my 
stepfather sleeps. The tradition is the man pays and 
the woman takes care of everything, right? Then this 
isn’t even that. This is something worse. My mother 
gets no credit for everything she does, works a 
stressful job, and pays for more than half of the bills 
and the mortgage. Do you see any fairness in that? I 
don’t.

Unfortunately there is really nothing I can 
do. Naturally I get roped into the sexist crap, 
being forced to help clean when none of it is 
my mess. I think I would drop dead if I saw 
my stepdad wash a dish. It makes me curious 
about what would happen if my mother and 
I left. He’d probably drown under his own 
garbage and dishes. Anyway, I avoid making 
any comments because it deeply upsets my 
mother, obviously because she knows it’s true 
and there’s nothing anyone can do to change 
it. Her powerlessness turns into anger, which 
is understandable, but I’m not too into being 
yelled at for pointing out the truth. But I 
digress. The specific incident that happened 
was a few weeks ago, and it involved my 
four-year-old sister. I was in my room doing 
something, and I heard my stepdad “playing” 
with my sister, and then he got angry and 
yelled, “Don’t ever try to wrestle boys. Boys 
are always stronger than girls.” I laughed at 
the ridiculousness of the comment, but being 

innocent of the meaning my little sister ran 
to my mother and told her what he said. My 
mother then replied, “Boys are usually stronger 
than girls, but if girls go to the gym they can 
become as strong as boys.” Shortly after my 
stepdad came into the kitchen where they 
were and reminded my mother that “No, boys 
are always stronger than girls. And they’re 
smarter too.” You’d think he was kidding, but 
he wasn’t. Men seldom are when they make 
statements like that. There’s truth behind 
every sexist joke. I know it, you know it, and 
they know it. I became quickly enraged by 
this, but I decided not to get involved because 
whenever I do it only gets much worse. So I sat 
there and listened to my mother try to explain 

is obviously a hopeless 
romantic and believes 
because he’s been with 
her for a billion years 
that he loves her. But 
in my opinion, that’s 
not love. It’s putting 
up with someone so 
you’re not alone. He 
probably doesn’t even 
know my mother.  
Really know her, I 
mean. She wanted to 
be a writer. I doubt he 
even knows that. And 
even if he did I doubt 
he would understand 
the beauty there is in 
writing, or appreciate 
that my mother isn’t 
just a talking mop. 
Unfortunately because 
of my little sister, 
they’re sort of stuck 
together, and honestly 

I doubt either of them could find anyone else at this 
point so I understand the situation, and I have to just 
watch it sadly. 

The only resolution I can make is to promise myself 

that I will never end up like that. I’ve had my share 
of bad relationships, but none of them have ended 
because they didn’t treat me well while we were 
together. I only accept the best, as every woman 
should, because if we all accepted the best, it would 
become the norm, and we wouldn’t have to struggle 
to find a guy that can wash a damn dish.

I think I would drop dead if I saw my stepdad wash a dish. 
It makes me curious about what would happen if my mother and I left. 

He’d probably drown under his own garbage and dishes.

that it is possible for women to be strong, and 
my stepdad just laughed her off and continued 
to speak in a condescending manner. Then he 
added the eloquent finale, “Boys don’t like 
girls that are stronger than them.”  Ain’t that 
the truth.

I honestly don’t even 
remember what else 
transpired, but after 
that day I completely 
shut off any openness 
I had with him, and 
I continue to make 
clever remarks mocking his sexist statements. 
Although he obviously doesn’t care, I find it 
amusing. I don’t enjoy having such a damaged 
relationship with him, because he has helped 
me out a lot with my car and other things. He 
is intelligent and it amazes me that he can fix 
so many things, but I can’t help but distance 
myself, because now it is absolutely confirmed 
that he has no respect for women. My mother 

daniel parks

I only accept the best, as every woman should, because if 
we all accepted the best, it would become the norm, and we 
wouldn’t have to struggle to find a guy that can wash a damn 

dish.
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the exchange
Anonymous

A piercing cry made my body freeze with fear 
that night. It was my mother. She was screaming 
that her face was distorted as she was looking at 
her reflection in the mirror. My father was trying 
in vain to calm her down. My mom though, seemed 
to have been in her own world, in a horrible reality 
where everything was different from what she knew 
up until then, even her own face. “But look, look! 
My mouth is crooked. Something is happening to 
me. My face is changing, can’t you see?” Hearing 
those last words I think I stopped breathing. I was 
paralyzed with fear and I could hear in the dark my 
heart beating fast.

That night my mom was admitted to a mental 
health clinic; it was the night I left my carefree 
childhood behind and would never be the same 
again.  Surprised and worried about what was 
happening to my mom I started having questions: 
What had happened? Why that outburst of pain and 
anguish? What had made her collapse? The answers 
were not simple and came a long time later. As I 
was growing up I learned more things about her, 
things which went beyond the well polished surface 
of the good housewife, devoted wife and good 
mother. So, who was my mom and what feelings 
had she been accumulating for years which she had 
never dared express in such a dramatic way until 
that terrible night?

My mom was the second child of a poor family 
with seven children who all grew up in a small 
village of western 
Greece. In the family 
there were four 
younger girls and 
three boys. They 
were growing up in a patriarchal and androcentric 
society meaning that the wishes and commands 
of the master-father were never challenged while 
everything revolved around the needs and wishes of 
the male members of the family. As a consequence, 
the girls --and as the eldest daughter, my mother in 
particular-- were expected to do all the housework 
and take care of the men of the house. Their 
responsibilities included having the food ready 
whenever they were hungry, serving the food when 

they asked for it and doing their laundry and 
ironing among other things.  If they were not 
satisfied as much as they expected to be, they 
had the right to hit or even verbally abuse 
the girls as a way of reminding them of their 
subordinate position and of reinforcing their 
masculine domination in the house.

But as was later proved these were not the 
worst things that could make my mom’s life 
miserable. The worst came later when still 
being 14 years old, she realized that coming 
into this life as a woman and especially a 
beautiful one, was something that she would 
have to pay for. Because let’s not forget that 
she was a woman and couldn’t make decisions 
about her own life, was never asked about her 
desires or needs and could not even say a word 
regarding her own body.

In my mother’s village lived a very rich 
old man. Times were difficult then and the 
family’s finances were limited. That was my 
grandfather’s excuse for what would follow. He 
therefore, decided to send my mother to the 
old man to “keep him company” in exchange 
for some money. It’s not necessary to say that 
my mom had no opinion about this decision 
since my grandfather had already made the 
decision on her behalf. My grandmother on the 
other hand, was merely an observer. She never 
objected to her husband’s decisions something 
which was expected anyway given the fact 
that she was a woman.

My grandparents’ decision to treat their 
young daughter as a commodity which could 

bring them money turned her into what we 
nowadays call a “sex slave.” Nobody bothered, 
of course, to ask about the young girl’s 
feelings. The humiliation, the embarrassment, 
the guilt and the victimization she suffered, 
as she told me years later, had made her 
believe she had no right to ask for anything 
more in life and that she possibly deserved 
the punishment for her sins or mistakes she 

had made. She never protested. Besides, she 
had been raised to be passive, submissive and 
docile. She continued visiting the old man and 
every time she swallowed the words she never 
dared to utter--words of the disgust she was 
feeling for the rich old man but for herself 
too. Her rage became a suffocating knot in 
her throat that she never talked about. So, 
she endured and accepted the humiliation, 
the injustice and emotional burden until she 

reached a point when she felt nothing, neither 
pain nor sorrow. She had been transformed 
into what the others wanted her to be, a 
lifeless machine which operated according to 
other people’s needs and demands. She had 
found a shelter from pain. She dissociated 
from her body and the reality which was 
surrounding her just like some of the prisoners 
in the concentration camps in World War II did. 

I wonder-- was it just her parents’ 
responsibility?  What 
about the old man? 
Didn’t he have any 
responsibility at all? 
Wasn’t he a part of the deal? Didn’t he agree 
to make the transaction? Didn’t his attitude 
reinforce the stereotype of male domination 
over the powerless female, including my 
grandmother whose docility he took for 
granted? He was not just a man. He also had 

wealth in his hands. This made him twice as powerful 
which probably gave him a great pleasure and 
satisfaction. He took advantage of both these powers 
which he used to the maximum of his ability.

And what about the society? In the small community 
in which my mother used to live, everybody knew 
about his or her neighbor’s life. Nothing was secret. 
The society chose to justify the perpetrator and 
accuse the victim, reinforcing a vicious circle of 
shame, domination and humiliation. In the eyes of 

those people my mom was at 
least as responsible for what 
had happened. How? “She 
must have done something 
to provoke the man either 
by dressing or talking in 
a certain way,” they said. 
Taking this for granted they 
would add, “What could the 
man have done? It would 
be impossible for him to go 
against his nature.” As if he 
was a beast driven only by 
his uncontrollable biological 
urges! And more than that, 
they would say that she was 
asking for it even though 
everyone knew about the 
transaction that had taken 

place between my mom’s father and the old man. So, 
the society marginalized and stigmatized her labeling 
her to be a promiscuous, immoral and easy woman. 
The jury brought in a verdict of guilty.

It’s not difficult to imagine how a young girl who 
experiences all this feels. The rage, the injustice, 
the oppression and the shame which had never been 
expressed were transformed into depression. They 
turned inwards and transformed her into a creature 
with no self-esteem, full of guilt that lost her interest 

in life. Adopting and internalizing the distorted image 
of herself as the others created it, she was feeling 
guilty, dirty and pessimistic. Any person under these 
circumstances would make choices based on guilt 
and fear.  You learn to compromise simply because 
you’ve been made to believe you don’t deserve any 

My grandparents’ decision to treat their young daughter as a 
commodity which could bring them money turned her into what 

we nowadays call a “sex slave.”

The society chose to justify the perpetrator and accuse the victim, 
reinforcing a vicious circle of shame, domination and humiliation.

patricia johnston
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better than that. When it was time for my mom to 
make a choice in her life and get married, she chose 
my father who was 22 years older than her. The only 
criterion was that my father was the only person in 
the small society she lived in who didn’t think badly 
of her. She was grateful that even though he knew 
about her past and what people said about her he 
decided to marry her anyway. In other words, she 
saw in him the good-hearted, forgiving savior who 
would marry her, clean her name and possibly restore 
her reputation. Because let’s not forget that the 
ultimate goal for a woman in those days was to find 
a man to support her, protect her and make her a 
mother. The dream for a woman was to be a good 

housewife, a devoted wife and a good mother who in 
other words translates to a good maid with no social 
life or ambitions, such as education or work.

My father was a lovely man with great qualities. 
However, I can’t overlook the fact that he was 
old-fashioned and was also a dominant figure in 
the house. He was brought up in a conservative, 
patriarchal society where men ruled and his views 
about the position of a woman in the family were 
absolute. As a consequence, my mother didn’t evolve, 
didn’t leave the ghosts of the past behind her to 
explore who she really was and what her needs were. 
She continued to play the old familiar role--that of 
the passive, submissive woman. My father didn’t allow 
her to work, he didn’t want her to have girlfriends 
and go out with them. Let’s not forget about the 
other people! What would they say about my mom? 
What would their opinion be about a married woman 
going out without her husband? And for my dad 
people’s opinion always mattered. He even had 
a word on the way she was dressed for the same 
reason. In other words, the oppression continued, 
only this time the master had changed. It was not her 
father but her husband.

For how long can a person be oppressed without 
protesting? For how long can you let other people 
make decisions on how you should speak, dress, 
dream and live? Our souls cannot be deceived.  We 
might try to fool ourselves at times and suppress what 
hurt us and we don’t want to think about. However, 

our souls accumulate the fear, the anguish, 
the injustice and the oppression and one day 
rebel. Then, the explosion is sweeping. It 
leaves everybody with their mouths wide open 
wondering where it came from. Because the 
surface was so well polished! You followed 
all the rules, you conformed and you were so 
well adjusted to your role! “What could have 
possibly gone wrong?” they wonder.

           
I know that the reasons which lead to a 

mental illness should not be simplified and 
I am also aware that there are biological 
predispositions or chemical imbalances which 

can trigger 
a disease. 
However, to the 
old question 
regarding 

mental illness “is it nature or nurture?” 
the answer is both. A stressful life such 
that my mother had, certainly doesn’t 
help a genetically predisposed person. Our 
experiences affect all of us psychologically 
and I believe that when these experiences are 
bad and accumulate for years, they can play a 
significant role in triggering various emotional 
responses some of which belong to the mental 
health field.

Sometimes in life we learn the hard way. 
That traumatic night of my childhood and the 
years that followed near my mother who was 
trying to stand back on her feet, I learned a 
lot. I learned that I would never let the fact 
that I’m a woman be taken for granted as a 
sign of weakness, entitling others to decide on 
my behalf. My mistakes and my achievements 
are the result of my own choices. Today, I’m 
38 years old and I decided a few months ago to 
come to the USA to study. I’m proud of myself 
for this decision because I know that I’ve 
made a choice not to compromise to societal 
expectations. The story of my mother’s life 
has taught me where oppression can lead 
you.  Because I will always want to look in the 
mirror and see my face and not its distortion.

Today, I’’m 38 years old and I’ve decided a few months ago to come 
to the USA to study. I’m proud of myself for this decision because I 
know that I’v made a choice not to compromise to societal expectations.

I wanted my father and brother to understand that there wasn’t 
much of a difference between males and females these days, and I was 

capable of doing just as much as my brother was.

“you’re a girl”
Enida Zekovic 

     Family always shapes a person and their 
behavior. My family definitely did. Coming 
from a huge Muslim, Yugoslavian family, 
where males were the dominant figure really 
limited my freedom and what I was able to 
do. Women were to stay home to cook, 
clean, and raise the children. There 
was no such thing as women having 
professional jobs; they worked on farms, 
or in the garden. Wives were supposed 
to respect and serve their husbands as 
if they were kings. But as time has gone 
by women have gained more power, and 
they are able to work the same jobs as 
men.  

     In my family, males had all the 
power and females had to ask to do 
everything. Being the first generation 
to come to America, my father valued our 
tradition very much. My father, who was a 
sexist, always allowed my younger brother 
to do anything he desired, whenever he 
wanted. He never had to ask for permission 
to do anything, but I, on the other hand 
wasn’t allowed to do anything even if I 
asked. Throughout school I was a very good 
student, and I always worked for my own 
money. My brother was the total opposite. 
But he still got away with everything, and 
my dad loved him the most since he was 
the only boy in the family. Even though I 
knew I would have no luck asking to go out 
every weekend, I did anyway, and always 
got the same 
response. 
“No, you’re a 
girl.” I never 
understood 
why my father degraded women so much, 
and why, as a hard-working female, I wasn’t 
permitted to do much. 

     It took a very long time for things to 
change. It was tough going through school 

without attending birthday parties, and hanging out 
with friends. An end had to come to this; it took my 
senior year for me to rebel. Senior year is supposed 
to be one of the best teen years, and I wasn’t going 
to allow my father to take this fun away. I began 
to do what I wanted, I pushed the limits and began 
to go out with my friends every day after school, 
and every weekend was a party weekend. I pushed 
the boundaries so far that I got a tattoo, which 

really drove my father crazy. I wanted 
my father, and brother to understand 
that there wasn’t much of a difference 
between males and females these 
days, and I was capable of doing just as 
much as my brother was. My father had 
a hard time dealing with my constantly 
going out, but slowly he began to cope 
with it. My mother didn’t grow up in an 
environment much as I did because she 
had five other sisters and two brothers; 
the majority ruled in her house and the 
girls got their way. It was hard for my 

mother to begin her life with my father, since he 
wanted to hold all power, but as time went by she 
became adapted to his power-hungry greed. She 
tried to give me as much freedom as she could, but 
she didn’t have much power herself. 

   Although standing up for myself generated 
many family problems, it changed many things for 
the better. I don’t have trouble going out now and 
doing things I want to do just because I am a girl. 
And never do I have to hear “you’re a girl.” Growing 
up the way I did changed my perspective on many 
aspects of life. It will change the way I raise my 
children, and who I give more freedom to. I will 
make sure my daughter doesn’t have to go through 
the conditions I did as a child, and I will teach her 

to stand up for whatever she believes and feels, 
because there is no one who can stop her from it.

alexandra srp
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As a child I was never one to imagine my wedding, 
I knew it would happen one day, inevitably I would 
get married and have children, but the specifics 
were never something I bothered to dwell on. As I 
continued through elementary school I went to many 
sleepovers with girls I was friends with, and weddings 
were a reoccurring topic. Some of them already had 
an idea of dresses they would wear and what type of 
flowers they would carry down the aisle to meet their 
currently nameless husbands. Only now have I begun 
to understand how those discussions that at the time 
seemed harmless, are 
affecting the girls I grew 
up with.

In high school I was 
the only one who was 
never expected to settle 
down with anyone. It 
didn’t bother me; I could 
imagine my life as it 
would play out. I would 
have a nice apartment 
in Manhattan, or maybe a loft in Brooklyn. I would 
attend art gallery openings and poetry readings 
where angry women would scream about the phallic 
oppression in society while we all drank wine from 
mugs and although I would entertain a man when it 
suited me, I would never have a relationship. The girls 
I was friends with tolerated my ways, but I knew in 
some ways that my cavalier attitude towards sex and 
finding “the one” rubbed them the wrong way. 

As expected all those girls left for colleges that I 
would never be able to afford and I trudged along, 
working full 
time and 
enrolled 
at Suffolk 
Community 
College. The two flames I had while starting Suffolk 
inevitably burnt out and I met my current boyfriend 
Michael. One year and three months later we are still 
together. When I see all my friends from high school, 
they ask how he is, and remark that they never 
thought they would see the day when I had a serious 
relationship. I have discussed marriage with him, and 
it will happen. I have yet to decide what style my 
dress will be or what types of flowers will be on the 

marriage: not the be all and end all of existence   
Emma Cash   

Attention
Anonymous    

table arrangements, but I would imagine I will 
probably not even bother to decide in the end 
anyway. 

One of my close friends from high school 
is the complete opposite of me. She already 
knows the exact details of her wedding down 
to the vegetarian option that will be served for 
her more “liberal friends.” The only thing she 
doesn’t know is who she is going to marry. At 
20, she has never had a serious relationship, 
but she still believes that she will meet the 

man she is going to marry in the 
next year and if things go according 
to her plans, she will birth her first 
child at about 25. It is sad, because 
for such an intelligent girl, she is 
selling herself short. She believes 
that she needs to get married and 
that it will be the most important 
part of her life. Living in the 
androcentric society that exists, 
she believes she needs to get 

married and play the role of the woman.
Our society breeds women that believe 

marriage is the most important part of 
their life. Love is a wonderful thing, but the 
institution of marriage sets up gender roles 
that women try to fit into. Smart girls drop 
their careers in favor of being housewives and 
having children because that is expected of 
women. I want to get married, but I will never 
set myself up in the role of the housewife. 
I will have my independence and the life I 

envisioned; the only difference is there will be 
a man named Michael sitting next to me, and 
not because I need him, but because I want 
him as a person, not as my knight in shining 
armor. I can’t imagine I would make a very 
good damsel in distress.

She believes that she needs to get married and that it will be the most 
important part of her life. Liveing in the androcentric society that exists, 

she believes she needs to get married and play the role of the women

In high school I had a lot of friends, but not 
many close friends. People say you’re lucky 
if you have one good friend in your lifetime 
and you’re blessed if you have two. I always 
thought my friend Terry would be a lifelong 
friend. Loyal, caring and there for me when 
I needed her. I never imagined the attention 
she craved from boys would be the downfall 
of our friendship. I 
never thought she 
could be that stupid, to 
throw away a 10 year 
friendship all because 
she wasn’t getting the 
attention she wanted 
from boys.

There isn’t much I 
miss from high school; 
what I miss least is 
all of the drama and 
gossip. Girls were 
obsessed with what boy 
they liked that week 
and boys were obsessed 
with trying to have 
sex with a different 
girl every week. It 
seemed like everything 
in everyone’s personal 
relationships were as 
publicly known around 
the school as possible. 
Terry and I and a select 
few kept under the 
radar and made sure 
to keep our business 
private. Privacy was 
important to us unlike 
most of the kids at 
school. 

Things started to 
change when Terry 
tried out for the football team in sophomore 
year. Despite everyone’s negativity, she made 
the team and continued to play until she 
couldn‘t any longer. She was the first female 
football player our school ever had which 

made her a pretty big deal. She started getting way 
more attention from everyone, especially the boys. I 
could tell she loved the way everyone was responding 
to her. She set a great example for a lot of students in 
showing that when you want something, if you work 
hard enough you can accomplish what others say you 
can’t. She trained and practiced so much for tryouts 
and they gave her the same physical tests as they did 
the boys.

She started getting asked out often by boys in our 
school, had less time for her friends, and her grades 

were slipping. 
I tried talking 
to her and 
explaining 
that her new 
obsession 
with boys was 
messing up a 
lot of other 
things in her 
life and she 
needed to 
find a healthy 
balance. Of 
course she 
didn’t listen 
to me, and 
thought I was 
over-reacting. 
Months later 
at practice 
one day she 
tore her 
rotator cuff 
and her left 
shoulder was 
damaged. 
She couldn’t 
return to 
sports and 
the attention 
she had all 
year had 
disappeared, 

especially from boys. She became angry, depressed, 
and not herself at all. It was bad enough barely 
having my friend around because she was too busy 
with boys, but when she lost the boys’ attention I felt 
like she changed into a completely different person.

anonymous

samantha breslau
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 Throughout the last years of high school and 
college she had many boyfriends. The first few were 
pushovers and didn’t have a mind of their own. 
She saw weakness and wanted to take control. She 
wanted the control that all the boys in high school 
had over her when she craved their attention so 
much. Her last few boyfriends have been either 

abusive, jealous, or rejected her in one way or 
another. After the last boyfriend who broke up with 
her for “no reason” she decided to go after some 
of my guy friends very aggressively. I told her that 

wasn’t the right way to approach them that they 
weren’t like the scum she was used to and that they 
were all looking for serious relationships.

That day I saw the power that men have over women, or I should 
say the power women give to men, and it wasn’t pretty at all.

To this day I don’t 
know what exactly 
gave these mothers 
the idea that I was 
a slut and a “male 
attention craving 
child.” the only 
thing true about 
that statement was 
that I was a child.

 Unfortunately, Terry didn’t listen to 
me. One by one all of my friends that she had 
been trying to get with for the past weeks 
stopped talking to her. They were all looking 
for someone classy with a good head on their 
shoulders and someone who was strong- 
minded. By the way she represented herself to 

these guys she didn’t seem to fit this criteria 
at all. I didn’t return her calls for a few days, I 
was busy and she knew I was having problems 
with my boyfriend, family and life in general. 
After not getting the attention she wanted 
from the boys and now not getting it from me 
either, it threw her over the edge. She flipped 
out on me about how I hadn’t answered her 
calls and then made all these comments that 
made it obvious that the real root of her anger 
towards me was jealousy. All throughout high 
school and college I always had plenty of 
attention from guys and never had the kind 
of problems she created for herself. I’ve lost 
many friends over jealousy and envy but I 
didn’t think she was that kind of person.

 That day I saw the power that men 
have over women, or I should say the power 
women give to men, and it wasn’t pretty at 
all. I felt bad for her, there was nothing I 
could do but just let her step out of my life 
and hope that one day she would realize why 
all of her relationships kept failing. She had 
put all of these men on pedestals and grew 
so dependent on them, even the pushovers. 
They knew they could treat her however they 
wanted and she would still be there like a 
puppy dog. It was then that I realized I had no 
respect left for her, because it’s women like 
that who support the stereotype that we are 
dependent, weak-minded and that men are 
superior. She did me a favor by flipping out on 
me for no good reason; she showed me that 
she’s not the kind of lifelong friend I would 
ever want or need. She hurt me, but she’s the 
only one who is suffering now.

Growing up isn’t an easy thing to do, there 
are always new lessons to be learned and 
mistakes to be made before you can realize 
what it really means to become older and 
wiser. Adding a pair of breasts to my eleven 
year old body only made it much harder for 
me to grow up. As a fifth grader I was enjoying 
the simplicity of my life. The biggest worries I 
can remember having at that time was getting 
caught staying up past eleven to watch MTV 
and forgetting to do my homework. I wasn’t 
aware that was all going to change before I 
was ready to give that part of myself up.

 It feels as though one morning I woke 
up and all of a sudden I had breasts on my 
4’10 frame, and not just breasts, but B cups. 
For a girl my age and size it was rare at my 
elementary school to see, so rare in fact that 
it gained much attention from students and 
parents. Attention that I didn’t want nor need 
so early in life. My friends would make jokes 
about it and I would laugh because there 
wasn’t much else I could do and eventually 
it became less and less an issue among them 
and they became the least of my problems. It 
was the parents, mothers to be exact, of my 
girlfriends that seemed to have the most to 
say about my newly developed chest and it 
wasn’t anything nice.

 To this day I don’t know what exactly 
gave these mothers the idea that I was a slut 
and a “male attention craving child.” The only 
thing true about that statement was that I was 
a child and it was so hard to hear these words 
from my friends who overheard their mothers 
on the phone with each other. I couldn’t 
understand it at all; I questioned my friends 
as to why their moms would think such a thing 
and the only explanation we could come up 
with was that I looked the part, even though I 
wore mostly t-shirt style clothing and jeans to 
school. The only time I ever showed a lot of 
skin was gym class when I wore knee length 
cotton shorts. It had to be my breast size 
that was causing all this controversy, and sure 
enough I found out in the most embarrassing 

eleven years old and all they saw were my breasts  
Lauren Jusino

way that it was.
 It was a very hot day at school and all the 

girls had on dresses, shorts and tank tops. It wasn’t 
uncommon for this type of dress in the month of 
June. I was wearing my new pink tank top from Rave 
Girl, a very popular girls clothing store in the mall 
that all my friends had in different colors. The shirts 
all had built in bras but my chest was too big to skip 
a bra all-together so I didn’t. I had been at school 
almost a full day before getting called down to the 
principal’s office. 

     I panicked because I had never been in trouble 
and couldn’t think of a reason why I was now. 
When I went to speak with my female principal she 
proceeded to tell me in a calm, somewhat soothing 
voice that my bra straps were causing a distraction to 
the boys in class and she would advise me not to wear 
tank tops to school anymore unless I hid my straps or 
wore something over it to conceal them. I nodded, 
smiled, and agreed to do what she asked. When I 
left her office I ran to the girls locker room, without 
permission, to change into my gym t-shirt even though 
school was almost over. 
I cried a bit before 
I returned to class. 
I was so embarrassed 
I couldn’t make eye 
contact with any other 
students.

 I told my friends 
what had happened 
because they asked and 
without even realizing it I 
just helped aid in the 
spread of gossip. Some 
of my friends told their 
moms and it only added 
fuel to the fire and what they thought was proof that 
I only wanted attention amongst my peers. After 
this I wasn’t invited to as many birthday parties as 
I had been before, I got attitude from moms when I 
would call their house to speak to their daughters, 
and worst my best friend’s mom had heard all these 
rumors about me from other moms and wouldn’t let 
her come to my house after school anymore. 

          

anonymous



12 13lilith2012 lilith2012

My life was unraveling before my eyes and I couldn’t 
take it any longer. I finally told my mom everything 
because I couldn’t handle it alone. At first I was afraid 
she would believe the other moms’ word over mine 
and think I was a “slut”. It was completely opposite 
and my mom revealed to me she had a similar 
situation happen to her when she was in high school. 
Her course of action was to call my best friend’s 
mom and then the school. It worked and soon enough 
things got better for me. Although the teasing from 
the boys was inevitable I dealt with it the best I could 
by telling on them so that it would stop, and 
for the most part it dwindled because all 
the guys were afraid to get in trouble.

 Now that I am twenty years old 
and have been through and seen so much 
already I have an idea of what made that 
part of my childhood so controversial. 
Movies and media play a big role because 
they portray females in a sexual way most 
of the time.  There’s the damsel in distress 
type, or the vixen, and there is usually a 
man to save or ruin them. Because I was so 
young when I started to develop that look 
of a sexual teen, people around me began 
to see me not as I really was but as they 
saw girls that looked like me in movies or 
television shows. They automatically saw 
me as promiscuous, mean and dangerous, 
as opposed to the wholesome image they 
wanted their daughters to have. 

 I went through all this unfair 
treatment and self-esteem issues earlier in 
life than I should have because of what? My 
breasts? Or the fact that I now possessed 
something that made other women jealous. 
Men would often look at me and it made 
me very uncomfortable to say the least. I 
didn’t want any of that attention because I 
wasn’t ready for it and it was crazy of those 
women to suggest such a thing. Men can 
make women so paranoid just by looking at 
other women, let alone a young woman. I 
think overall I made them uncomfortable and the best 
way for them to avoid feeling like that was to avoid 
me.

 I understand now that there are certain ideas 
and stereotypes of sexism that have affected the 
perception of femininity. This is the way it is and has 

been for awhile now and although in today’s 
society women are more liberated and free 
to be sexual in nature it doesn’t mean that 
the majority of the population, including 
some women, agree or even want to see that. 
Women are beautiful and complex beings who 
carry things with them to remember times in 
their lives where they have learned lessons 
worth remembering. This is the lesson I took 
away from that experience and I am proud to 
say that because of what I endured then I have 

become someone who goes after what they 
want and won’t let the words of jealous or 
ignorant people stop me from being who I am 
and accomplishing my goals.

 

 Our society is mainly androcentric in our 
thinking and our actions. Androcentrism is 
the idea that our culture’s norms are typically 
characteristic of men and not women. Simple 
phrases like “mankind” and calling objects 
“he” are just a few examples of this. In history 
men were always 
educated more than 
women and had more 
rights. Society has 
valued men more 
and their point of 
views, and men have 
written the laws of our 
society and ultimately 
made themselves 
more important 
than women.   Many 
things in medicine 
use men as the norm 
for both sexes.  Some 
drugs, for example, are only tested on men 
and then marketed to both sexes.  But over 
time we have learned to be on the lookout 
for such abuses. In an androcentric world 
men are unconsciously the main actors and 
participators of life. I experienced an example 
of androcentrism when I went to the “Bodies 
Exhibition” in South Street Seaport.

 When first entering the “Bodies 
Exhibition” I was excited to see the specimens 
and to learn about the structure and functions 
of the body. It was very informative and 
extremely interesting to me. The bodies are 
presented in a way in which the muscles, 
nerves and 
bones are 
preserved 
to look 
like they would look inside the body. A way 
to picture it would be to take a living body 
and strip it of its skin, leaving only muscles, 
nerves, blood vessels or fat.  There are 
bodies mainly of muscle, bone, nerves and 
even body fat.  As I went through the exhibit 
I began to notice something that disturbed 
me greatly. When talking about the body, 

bodies exhibition:  a lesson in androcentrism
Erica Andersen      

alberto catano

and its components and functions, all of the models 
were male. The full body examples of the muscle 
system were male. These models were clearly male 
because every part of the body was visible including 
the reproductive organs. As I moved through the 
exhibit the models of muscle, veins, nervous system 

and bones were all male. 
By doing this the exhibit is 
inferencing that the “norm” 
for the body is the male body.  
We all know that there are 
many differences between 
the female and male body. 
To say that this is the human 
body and this is how it is 
structured, when there are 
only male models being shown 
is very androcentric.

 The few times a full 
woman’s body was shown was 
when they were explaining 

any differences that there might be between the male 
and female body. I would find nothing wrong with 
this if there were female bodies that represented the 
human body. A time a women’s body was shown was 
when explaining differences like women have twenty 
percent more fat than men. Another difference was 
the difference in breast tissue. The largest and most 
obvious difference is in the reproductive system. 
They showed the female body in whole and also parts 
of the body separate from the body. In total there 
might have been approximately between three or four 
whole female bodies.

 I know of other people that have noticed this 
and also have been disturbed by it. This is just one 

small example of the many instances in the world 
when men are portrayed as the “norm” of human life. 
In the present I would like to think that our society 
has gotten better with equally using the terms male 
and female or using phrases like human, person, and 
he or she. Clearly our society still has some way to go 
in eliminating androcentrism.

I would like to think that our society has gotten better with equally using 
the terms male and female or using phrases like human, person, and he or she. 

kristen jung
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her son. 
 The LAPD, at this time, is known to be very 

corrupt. They care only about building up a reputation 
for themselves. Christine’s resistance to this imposter, 
who claims to be her son, is deemed unacceptable 
to the LAPD, for it was making the LAPD look bad 
in the public eye. Women displaying any form of 
independence or disruption were seen as a threat to 
this male dominated society, and in particular, a male 
dominated LAPD.  Captain J. J. Jones of the LAPD 
continuously tries to convince Christine that the boy 
is her son. For a moment, she is almost convinced 

and takes the 
boy as her own. 
However, she 
realizes he is 
not her son once 
she sees the boy 
is circumcised 
because her 
son never was. 
Captain Jones 
tries telling 
her any “sick” 
person could 
have done this 
to him during 
his five-month 
disappearance. 
She then points 
out that her son 
was taller than 

the boy she has now. No matter how hard she tries to 
fight for them to help her find her real son, the police 
continue to take advantage of her and completely 
disregard her claims. 

 Christine refuses to give up though. She 
continues to request that they search for her son, 
even as the LAPD keeps on neglecting her in order 
to uphold their reputation.  They see her constant 
persistence as “disruptive,” and to get her out of 
the way they send her to a mental institution. The 
man who sends her to the institution proclaims, 
“Something is wrong with you. You’re an independent 
woman”.  Eastwood’s response to this comment was, 
“The period could not accept it”.  It was common 

You see it everywhere. Television, movies, even 
books. Women characterized as ‘whores’ or ‘sluts’. I 
wish that I could say that it was just an example of 
the everlasting sexism in the world, but truthfully 
I hear women call each other these names just as 
much as men do. Personally I refuse to ever use 
either way to describe a woman, because even if 
she is standing on the street offering sex for twenty 
dollars, it is no business of mine or yours why she is 
doing that, and it doesn’t make us better than her-- 
only different. So often these women are labeled and 
treated like some sort of thing that exists in life, for 
others’ amusement. Men find strippers when they feel 
like it, and regard them as playthings for a party, like 
a five-yea-old would have a clown. 

Most people tend to act as if they are the only 
protagonists in the world, and all the people around 
them are just friends or obstacles. When a friend 
betrays them they say, “I hate liars and fakes. I need 
good friends,” while they could be a married man’s 
mistress. The truth is no one is an innocent; someday 
you’ll more than likely be the villain 
in someone else’s story. 

 I am writing about this strange 
topic because I, a good student, friend, 
sister, and human being, am technically 
a slut. But do I have no talents? Do I 
have no passion? Do I make choices just 
to be awful? No. I have friends and a 
family; I have favorite books and hopes 
and dreams, and endless memories of 
those I love. But to the average person, 
I am almost a two dimensional creature, 
there to separate the goods girls from 
the bad. So I am writing this paper today 
to show the other side of the story, 
because despite what most people seem 
to think, no story is black and white. 
There are always feelings. And there is a 
reason for everything people do.

 I have recently had an 
experience where I was the villain, and 
it showed me the side of the story that 
is so seldom told. I suppose it’s possible some people are 
just nasty, but I still believe that even the nastiest person 
has someone in their life that they love. A movie that 
cheers them up. Because I know I do, and I was a bad guy 

even whores have hearts 
Amanda Hart

just the same as the ones we watch in movies. The 
truth is we’re all human, and we’re all complex 
beings.

 All of my experiences with love had ended 
in ruins; and I was always left broken. But one day I 
finally had enough. I realized that there is so much 
more to life than romantic 

relationships, despite 
how our culture makes it 
seem. Now, following the 

Merriam-Webster 
dictionary, I am quite 

the slut. But I’ve never 
felt more alive and free. 
My female friends ask me 
“how can I be like this?”, 
and I tell them the key 
is to really not care. Not to pretend not to care 
or play ‘hard to get’ so they like you more. The 
key is to genuinely know that your life matters 
all on its own, and not care whether or not a guy 
calls you tonight. It’s easier said than done, but if 
I can do it, anyone can. Now when I meet a cute 
guy, I’m nice to them, but I don’t exert loads of 
effort. Women have forgotten that we shouldn’t 
have to work for love. The fact is if a guy thinks 
you’re special, it will show in his actions. He’ll call 
you back. So now when I’m interested in a guy, I 
text him once. He replies or he doesn’t. We hang 
out or we don’t. Never begging, never making 
excuses. With this attitude everything is so much 
clearer, and that stress is gone from my life. I have 
complete control, and all it takes is letting go of 
hoping for your John Cusack moment and having 
fun with your life, instead of obsessing about 
every relationship and hoping they’ll stay with you 
forever. Make your life great, and invite a partner 
into it, instead of building it around them. Love 
is a beautiful thing, and if someone truly loves 
you, they’ll want to be a part of your life, and you 
won’t have to play any games to make them stay. 
So the point of all of this is that although I may be 
considered a ‘whore’ for the way I live my life, I’m 
really just the beginning of a revolution. 

                And the sex has never been better. 
  

loren arena

jonathan rouzka

The 1920’s was a turning point for women. 
The women’s suffrage movement changed 
everything for women. For many years, women 
were thought to be inferior to men. They were 
deprived of rights that women have today such 
as the right to vote, working for money, and 
being their own person without being property 
of a man. Despite this movement for women, it 
was still difficult for them to gain the respect 
they deserved from men. 

 Clint Eastwood has directed a number 
of films 
involving 
a feminist 
outlook, 
such as 
Million Dollar 
Baby, which 
is about 
a female 
boxer.  More 
recently, 
his movie 
Changeling 
is based on 
a true story 
that took 
place in 1928 
Los Angeles, 
and it is 
the perfect 
example of 
female disempowerment in the 1920’s. 

Changeling is about a single woman, Christine 
Collins, who is raising her eight-year-old son, 
Walter, all by herself. At the opening of the 
film, we are shown Christine’s independence 
as a woman and single parent, and as a leader 
of her family. Christine goes to work one day 
leaving her son Walter home alone, which 
was considered safe in the 1920’s.  When she 
returned home that evening, her son was 
missing.  She notifies the LAPD of her missing 
child, and five months later her son is returned 
to her. When Christine is reunited with Walter, 
she denies that he is hers, telling the LAPD 
that the boy they have returned to her is not 

changeling: a film review
Leah Nelsen 
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No.
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  Women have been degraded for many 
reasons throughout history.  Sometimes they 
are looked down upon for their behavior, or 
for their professions, or even for the way they 
dress.  A personal 
experience that 
I have had with 
this comes from 
a girl named 
Rebecca.  I had met Rebecca at a party for one 
of my friends.  She seemed very down to earth 
and to have a good head on her shoulders, 
until we started talking.  At first it was the 
basics, where she was from, how old she was, 
etc.  As the night went on she started to make 
a few comments that didn’t really quite 
fit her personality.  I had asked her what 
she did for money, since the economy 
was going downhill, and she replied that 
she went to school during the day and 
that at night she was a stripper.   

Imagine my shock when she said this 
because there was no way I would even 
imagine she did this, and I had never 
known anyone who stripped for a living.  
She had told me that she wasn’t very 
proud of it but that it paid the bills 
and it was easy money.  I did not see 
anything easy about getting up in front 
of a bunch of strangers that were guys, 
being practically naked and getting paid 
for it.  

Rebecca had gone through the process 
with me and had no problem expressing 
her self in front of the whole crowd we 
were around.  She explained everything 
from getting ready for her performance, 
to the other girls that worked along 
side her.  They would talk about how 
they hoped there were ugly men there 
because the ugly men paid the most and 
they didn’t really get out of line.  The good 
looking men would usually taunt the girls or 
use vulgar language towards them and were 
cheap.  They were the ones that were just 
messing around trying to have a “free show”.  

I had asked her if she felt disrespected at times, if 
anyone ever acted up or did things that they weren’t 
supposed to while she was working.  As if it were 
a normal everyday way of going about things, she 
claimed that of course people grabbed her and threw 
money at her but that was part of the job.  She knew 
very well what she was getting herself into and that 

not many people could 
do what she does, and 
someone has to do it.  
I thought this was odd 

because I don’t believe anyone has to get up on stage 
and do what they do.  I think it is disrespectful to all 
the girls and give girls a bad name.  After saying this, 
she then reminded me that there were male strip 
clubs and they are starting to get really popular as 
well.  So it is not just the men degrading women but 
the women also play a part in degrading men.  

 In this 
society though, it 
is much worse to 
degrade women than 
it is to degrade men 
because it has been 
going on for so long.  
Not many people 
think a male stripper 
is as bad as a female 
stripper; female 
strippers will be 
called sluts and male 
strippers will be 
praised.  If any one 
saw Rebecca, the 
thought of being a 
stripper would never 
cross their minds, 
but maybe that 
is the point, and 
maybe deep down 
Rebecca is a little 
embarrassed.  There 
are going to be a lot 
of things women do 

that might be frowned upon; it is the way the women 
look at it that shows whether or not it affects them 
as it does the rest of the world.  

during this time as women began to assert their 
independence that men would send them off to 
mental institutions as a way to disempower them. 

 The men of the LAPD completely 
abandoned their duty and were selfish by not 
working to their full potential to find a missing 
child. The LAPD did not want to further damage its 
already bad reputation. They mistakenly thought 
that since Christine Collins was a distraught woman 
in fear for her child’s life, she could be easily taken 
advantage of. They expected her to settle for any 
child that 
was thrown 
her way. 
Christine 
stood up 
against the 
men of the 
LAPD because she knew she was right. She wanted 
the LAPD to search for her own flesh and blood, 
and she refused to accept the ludicrousness of 
the LAPD. Her defiance led to an unwarranted 
institutionalization in a mental hospital.

 Christine Collins was ultimately released 
from the mental institution with the help from 
a local radio preacher who was aware of the 
corruption within the LAPD. Sadly, her son Walter 

They mistakenly thought that since Christine Collins was a distraught 
woman in fear for her child’s life, she could be easily taken advantage of. 
They expected her to settle for any child that was thrown her way. Christine 

stood up against the men of the LAPD because she knew she was right.

I had never known anyone who stripped for a 
living. She had told me that she wasn’t very proud of 
it but that it paid the bills and it was easy money.

was never found. 
He was allegedly 
taken by serial 
killer Gordon 
Northcott, who 
drove around 
picking up 
young boys for 
slaughter. One 
captured boy 
who escaped 
said he knew 
Walter and that 
they escaped 
together, 
but then got 
separated. Since 
Walter was never 
found, there is 
speculation as 
to whether he 
was caught and 
killed, or is still 

out there somewhere.   
Despite the ill-fated attempts made by 

Christine to find her son, her inherent strength 
and courage changed the LAPD, along with 
several laws. Christine Collins filed a lawsuit 
against the LAPD. Police are no longer 
permitted to place someone in an institution 
without a warrant. Despite the LAPD’s efforts 
to protect themselves from bad press, the 
corruption that took place in the Collins’ case 

was ultimately exposed to the public.  The 
LAPD told the boy they found to lie and say 
that he was Walter Collins. Christine Collins 
never stopped searching for her son until her 
death in 1996.

stripped down
Senem Yigitsoy

dan parks

anonymous
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Maureen Burdock. Spluff!, 2006–2007. 

Marta & the Missing is the first 
in a five-part super-heroine 
graphic novel series. This is a 
page from that book, in which 
Marta, a fictional character 
based on one of the murdered 
women from Juarez, Mexico, 
stops the criminals from raping 
another victim.

maureen burdock:   
Guest Feminist Artist      

“I wanted to create a superheroine, 
a female character possessing strength 
and agency, who could intervene on 
behalf of the women of Juarez.  I based 
superheroine Marta on the image 
of one of the thumbnails I found of 
actual femicide victims. I also painted 
a dozen portraits of some of the women, 
to be exhibited and to be found in the 
front and back of the book. I chose oil 
paint on canvas for these as an act to 
honor their memories. Oil portraits 
are usually only commissioned by 
the very wealthy, and most of the 
femicide victims were maquiladoras—
poor factory workers. They story I 
wrote was fictional, and intended to 
impart a sense of hope for a world that 
can be reimagined and reauthored. 
In it, Marta is led by Alma, one of 
the deceased, to sites in Juarez where 
violence against women is about to 
occur. As a karate black belt, Marta 
stops the perpetrators.  She gathers 
support of the women she saves, and 
eventually of the whole community of 
Juarez, to stop these atrocities.”   

       
Excerpt from: “The F Word Project: Comics that 

Cross Borders,” courtesy of the artist 

See Harvest of Women by Diana Washington 
Valdez for the investigative journalist’s 
account of the unsolved rapes and murders 
of hundreds of women in Ciudad Juarez over 
the past decade.

To view more inspirational feminist look 
on the internet for the Booklyn Museum’s 
Feminist Art Base and the Elizabeth A. 
Sackler Center for Feminist Art

  Whether it’s due to the rise in reality 
television, female musicians being stuck in 
pop-limbo or celebrity women having no ideals 
or values when it comes to anything let alone 
feminism, it seems as though for at least 
the past ten years there has been a void of 
feminist icons. The 1990’s were booming with 
self-assured, proud-to-
be-women who inspired 
millions. It seemed 
promising that this dare 
I say, “Movement”, 
would continue into the 
future. However, it has 
not continued at any 
momentum to speak of 
and might even be dying 
off. Through TV and CDs, 
I was almost raised by 
these women and am 
sad to not see a new 
generation sprouting.

The 1990’s most 
memorable feminist 
icons were the Spice Girls, Gwen Stefani and 
controversially, Courtney Love. The Spice Girls 
broke out around ’97. Although the Spice Girls 
were the epitome of pop music, their lyrics 
contained motivating lyrics for young women 
and their songs were often referred to as “girl 
anthems”. The Spice Girls even started the 
“girl power” movement among young girls, 
instilling these ideals in them at a very young 
age. Gwen Stefani was first seen and heard in 
’92, with the band No Doubt. Gwen Stefani 
was one of a kind; she was the only chick in 

the band and was seemingly a tom-boy with 
a sassy edge. No Doubt was very successful 
and especially in the song “I’m Just a Girl” 

Stefani’s thoughts and ideas are conveyed clearly. 
Courtney Love, the lead singer of almost-all-girl-band 
Hole, became big in ’91. Hole wasn’t just in the rock 
scene; they had progressed into the grunge scene 
which for a mostly-female band wasn’t easily done. 
Their lyrics, which are about an array of things, often 
contain a female perspective that was missing and 

still is missing to 
this day. Not only 
did Love’s music 
make her a feminist 
icon, she became 
out-spoken about 
it. Making quotes 
such as “I’m not 
a woman, I’m a 
force of nature” 
and in reference 
to certain want-to-
be-feminist groups 
that taught wrong 
ideals (Riot Grrl 
movement), “That’s 
not feminism, that’s 

cultural anorexia”. However, due to personal drama in 
Courtney Love’s life such as heroin addiction and her 
husband, Kurt Cobain’s issues, some people decided 
to view her as crazy and irrelevant. However, the 
woman is a lyrical genius and when she isn’t abusing 
substances, is a respectable, insightful individual. 
Being a recovering heroin addict myself, I can relate 
to Courtney and empathize on a level most people 
cannot, and choose to see her for who she really is 
and not her addiction.

Today, young women are looking up to and trying to 
emulate those seen on shows such as “Jersey Shore”-- 

immature, unintelligent, young 
women themselves, who are often 
only promoting drinking and sex. I 
honestly enjoy this show a lot and 
can appreciate the individuals on it 
for the people they are. However, the 
more I go out the more I see young 
girls literally orange with skimpy-

clothing and overdone jewelry. In other words, all the 
girls are trying to incorporate this trash New Jersey is 
known for, which “Snooki”, “J-Woww” and the others 

the lack of feminist icons in recent years
Corynne M. DeMatteo  

The 1990’s were booming with self-assured, proud-to-
be-women who inspired millions. It seemed promising 
that this dare I say, “Movement” would continue 
into the future. However, it has not contimued at any 
momentum to speak of and might even be dying off.

courtney surmanek
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refer to as “style”. Well, jokes on them. I understand 
shows like this and “The Real World” are trying to 
portray a young, fun party-scene. However, some of 
the young girls that watch these shows take it too 
literally and are too young to appreciate it for what it 
is. 

Female musicians today are also stuck in what I 
like to call “pop-limbo”. Katy Perry, Hayley Williams, 
Lady Gaga and the rest of them don’t really set 
much example for young women either and aren’t 
feminists in any sense 
of the word. Lady 
Gaga bounces back 
and forth between 
being a feminist or 
not more than she 
does between being 
bisexual and straight. 
She has become a 
Madonna-copycat 
who will say anything 
that’ll make whoever 
is around happy at 
the time. Katy Perry 
and Hayley Williams 
are both artists who 
are making pop music 
due to the inability 
to break into the 
mainstream rock 
scene as a female 
today, keyword there 
being mainstream 
(indie music contains 
many women). I love 
Britney Spears and 
always have but she 
is not even close to 
being a feminist icon 
either.  Pink would probably be the only artist close 
to being at least a role model for young women with 
her songs such as “Stupid Girl”. Beyoncé’ also has 
female anthems such as “Upgrade You” and “Girls 
(Who Run the World). However, both do things that 
go against what these songs, which mind you they 
probably did not write themselves, say. Such as taking 
their clothes off for money and having “racy videos”. 

Whether they’re too rich to care or really lack the 
self-respect they appear to, famous women today are 

nowhere close to being role models let alone 
feminist icons. Perhaps society is evolving 
and the need for feminist icons just isn’t 
there now that women are often in positions 
of power. Now I myself am not a feminist, I 
believe in some of the views of feminists but 
I like the racy videos, I will admittedly, often 
dress provocatively and have been that drunk-
girl many times that “Jersey Shore” portrays. 
However, I’m not putting myself on a pedestal 

of society and becoming a celebrity anytime 
soon. It’s just always nice to see a strong, 
confident woman in entertainment. Especially 
one that plays an instrument writes lyrics or 
has a TALENT in general, instead of the usual 
train-wreck that is convinced they’re different. 
The world needs a new Courtney Love, a 
female who will wear a dress, heels and 
lipstick and will kick your ass in all three. 

anonymous

anthony distasi

      For many years gaming has always been 
a hobby of mine.  As technology advances, so 
does gaming consoles and how they function. 
On the Xbox 360 one of these advances in 
technology is voice chat. It is a way for players 
to communicate and make playing a more 
involved playing field. 
It has also opened 
up ways for players 
to bully and belittle 
other players. I have 
had my fair share 
of good and bad 
experiences. All on the negative experiences I 
have had, are gender related.

The gaming scene is catered to what is 
believed to be a male-dominated industry. In 
most of my gaming sessions, it is extremely 
rare to find another girl playing that actually 
uses voice chat and I believe it is because they 
have also most likely shared the same negative 
experiences I have had. When playing a game 
with a group of friends I was told by a random, 
male player that I “should have a muzzle 
put on” me. Even when I am not using voice 
chat I have received rude comments. When 
playing a game without even having 
a mic plugged in, I have received 
messages asking for nude pictures 
of myself and other disrespectful 
and disgusting comments. There 
have been several complaints from 
women having similar issues of not 
being accepted as “real” gamers 
just because of the fact that they 
are female. These issues have lead 
to the creation of groups for women 
gamers to join so they can play with 
other ladies. One example of an all 
girl group is The GamerChix, and I 
am proud to say I am a member.  It 
promotes respectable behavior and a 
relaxed and fun environment to play 
games in which to play games without having 
to worry about what you’re going to be called 
during the next round.

gamer chix 
Sarah Rogers

One observation I have made through my 
experience on Xbox is that there are several groups 
of young children that play on there. Something 
that stands out and disturbs me is the fact that 
the young girls and boys both communicate in very 
different ways, neither being good. The younger 
boys are usually the ones who trash talk and it 
makes you wonder why. I believe it is because 
they lead by example and I am nearly positive it is 

because 
they see 
the older, 
“cooler” 
guys saying 
hurtful 
things to 

girls. This truly does bother me because it makes 
me question what kind of men these boys will 
grow up into when they think it is okay to belittle 
someone and judge them just because of their 
gender. Younger girls on Xbox seem to be the most 
bullied. They are bullied because of their voice and 
are judged harshly by other players if they aren’t 
good at a particular game. It ruins their self-esteem 
and takes away some of the pride of being a woman 
because it is very obvious the reason they are 
getting this negative attention is because of their 
gender.

As you 
can see, 
women are 
treated 
quiet 
differently 
from guys 
in the 
gaming 
world. 
Women are 
glorified 
sex objects 
to boys and 
men in the 
industry 
and this 
leads to 

bullying and diminishing self-esteem for girls and 
women. The gaming world just hasn’t come to 
fully accept women gamers and it is saddening. 

When playing a game with a group of friends I was 
told by a random, male player that I “should have a 
muzzle put on” me. Even when I am not using voice 

chat I have received rude comments. 
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With groups like GamerChix, we are sure to change 
things.

 Video games have been stereotyped as a male 
pastime. If a woman was to play a video game it 
was expected to be Pac-man, Tetris, or some other 
strategy type of game. The shooting games such 
as Call of Duty, Tekkin, and Soul Caliber have been 
stereotyped as games that men would play even 
though there are women characters in Tekkin and 
Soul Caliber. Men rarely would play as the women in 
those games 
even though 
the option 
was given. 
All of the 
“masculine” 
games that 
I’ve mentioned 
have an option 
to be able to 
play online 
against players 
from all over 
the world as 
well as the 
United States. 
The way you 
join a game 
online is to 
join a party 
and continue 
playing with 
that party 
until the night 
progresses and 
many players sign off.  Call of Duty is different from 
other games mentioned because the players can 
talk to each other using Bluetooth headpieces to 
enhance the chances of their team winning. There 
is no way to create your character as a girl, though, 
besides your username, there are different emblems 
that may suggest that the player is a woman.   

 Call of Duty has been such a popular game that 
they have made five different kinds and the latest 
one currently is called Modern Warfare 2.  I like this 
game. The highest level that a player can be is level 
70 and I am currently at level 69.  My username 
is gender-ambiguous though I have changed it 

recently to something that has hearts on it. 
As I’ve stated, the players are able to talk 
via Bluetooth if they have set them up. Any 
player can listen to the players talking unless 
they mute them.  Playing the game one night 
against various ranging level players I decided 
to change my emblem over to one that has a 
heart on it and is pink. This may have been a 

fatal mistake 
on my part.        

 After every 
game I kept 
scoring within 
the top three 
players out of 
a pool of ten 
players. Every 
time I would 
shoot and kill a 
player I would 
hear the men 
talking through 
the Bluetooth 
about how 
this “guy” 
keeps killing 
them and they 
were getting 
irritated.  In 
the middle 
of switching 
games is 
when a new 

emblem was available to me and I changed 
it to something that would be considered 
girly. The symbol pops up on the screen of 
the player you have killed after every time 
you’ve killed them.  After I switched to the 
girly emblem, the tone and the dialogue 
between the players changed drastically.  I 
was able to finish that game once again within 
the top three players, but that would be my 
last time. As I was listening to the players 
talk throughout the game, the phrase, “That 
guy won’t stop killing me!” turned into, “That 
bitch keeps killing me.”  It was accepted when 
the players were under the assumption that I 

that bitch keeps killing me:  when a woman plays “modern warfare 2”  
Laryn Vingiello  

anonymous

was a male that I was killing them and though 
they were irritated they did not escalate their 
feelings into name-calling until they were 
under the assumption that I was a female.  
The conversation 
deteriorated into 
a downward spiral 
about how it was 
“embarrassing” that a 
girl was beating them 
in the game so badly.  
Then I heard them 
talking about making 
sure they get back at 
the “woman” in the 
next game. Once the 
next game started I did 
not stand a chance in 
being able to place as 
highly as I had before. 
It seemed that players 
would stand next to 
each other and just 
shoot me rather than 
shooting at each other.  
I ended up getting one of the lowest 
scores in that game and ended up being so 
frustrated that I stopped playing for the 
night.  This was all provoked by “hurting 
the men’s pride” by playing as a woman 
and being better than a man. 

 I have grown up in a household that 
consists of my mother, father, sister, 
and I. Women are dominant in my 
household and I have always done the 
same housework that any of my male 
friends have been required to do such as 
shovel the driveway, help with household 
repairs, and any hands-on work that was 
needed. I have been fairly lucky to not 
have been subjected to any outright 
sexist discrimination in my upbringing. If 
there has been discrimination in my life 
it may have been subtle but certainly not 
an outright display. After having such an 
experience playing a “masculine” video 
game it has made me more aware of the 
roles that are expected to be played by 
each sex and just how much discrimination anonymous

is still being acted out. If in the 2010’s there is that 
much discrimination against a woman playing a 
game that is stereotypically for males, where else 
are women suffering the same discrimination? I am 
appalled and would like to see and help improve 

male tolerance and acceptance for women 
in the gaming world. Also the lack of women 
that play the game shows either that women 
are not drawn to such games or that the 
stereotypes may prevent them from pursuing 
a pastime that they may enjoy. If after all 
of the strides in gaining rights women have 
made such discrimination is displayed in a 
simple game played in leisure time, then 
there is still a long bumpy road in front of 
us.  I hope we all put on our helmets and are 
ready to begin the journey.  

                 

Playing the 
game one night 
against various 
ranging level 
players I decided 
to change my 
emblem over to 
one that has a 
heart on it and is 
pink. This may 
have been 
a fatal 
mistake on 
my part.        
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Working as a bartender nowadays isn’t as simple as 
just pouring drinks for people; it’s dealing with the 
harassment as well. I have been in the bar business 
for about four years now, and every time I tell 
someone what I do for a living they just write it off as 
something so simple. “You pour drinks, and get paid 
to ‘party’, how hard could that be?” I always hear; 
meanwhile it’s so much more than that. The rude 
comments, the obvious staring at your chest, the 
perverted remarks, the sexual statements, it’s a lot 
to deal with.

Starting off in the bar business wasn’t as bad for 
me as I would assume it is for many people. I actually 
didn’t even want the job to begin with, but my dad 
just happens to be very close with the owners of 
a bar, and they asked him if they could have me 
bartend there. Mostly everyone who comes to this bar 
is regulars, and they all happen to know my dad. So 
let’s just say I didn’t hear as much as any other girl 
starting off because of the respect they had for my 
father. But once they 
got used to me, and 
they saw when my 
dad wasn’t around, 
they didn’t hold back. 
Dealing with people 
who are constantly 
talking sexually 
towards you, not 
taking you seriously 
at all, and just being 
downright rude isn’t 
as easy as some may 
think. It’s degrading, 
and it makes you 
feel worthless when 
people talk to you 
that way. I have seen 
many relationships 
fail because of the 
lack of respect for 
the woman in the way 
the man would speak 
to her. So I am unsure 
of why some men 
think that they can 

tending bar
 Jessica Schmid

come into my job, and speak to me that way, 
especially when I am a complete stranger to 
them at first! I wouldn’t let someone I love talk 
down to me, so I don’t know why they assume 
that I will take it from them. It is not in my job 
description to let people speak to me in a way 
that I don’t appreciate, or feel comfortable 
with. I don’t understand why these men think 
because we are “bartenders” that dealing 
with the perverted comments comes with the 
territory. I am there to serve you drinks, and 
food, not to hear sexual comments. Although 
I have noticed a lot of the women do put up 
with it, and I am probably one of the only 
women that works at this bar that will not 
stand for it. Any time any man has stepped 
out of line with saying a comment that is 
unnecessary to me, or any other women who 
work there, I have always spoken up. I don’t 
feel that just because I tend a bar filled with 
men that I have to put up with harassment.

 Another difficult thing that we have to 
deal with being a bartender at this specific 

anonymous

don’t feel that it is 
right.

 Bartending 
to me is making 
drinks for people, 
ordering their food, 
and having enjoyable 
conversations. It 
shouldn’t be about 
showing off our 
bodies, and letting 
men speak to us 
however they wish. 
I feel if it were 
men behind the 
bar they wouldn’t 
have to deal with 
anyone pressuring 
them to “show 
more skin”, or any 
women harassing 

them sexually, or talking down to them. I wish there 
were more girls who would take a stand and let 
everyone know they can’t speak to us in the way they 
do, or make us wear fewer clothes just to attract a 
bigger crowd. I feel that if they want a bigger crowd 
they should think about other ways of doing it, such 
as better drink specials, different food specials, or 
entertainment such as bands or a comedian. This has 

been done before at my job, and has drawn a big 
crowd, but they still seem to think the best way to 
get the men’s attention is for the girls to wear less 
clothing. I hope to one day see that the girls behind 
the bar are treated as the waitress, and not types of 
things, and not spoken to by the guests as they are 
now.

bar is the attire. I’m not sure if all bars are 
this way, but according to our bosses, less is 
more. Now they can’t just come right out and 
say this to us, but they make it known in more 
ways than one. They try to change the dress 
code every now and again, but it doesn’t seem 
to get through to all of the girls. They also try 
to come up with themed days, such as lingerie 
night. Now of course whichever bartender is 
working 
can always 
say no 
if they 
don’t feel 

comfortable with wearing any of this attire, 
but then they lose their shift, it goes to 
another girl, and they miss out on the money 
to be made. That to me just isn’t fair. I have 
always stood my ground and said that I was 
not comfortable with wearing anything more 
revealing that what was in my own wardrobe. 
They have tried to take away my shift because 
of this but I always put up a fight, because I 

It is not in my job description to let people speak to me in a way that I 
don’t appreciate, or feel comfortable with. I don’t understand why these 
men think because we are “bartenders” that dealing with the perverted 
comments comes with the territory. I am there to serve you drinks, and 

food, not to hear sexual comments.

anonymous
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Discrimination in the work place is not an 
uncommon practice.  For years, men were the 
bread-winners. Along comes women’s liberation, 
and women actually now compete with men for the 
same jobs in the workforce. The law claims there 
is equal opportunity. Is this just in theory or actual 
practice? 

Despite what the law provides, discrimination still 
exists in many forms. When my mother was in her 
20’s, she landed a job with an insurance company. 
She had a Bachelor’s degree and was attending 
law school. Her starting pay was only $28,000.00 
per year in an entry-level 
position

After the lapse of 
approximately two years, 
she was still earning under 
$30,000.00 per year, even 
after two raises.  Shortly 
thereafter, a man, also in his 
twenties, was hired for the 
entry-level position. This man 
did not yet have a college 
degree. He was in his third 
year of college. Although 
a college degree was not 
required, it was preferred.

 One day, my mother and 
a couple of colleagues were 
outside on a break. The new 
hire proceeded to tell everyone that he was being 
paid $36,000.00 per year. My mother kept quiet 
during this admission, but she was disgusted that a 
new associate had been hired for more money when 
he clearly had less experience and less education.

 My mother decided she would approach her 
office manager regarding this “discrepancy”. When 
she discussed the 
situation, she was 
first told that she 
should not have any 
knowledge of what other people are making within 
the company. This however was not her fault. She 
bluntly informed the supervisor that the employee 
voluntarily disclosed his salary, and now that she 
was aware of it,  she wanted a raise. 

The manager did not want to give the raise 
at first. He claimed that everyone’s salary was 
based upon education and experience. She 
scoffed at this absurd explanation, pointing 
out to the manager that not only had she been 
with the company longer, she had a college 
degree that the new hire clearly lacked. She 
confronted him with the belief she was being 
paid less money because she was a woman. 

The manager then told my mother that the 
“oversight” will be corrected. A new salary 
was discussed. He advised my mother that 

she would be paid the same money 
the new hire was being paid to “even” 
things out. Of course, my mother 
refused such an offer. She was working 
at this company for two years and had 
a college degree. After advising the 
manager that this was unacceptable, 
he inquired what she was looking for. 
She informed the manager that she 
now wanted $8,000 more than what 
the new associate was hired at. This 
would put her at $44,000 per year. She 
also advised that she would not seek 
any retroactive payments. After much 
discussion and negotiation, she walked 
out with a new salary of $42,000. 

Although society screams equal 
opportunity, it is clear that both men 

and women are not always treated fairly in 
the workplace. Sometimes it is not always 
obvious. Of course, this example is an isolated 
incident. However, it is a blatant example 
of how a woman was paid a significantly less 
salary despite her education and experience.  
Perhaps in an ideal world, this would never 

happen. Until then, we must be aware that 
discrimination in the workplace still exists. 
Although it has come along way, the system is 
not perfect. 

Although society screams equal opportunity, it is clear that both men 
and women are not always treated fairly in the workplace. 

gender discrimination in the work force
Anonymous

gwen fuller

“gentlemen only” clubs--especially because at some 
clubs, like the Cedar Brook Country Club in Old 
Brookville, women are allowed to play as guests at 
designated times only.  At that golf club, “A female 
golfer testified today that a group of men surrounded 
her with their golf carts to try to block her from 
playing during male-only hours at a Long Island 
country club last year…. Mr. Forman admits telling 

Mrs. Lowell 
she could 
not play 
but denies 
the other 
allegations. 
His lawyer, 
Jack Lewis, 
charged 
that Mrs. 
Lowell was 
‘a women’s 
rights 
advocate’ 
who 
deliberately 
provoked 

the men in order to call attention to a rule on male 
playing hours that she wanted changed.”2 If women 
were allowed to play at anytime an incident like this 
would never occur. A woman at exclusive clubs such 
as this one is treated like a second class citizen.

There persist many arguments and cases for the 
continued exclusion of women from certain clubs. 
For example, there are women only clubs. Lucille 
Roberts is a very well known women’s only fitness 
center with thousands of members. But there are 
no cases against Lucille Roberts saying that it should 
allow men to become members. As a popular Golf 
website put it, “Women have their gyms where no 
men are allowed in to gawk at them in their stretch 
Spandex. They have Oprah. And any single or stay-
at-home dad can tell you how open those playground 
clubs really are. Why can’t a bunch of golf nerds have 
their own club? Is it close-minded and stereotypical 
to assume that allowing women in would slow the 
pace of play, shift the dynamic of places like Southern 
Dunes away from their golf-only focus and bring some 
(gasp!) Christmas-party talk into the mix? Absolutely. 
But that doesn’t mean there isn’t some truth in it as 

2  Kershner, Isabel. “Men-Only Gold Course Hours Lead to 
Harassment Charge.” New York Times, 17 Oct. 1989. 

women not allowed
Laryn Vingiello      

loren arena

For centuries people have formed together 
in groups for various reasons.  Many common 
reasons are for a sense of community, status, 
and companionship.  Dating back in history 
since the early 1600’s many groups or “clubs” 
have been formed in communities from Great 
Britain to America. These clubs have been 
sought out by people to raise their status; it 
was thought to be a great honor to be able to 
be accepted in many clubs. All of these clubs 
that were formed before women’s rights took 
place were exclusively for men only. This may 
seem like a very outdated idea but it still 
currently exists.  

A club formed in 1891 called the 
Metropolitan Club of New York had members 
of the most elite social statuses. “In 1981, 
one of J.P. Morgan‘s friends was denied 
membership in the old money Union club, so 
J.P., along with a Vanderbilt and a Whitney, 
started this rival club for the nouveau riche. 

‘Build a club fit for a gentlemen and damn 
the cost,’ J.P. reportedly instructed the 
architect.”1 It was unheard of for women to 
be allowed as members or even to be allowed 
to enter the club.  This was a place for the 
men to gather and “get away” after a day of 
work, and drink while the women stayed home 
and put the children to bed. Many men could 
not even apply to be a member but had to be 
friends with someone to sponsor them until a 
committee would admit them. Simply writing 
a check could not give you an invitation. The 
members had to reflect a certain degree of 
prestige and reputation.  Throughout the years 
there have been adjustments made to these 
rules, but women being allowed in were one of 
the newest rules to be amended.

A current day form of clubs is Golf & Country 
Clubs.  A man’s ability to join one of these is 
based on their economic standing as well as 
their social status. These golf clubs are “men 
only.” Women are forbidden to be members 
at their establishments. This causes many 
controversies between women and these 

1  Karnie, Annie. “Private Clubs: Hideouts of the Rich and 
Shameless.”  New York Post.com 8 Jan. 2009. 
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well.3 So, this argument goes, if women can exclude 
men from exercising in the same facilities as they do, 
men should be allowed to forbid women membership 
from certain clubs. Women can play at certain times 
if they so wish or they can do what men who think 
about working out at their local Lucille Roberts do, go 
somewhere else. There is always another golf course 
that will allow anyone to play. This is a popular 
argument seen by many males.  It can be argued that 
men do not file suits against gyms such as Lucille 
Roberts, so it’s only fair that they can preserve their 
clubs. But golf is not just about exercise. It’s a place 
where business is conducted. A businesswoman trying 
to secure a big account would not be allowed to do so 
over a round of golf and dinner afterward unless she 
were taken as a guest to the club, which at the more 
exclusive resorts would still limit her from certain 
amenities only 
members have.

There 
are certain 
Country clubs 
that try to 
portray a less 
sexist stand 
such as St. 
Georges Golf and Country club. A woman is allowed 
full membership privileges if her husband has a family 
membership. This seems reasonable, but a member 
at St. George’s told me his wife has been subject to 
discrimination regardless of the rules that seem to be 
in place. There is a strict cell-phone rule that doctors, 
lawyers, and surgeons need to have their phones on 
silent while at the club. The call can be picked up if 
it is an emergency and courtesy to other members 
is taken. He recalled a time when he first became a 
member in 2002:  

“My wife received a call from the school while we 
were having lunch with friends.  She rushed to pick 
it up and walk out of the dining hall and two workers 
followed her telling her she was receiving a warning 
and would be written up if she answered another call. 
Why is a doctor’s patient calling the emergency line 
because he has gas as a side effect to a medication, 
more important than one of my sick children calling?”4 
The woman’s husband asked. Even though St. Georges 

3 Baldwin, Chris. “Southern Dunes All-male Golf Club in Maricopa 
Arizona: On the Spot Column at TravelGolf.com.” Travel Golf, 10 Apr. 2006. 
4  Vingiello, Laryn. “Disgruntled Golf Club Member.” Personal 
interview. 1 Dec. 2010.

seems to be more modern and egalitarian than 
most clubs, they still find ways to discriminate 
as well. The women that have full membership 
through their spouse have a Christmas lunch 
on a Tuesday afternoon while the men have 
a Christmas dinner on a Friday night with 
cocktails included. The women are granted 
full membership through the forty to sixty 
thousand dollar membership fee paid annually 
but are granted different privileges and 
different conveniences than their husbands.

Earlier in the year two men had too many 
drinks during a golf outing and drove the 
golf cart through a fence into a pond. Those 
men were written up with no suspension to 
their membership or limitations. It is not 
warranted for a woman to be written up for a 

minor infraction of answering her phone while 
leaving the dining hall to walk to a designated 
area for cell phone use, while excessively 
drunk men crashing a golf cart through a fence 
into a pond, endangering lives and property, 
receive a mere slap on the wrist.  

Women’s rights have come a long way 
within the past hundred years but there is 
still so much prejudice against them whether 
it is formally shown in a handbook of a club 
or relayed in passive-aggressive behavior 
by men who hold onto old ideologies. Solid 
arguments for excluding women from joining 
these clubs cannot be made. There is still so 
much prejudice being overlooked and accepted 
by both men and women. Upcoming youth, 
however, will not accept this behavior and will 
no doubt demand significant changes.

Women’s rights have come a long way within the past 
hundred years but there is still so much prejudice against 
them whether it is formally shown in a handbook of a club or 
relayed in passive-aggressive behavior by men who hold onto 
old ideologies. 

If I was coming from the kitchen with something in my hands and 
I was behind the counter, he would slap my ass or even grab it! I get 
disgusted when I think of this but I think it helps to remember and 
try and understand why I never said anything.

Sexual harassment in the workplace is an 
issue that needs to be taken more seriously.  
Sexual harassment is defined as, “the 
making of unwanted and offensive sexual 
advances or of sexually offensive remarks 
or acts, especially by one in a superior or 
supervisory position or when acquiescence 
to such behavior is a condition of continued 
employment, promotion or 
satisfactory evaluation.” You would 
think sexual harassment would have 
diminished in the workplace with 
many people in authority getting 
into trouble, sometimes with legal 
repercussions, but it still goes on.

When I was in high school, three 
of my best friends and I worked 
at a pizzeria not far from our 
school. I was about fifteen when 
I started working there.  I worked 
there for less than a year.  Our 
boss (the owner) was very nice and 
friendly at first. He was a little too 
friendly though. Many people in our 
community would come in to talk to 
him and hang out; it seemed like he 
was well-liked and even respected by other 
business owners in the area. 

After a few weeks of working there I noticed 
some sexual advances and comments he 
made towards some of my female co-workers 
that made me feel very uncomfortable. 
Now, as I think back, I wonder why I didn’t 
leave or quit at that moment.  After I’d been 
working there for some time, he began to 
put me in uncomfortable situations by making 

inappropriate sexual remarks. He would say 
very inappropriate things to me and at the 
time I think I was trying to downplay the 
situation, and I thought maybe he was just 

kidding around. I don’t think I realized how serious it 
was then, but now as I think back, it seems obvious 
that a forty-five year old man should not be kidding 
around with a 15 year old girl about sexual things.  
That is completely inappropriate and extremely 
disgusting.

Soon the sexual remarks turned into sexual 
advances.  If I was coming from the kitchen with 

something in my hands 
and I was behind the 
counter, he would slap 
my ass or even grab it! 
I get disgusted when I 
think of this but I think it 
helps to remember and 
try and understand why 
I never said anything.  
He would also slap the 
asses of other girls who 
worked there.  They 
didn’t exactly seem OK 
with it but they acted 
as if that was the norm 
and he was not doing 
anything wrong.

To this day, I wonder 
why I never said anything. I am not the quiet type of 
girl, and I am definitely not shy. Maybe the reason 
why I did not say anything was because I was too 
young to know better. A fifteen year old girl should 
never be slapped on the butt by her employer. I 
wonder now why I didn’t ever tell my parents. I think 
I was ashamed, even though it was not my fault at 
all and even though I knew it wasn’t my fault – who 
would want to tell their parents about that?  Even 
though with my whole being, I completely hated 

working there, 
I continued to 
work there.  I 
wanted to quit 
for a while, but 
I was afraid of 
quitting and 

scared of what he would say.  Then the summer break 
from high school was coming up, and I had planned 
to go to pre-college classes at The Fashion Institute 

too young to know better 
Christine Makowicz

anonymous
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of Technology. I enrolled in the summer pre-college 
classes at FIT and I knew I would have to quit my 
job at the pizzeria to move to Queens with my aunt. 
I felt a sense of relief knowing that I was going to 
be able to quit and leave that hell hole.  Though at 
the same time I felt actually afraid to tell my boss I 
was going to quit. In the few weeks before I left, I 
cannot tell you how scared, concerned, and worried 
I was to quit this job.  Maybe it was because of the 
sexual harassment from my boss, but I still can’t 
even explain in words how terrified I was to tell him 
I was going to quit. 
I had wanted to 
leave months before 
that, but could not 
get myself to do 
it. What was I so 
terrified about? I 
don’t know what 
I thought he was 
going to do, but 
when I told him I 
had to leave for 
school he was very 
accepting and sent 
me on my way. 
When I left that 
day and walked out 
those doors, the 
relief that flowed 
through my body 
and through my 
veins was so intense 
I wanted to run out 
to the parking lot 
and never look back.   
Still to this day, I 
remember leaving 
there as one of the 
greatest feelings I 
have ever felt. 

Reflecting back on 
this time in my life, I wish that I would have had the 
knowledge, wisdom, education, and the personality 
that I have today. If I had all of that back then I would 
have been able to deal with this situation like a tiger. 
I would have ripped that man apart! This man was 
very stupid to have done this to his female employees 
because he could have lost is business and home 

if someone had been smart enough to file a 
sexual harassment suit. This was a married 
man, a “family” man, a man with children; 
imagine how embarrassing and uncomfortable 
it would be for him if someone did file a law 
suit. I wish someone had. I wish I would have 
filed a law suit so that he could feel just as 
uncomfortable as he made me feel. 

A few years after I quit that job at the 
pizzeria, my old boss sold it to someone 
else. I had not gone back in there while he 

was still there. I 
went there after 
it was under new 
management to get 
pizza with a friend, 
and just being in 
the establishment 
brought up feelings 
of disgust and 
anger. Still to this 
day I remember 
the experience 
very vividly and 
will never forget it. 
One thing I don’t 
remember is exactly 
what sexual remarks 
were made towards 
me. I know they 
were disgusting and 
inappropriate but 
I don’t remember 
exactly what he 
said. I wonder now 
if that is because 
I blocked it out 
and I don’t want 
to remember. That 
might very well 
be the reason, 
but I hope that by 

sharing my story other teenage girls will have 
the courage to stand up if someone does this 
horrible thing to them. 

 

anonymous

anthony distasi

For the most part, I think women are 
becoming more and more equal to men in 
society. However, there are certain areas I 
experience in my own life, in which women are 
still not completely equivalent. I am part of a 
fellowship called Narcotics Anonymous and in 
this program there are certain areas that men 
stick with the men for and women with the 
women. I have found as a recovering addict it 
is more difficult being a woman in this process.

Narcotics Anonymous, simply put, is a 
program in which addicts meet regularly to 
help each other stay clean. At meetings there 
are both men and women, unless one attends 
an all-women’s or all men’s meeting. As an 
addict in recovery, it means that these people 
become your family. We all, a group of men 
and women ages 19 to 50 plus, hang out almost 
every day of the week. However, the men 
definitely outnumber the women and there 
are not many women with long clean time 
and good recovery. This becomes a problem 
when a woman needs to find a sponsor. A 
sponsor is someone that guides you through 
the 12 Steps and that you call every day. The 
program suggests that this person be of the 
same sex for the obvious and not so obvious 
reasons. A sponsor needs to have a year or 
more clean time and a working knowledge 
of the 12 Steps. I have been in this program 
almost 3 months and still do not have a 
sponsor. This is dangerous for my recovery but 
I have been trying very hard. Most men find 
their sponsor in their first or second meeting.  
There are many options for them. At almost 
every meeting I have been to, I’ve seen men 
of all different ages with multiple years clean. 
I have even been to all women’s meetings and 
still have not found many women with long 
clean time and a working knowledge of the 
12 Steps.  The women I have found are often 

the main caretaker of their children and do not have 
time to sponsor anyone. I have met many men who I 
would love to sponsor me but I know many individuals 
would look down on this and say I’m sabotaging NA 
as a whole. It is more acceptable for a man to have a 
woman sponsor him, if he’s gay for example, than it is 
for a man to sponsor a woman for any reason.

In recovery, your support group is also supposed 
to be of the same sex. As a woman, it is suggested 
that you build a network of women and suggestions 
are big in this program. When you’re new, the group 
sends meeting lists around the room for all the 

people of your 
gender to put 
their number.  
My support 
group currently 

consists of a lot more men than women. I consider my 
support group the people I spend the most time with. 
This would be the group I referred to before. Though 
we are a group of both men and women whose ages 
range, there are only five or so women and over 
fifteen men. Personally, I am more comfortable 
talking to men than women but for women who 

have a problem they only 
want to speak to a woman 
about, it surely must be 
frustrating. Since there are 
more men than women, 
the few of us that hang 
out with all the guys are 
often talked about. Rumors 
saying we’ve slept with 
the men are rampant. 
Especially if they’ve given 
us a ride or we hang out 
with them alone.

Narcotics Anonymous is a 
program that has saved my 
life. Though I still do not 
have a sponsor, I’m hoping 

to get one soon and start working the 12 Steps. 
Until then, I have my support group to rely on. I am 
hoping the amount of women in the rooms increases 
within the next couple years because everything in 
this program should be attainable to the newcomer. 
God willing, the couple of us women that there are 
now, will stick around and be able to help women 
newcomers of the future.

women in narcotics anonymous
Corynne M. DeMatteo

I have even been to all women’s meetings and still have not found many women with long 
clean time and a working knowledge of the 12 Steps.  The women I have found are often the 
main caretaker of their children and do not have time to sponsor anyone. 
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My parents were blessed with two healthy and 
very active boys.  They were an average American 
family. To the people who knew them best, it was 
pretty common knowledge that my father had always 
wanted a little girl.  When the idea of adoption was 
presented to them, they knew that it was a perfect 
opportunity to have the little girl my father had 
always wanted.  I was 18 months old when my parents 
adopted me. My mother and father had gotten their 
little girl and my brothers had a new toy to wrestle 
with.  Our family was now complete and things 
seemed perfect.  

         Our family bliss didn’t last though.  Over time 
the arguing between my parents became more and 
more frequent, until they finally decided it would be 
best for them to separate.  My parents were divorced 
by the time I was 4.  My brothers and I lived with our 
mom and visited our dad every Tuesday afternoon 
and every other weekend.  

          When I was 10 and my brothers were 16 and 
17, we moved in with my father.  He was chomping 
at the bit while he waited for that moving truck 
to pull up to the house.  He was elated that his 
children were coming to live with him full-time.  
I didn’t share his excitement.  I had very little 
enthusiasm at the prospect of living in a house full 
of boys and having my father take care of me.  I 
didn’t know anyone who only lived with their father.  
Even though I had a lot of friends whose parents 
were divorced, they all lived with their moms.    

     When it came to raising my brothers and me 
my father was a very hands-on parent.  He never 
missed an event of ours, whether it was sports, a play 
or a concert of some sort.  Because I was so much 
younger than my brothers, my father would take me 

just about everywhere with him and over time we 
grew very close. It was clear to everyone around us, 
that he enjoyed having his little girl with him and that 
I was “Daddy’s Little Girl”.  

       As much as my father had wanted a little girl, 
it was interesting how often he treated me just like 
“one of the boys”.  On weekends it was common for 
us to go to a classic car show or the demolition derby 
together. I spent many Saturday mornings during the 

spring and summer helping him wash and wax 
our car.  Sometimes I would help him build 
things around the house.  I learned that with 
enough 2x4’s, a good hammer, and some nails, 
you could build a nice deck.  I might even stain 
it for you if you asked nicely.  

      It was the rule in our house that when 
we learned how to drive, we had to learn how 
to drive a standard transmission or we didn’t 
learn how to drive at all.  Thank God for the 
girls that lived across the street from us. They 
helped keep me “girly”.  But to this day, I still 
prefer a nice pair of jeans and a t-shirt over 
ruffles and frills. 

      You could say my upbringing was 
definitely unconventional.  I imagine some 
might suggest that I’m less of a woman now 
because I was never taught to be dainty and 
demure when I was a little girl.  Although, I 
would argue that I’m more of a woman.  I can 
change a flat tire, get back in the car, and 

apply my make-up using  only the rear view 
mirror;  then I can drive down the road and 
shift gears, all while wearing a pair of stilettos.  

My father may not have taught me how to 
apply make-up or bake the perfect cake, but 
he taught all his children what he knew best 
and I’m definitely a stronger woman because 
of it.  

daddy’s girl
Julia A. Clancy 

I can change a flat tire, get back in the car, and apply my make-up using  only the rear view 
mirror;  then I can drive down the road and shift gears, all while wearing a pair of stilettos.  

The doctor told me that I may be pregnant and I laughed at him.   So he sent me 
to the hospital and they did a sonogram. That day changed my life because I saw 
my baby. Well she was a fetus. What I saw on the sonogram was a little dot. But 

what I heard was a powerful heartbeat.  Instantly I fell in love.  

justin o’brien

Being a single mother isn’t easy. I had my 
daughter when I was 27 years old. My friends 
said that was a good age to have a baby.  They 
said that I wasn’t too old or too young.   At any 
rate, I didn’t know what I was doing, so I thought 
that was a crazy comment.  My pregnancy was an 
unplanned one; I was a total free spirit.  My only 
responsibility was to pay my rent and bills.  Other 
than that, I partied, stayed out late and did lots 
of shopping.  I was afraid of relationships, so I 
didn’t have 
a serious 
one. I had 
two different 
boyfriends 
at that 
time. Quite 
frankly, my daughter’s father and I didn’t want to 
be ‘tied down’.  One reason is because he’s more 
of a free spirit than I am even till this day.  We 
were having fun. Life was good, because I had 
freedom to go and come as I saw fit.

Then that day came, I got pregnant. When I 
found out, I had very mixed emotions.   I thought, 
am I ready for motherhood?  What if I don’t know 
what I’m doing?  I didn’t know what I was doing. 
I had many concerns. On the other side of that 
coin, I was shopping for baby clothes.  First of all 
I found out about my pregnancy in a strange way.  
My menstruation came on as usual, but then it 
wouldn’t stop.  I kept spotting.  I think I spotted 
for ten days. It was weird, so I went to the doctor 
with my friend Q.  The doctor told me that I may 
be pregnant and I laughed at him.   So he sent me 
to the hospital and they did a sonogram. That 
day changed my life because I saw my baby. Well 
she was a fetus. What I saw on the sonogram 
was a little dot. But what I heard was a powerful 
heartbeat.  Instantly I fell in love.  I forgot how far 
along I was but I remember that day. From then 
on I did whatever I could to protect Mahagony, 
my baby.  I was excited, happy, and afraid to be a 
mom. 

What about Mahagony’s father? How did he feel 
about the pregnancy? Well, he wasn’t happy. He 
had children with another woman. I found out that 
his other girlfriend was pregnant at the same time 

I was.  She was four months along. So my daughter has a 
half brother that is four months older than she.  He was 
and still is a deadbeat dad. He’s one of many deadbeats 
in the ghetto. He never took care of any of his children. 
He was too busy getting high, having sex with different 
partners and I found out later he was selling drugs as well.

He treated me mean also. He called me names when I 
was pregnant. He called me a bitch. He said that he didn’t 
want anything to do with his child or me.  He told his 
friends that the child that I was carrying wasn’t his. He 
also asked me one day, what it feels like to have a child 
that is fatherless.  I told him that as long as there is a God 
in heaven, Mahagony is not fatherless. That was a painful 

time in my life.  I didn’t know if I could raise my child on 
my own.  I even considered having an abortion.  But I 
couldn’t because I became attached to my baby when I 
went for the sonogram and heard her heartbeat.  So, I had 
to rise above her father’s nonsense, get strong and raise 
my child.

How is Mahagony’s father doing today? Well, he’s in and 
out of prison. His life is a total shambles.  He didn’t want 
to have anything to do with his child but that’s OK, we are 
better off without him.  But I am also sad to say that his 
other children ended up in foster homes. So he never did 
the right thing and he’s paying the price for it today.

I gave birth to Mahagony on Thanksgiving Day.  No 
family or friends were with me at the hospital. Mahagony’s 
father wasn’t there either; he probably was somewhere 
getting high.  That was OK though, because the love of 
my life had arrived at 1:10 AM.   She was a beautiful baby. 
She had gray eyes and light brown hair. Mahagony was an 
armful; she weighed 8lbs. 5 ½ ounces.  It was me and my 
baby against the world.  Too bad for her father, he missed 
out.  He’s still missing out. Mahagony is almost eleven 
years old. He missed eleven birthdays and countless 
holidays.  

My daughter did meet her father.  When it was time 
for quality time between them he disappeared.  So 
Mahagony doesn’t want to be around her dad.  She’s 
a smart child.  You know when someone wants to be 
there or not.  I guess she knew that her father didn’t 
want anything to do with her.  I never told her, I 
wanted her to find out on her own.  I wanted her to 

single motherhood 
Antoinette Edwards
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ask questions.  She’s a resilient child and I’m proud of 
her.

I can’t say that every day was a good day.  I went 
through a lot of trials as a single mom. There were 
days when only Mahagony ate because that’s all that 
I had. There were also times when I didn’t know if I 
would have a home.  We always seemed to make it, 
without him. The best part of being a single mom 
is that I don’t have to share Mahagony’s love with 
him.  I do wish that things were different. As I look 
back, I wish that I were a little more responsible. 
This experience has made me grow up.  I have 
become more resourceful. So, if I’m short on money, 
everyone’s going to eat.

That’s how I became a single mother once.  I 
became a single mother twice when Eric came to 
live with me.  Eric lived with my mother because 
my sister and her boyfriend abandoned him.  I don’t 
know too much about that story because 
my mother was very secretive about what 
happened.  I don’t know where my youngest 
sister is today.  Frankly, Eric is doing just 
fine without her.

This was the best six months of my life. 
My mother and I were finally getting along. 
No more arguments or fights, we were 
talking and connecting. We were spending 
some time with each other.  I was the lucky 
one because I lived right above my mother 
in the apartment upstairs. I had my mommy 
all to myself.

Then she had a doctor’s appointment 
one day.  But that appointment took longer 
than usual.  She left in the morning and 
came home in the late afternoon. When she 
arrived home, she told me that the doctor 
had to keep her in the office.  He actually 
almost admitted her to the hospital. Her 
blood pressure was too high. I remember her using 
the words “My blood pressure was at stroke level.”  
Stroke level? Oh my goodness, I thought.  This can’t 
be we’re just starting to connect.  What will our 
family do without her if she has a stroke? 

My mother and I came so far from my childhood 
years.  She was abusive to me and my sisters at first. 
My mother was mostly emotionally abusive.  She 
would say to us, I should have gotten that abortion.  
I should have given you guys up for adoption, things 
like that.  She also gave us some wicked beatings 

until she beat us so bad that it frightened her.  
So she stopped hitting us. But, my childhood 
was not good. For instance, we watched my 
mother get beatings.  That’s not all.  She had 
many boyfriends and one in particular sexually 
abused me and my sister for 3 years. My 
mother was home when it happened. 

So that was the reason why I argued and 
rebelled against my mother when I got older.  
I hated my mother for what she allowed to 
happen to me and my sisters. She’s supposed 
to be our protector. How could she let a 
monster hurt us?  

Fast forward from my teenage years to 
adulthood, year 2004.  My daughter and I 
are living in an apartment in Crown Heights, 
Brooklyn.  I haven’t paid my rent in three 
months because I lost my job. The building was 
drug, gun and gang-infested.  The last tenant 

moved out of the 
apartment that I 
lived in because 
a stray bullet hit 
her. That was a 
scary thought.  I 
needed help; I 
couldn’t stay in 
that apartment. 
Reluctantly, I got 
on the phone with 
my mother and 
asked her if I could 
move back home.  
She told me yes; 
so I packed my 
things and moved 
back home to Long 
Island. 

To tell you the truth, I didn’t want to come 
back to the Island. The reason is because I 
always felt that Long Island was a painful place 
for me. I had a bad childhood.  I witnessed and 
experienced lots of violence.  So when I did 
move away I forgot about a lot of events and 
people.  I tried to do all that I could not to 
move back.  I looked for work; I went to Social 
Services and tried to move into a shelter.  
None of those things worked.  No matter what 
I did, I had to move back home. Now I know 

why.  
Well, I’m living with my mother, daughter, 

and nephew in a tiny two- bedroom 
apartment.  My mother is married now; he’s 
not there because of an order of protection.  
That doesn’t stop my mother from putting 
his needs before everyone else’s, surprise, 
surprise.  She has been putting a man’s needs 
before everyone else’s for as long as I can 
remember.  I didn’t understand my mother’s 
way of thinking and that’s why we would 
argue. Coupled with the fact that I didn’t 
forgive her about me and my sister getting 
sexually abused for 3 years; so that’s what 
contributed to the tension every day.  Finally, 
after a few months of living with her, I moved 
into the apartment upstairs.  I couldn’t take it 
anymore. 

I moved upstairs because, she was very good 
with my daughter. Mahagony called her ‘Nema’ 
not grandma.  My mommy took her to school 
and watched her when I worked overnight.  It 
was a perfect set up. The problem though was 
her husband.  She would change around him. 

She couldn’t talk to me or spend time with 
me, when he was around.  She was also 
extremely nervous and agitated around him.  
That monster threatened to kill her.  But what 
made it worse was the fact that she would 
defend him if we said anything bad about him. 

Then one day, my mother’s husband stopped 
coming around. He found someone else.  I 
bless that day. So slowly my mother and I 
stopped fighting. I began to understand my 
mother for the first time in my life.  She was 
a victim of a cycle. Her father abused her and 
she felt that was all she deserved in life. She 
had no self-esteem. What’s worse is that she 
had come to accept these things over time. 
As she got older her standards lowered. She 
wanted to be loved by a man. It didn’t matter 
what man.  Her way of thinking was distorted 
because she felt that if a man hit her, he loved 
her. As I started to understand, I forgave my 
mother and loved her. I will never understand 
why she allowed these men to hurt me, my 
sisters and my nephew, however. So from the 
summer of 2005 until January of 2006 we got 
along. As I started to understand her more 

we connected more. We would do things together. 
I remember the long drives we used to take.  I 
remember when I would watch movies with her. She 
would share recipes with me. When we argued we 
never did those things. We couldn’t be in the same 
room with each other sometimes. I could talk to her 
about men. I felt for the first time in my life that I 
had a mom. Not just a mother. She was my friend

I started to notice certain things about my 
mother though. She was changing for the worse. 
She stopped caring for herself; she wouldn’t get 
her hair done or nails done. She stopped dressing 
nicely. She seemed more depressed. I would ask her 
what’s wrong and she would say nothing’s wrong. 
Everything is alright. I found out later that she 
wasn’t taking her high blood pressure medicine. She 
wanted to die.

I remember that night as if it were yesterday. 
Mahagony wanted to see her ‘Nema’ with urgency.  
I told her to wait until later  because she was going 
to church now. Mahagony cried and said “Nooo, I 
wanted to see Neeemaa.”  It was a clear and crisp 
night on January 12, 2006. We were on the porch 
above my mom.  My mother looked up at me and 
Mahagony and she smiled.  It was the most beautiful 
smile that I’d ever seen on my mother, so angelic.  
She said to me, “it’s okay, send her downstairs for a 
little while.”  So my daughter was happy to go. She 
gave her Nema the biggest hug and came upstairs. 

What seemed like a normal evening turned out 
to be anything but. I worked overnight so I had to 
get some rest. When I rested, no one disturbed me.  
That evening someone did disturb me. She came 
up the stairs at 8:30 PM. So I instantly woke up and 
opened the door. When I saw Anne standing there, I 
knew that something was wrong. She told me not to 
panic. I asked her what happened, where’s mommy? 
She said that my mother collapsed in church during 
prayer. She told me that my mother is in Mather 
hospital because she suffered a stroke. 

The day that my mother suffered the stroke is the 
day that Eric came to live with me.  I had the same 
concerns as I did when I was pregnant.  I thought, 
what if I don’t know what I’m doing? I can’t raise 
two kids. Sadly, my mother passed 3 years later in 
2009.  I deeply miss her. Happily, I’m doing fine with 
my two children.

matt mcdonald
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Normally men, will let women win in a game or 
contest to make them feel better, or even because 
men themselves would feel bad beating a girl. Often 
if girls want to join and play with the boys it becomes 
less competitive because the boys play down to the 
girls. This is a similar situation with Danica, and she 
takes advantage. The men don’t allow Danica to win, 
but when they see her, some have said they are afraid 
to bump or pass her. Danica uses a very aggressive 
style of racing and this tends to annoy her fellow 
drivers. Trying to be gentlemen they would allow her 
to pass, but Danica would never do the same. She 
races to win, no matter what it takes. This is also 
seen off the road. Danica is a very passionate woman, 
and has been into quite a few arguments off the 
track. It has been noted by some drivers that they are 
perplexed in these situations, and are not accustomed 
to having a woman yell at them and tell them off. It’s 
uncomfortable, and they do not know how to react. 

Danica’s successes, along with her body have helped 
her off the race track. Danica is a beautiful woman 
and isn’t afraid to show it.  Being in the public eye 
has enabled her to work on a modeling career. She 
has shot for many magazines. Because she is in a 
man’s sport, she can do these sorts of things. Not 

that she wouldn’t be 
able to model hadn’t 
she been a race 
car driver, but it 
definitely has helped 
her. Fans of the 
sport, mostly men, 
view her not only as 
a driver, but as a sex 
symbol. 

It must be hard for 
Danica to live in a 
man’s world. It isn’t 
just Danica, but all 
women who have 
to face criticism. 
Hopefully the world 
can keep improving 
in gender issues. 
Danica is doing her 
best, and is proving 
everybody wrong. 

She is definitely someone that not only women, but 
men, should admire.

representatives stood up and all spoke about 
their opinions on creating a girls’ football 
team. It was unanimous that every guy on 
the board was opposed to letting girls have 
a football team. Most of their reasoning was 
because football is not a girl’s sport and 
that our fields do not have enough room to 
accommodate another football field.  Coach 
Cipp said straight out, “Football is not a sport 
for girls. They do not hit like boys, act like 
boys, or look like boys. Football is for boys.” 

That might have been one of the 
most ignorant statements I have 
ever heard and chaos erupted in 
the gym at that moment. I think 
almost every woman in that gym 
jumped up and started yelling or 
protesting. 

Even though there were so many 
courageous girls and women that stood up that 
day, the vote for girls to join the football team 
was not passed, because the vast majority 
of the board was men. It is really sad that 

girls are being 
discriminated 
against for the 
simple fact that 
they are girls. 
Even though 
this issue has 
simmered down 
a lot compared 
to what it was 
in 2008, there is 
still a lot of talk 
throughout the 
district about 
the men on the 
board being 
hot-headed, 
one-sided, and 
sexist.  It makes 

me happy to know that people still talk about 
this issue because the girls that really do have 
a passion for football and other “boy” sports 
are still targets of discrimination.  

. In everyday life women are discriminated against 
because of their sex.  This is unfair to women because 
some women can do just as much as men can do, 
whether it is in sports, training, or knowledge. I see 
women getting discriminated against every day, and it 
is not fair. There was one instance in my high school 
where female discrimination was a big issue, and the 
school board got into a lot of trouble.

Bellport football is a legacy in our town. Each year 
they almost always go to the playoffs, and most years 
they go to County, Island, and even States. Everyone 
from around 
town goes to 
the football 
games, and 
the coaches 
have been in 
the district 
for over 40 
years. Coach Cipp and his sons are well known and 
respected. A couple girls from Bellport High School 
were interested in playing football. They had played 
on the middle school team where anyone was allowed 
to play, but now that they got 
into high school they were not 
even allowed to try out for 
the team. In the handbook, it 
doesn’t say anywhere about 
girls not being allowed to play, 
but the coaches said no to their 
even trying out. These girls took 
it upon themselves to make a 
petition and start to try and 
form either eligibility for girls 
to play on the boys’ football 
team, or to form an actual girl’s 
football team. They collected so 
many signatures on the petition 
that the case got the attention 
of the school board and a school 
district meeting was held for 
it. Nearly everyone in the town 
attended. They had to set up the gymnasium as if it 
was a graduation ceremony.  
   There were 47 girls who came and said that 
they were willing to play on a girl’s football team. 
Coach Cipp, along with the other school board 

girls Just want to play football
Kristen LaGrega

Coach Cipp said straight out, “Football is not a sport 
for girls. They do not hit like boys, act like boys, or look 
like boys. Football is for boys.” That might have been 
one of the most ignorant statements I have ever heard 

and chaos erupted in the gym at that moment.

Trying to 
be gentlemen 
they would 
allow her 
to pass, but 
Danica would 
never do the 
same.

jason barruch

suzanne zajic

Auto racing is a man’s sport; at least this 
is the thought of Richard Petty, one of the 
best race car drivers of all time. According to 
Mr. Petty, “I just don’t think it’s a sport for 
women, and so far, it has proved out. It’s really 
not. It’s good for them to come in. It gives us a 
lot of publicity, it gives them publicity. But as 
far as being a real true racer, making a living 
out of it, it’s kind of tough.” 
Yet one of the most popular 
race car drivers of our time 
is a woman. Danica Patrick 
has become one of the most 
talked about athletes to 
date, and she is doing it in a 
men’s dominated league.

Danica Patrick has been 
racing cars all her life. In 
2008 Danica became the 
first woman ever to win an 
Indy car race. She has accomplished so much 
in her short stint as a professional car driver. 
Winning rookie of the year in 2004 was just 
the start for Danica. Finishing in third place 
during the 2009 Indianaoplis 500 was the 
highest finish for a woman in the event’s 
history. These accomplishments are terrific 
for a woman or  man, though there are some 
issues on the race track involving Danica and 
her sex.

Obviously some people don’t like to mess 
with tradition. Auto racing sticks true to its 
original roots in most cases. Many people, as 
stated earlier, don’t believe women should 
be allowed to compete in the sport at all. 
It took a lot of hard work for Danica to get 
where she has.  Being the great driver she is 
gives her confidence and the respect of some 
to show that she should be allowed to race, 
no matter what her sex.  But some of the 
drivers believe that she uses her sex to her 
advantage. 

It is hard for men to compete against 
women. In all aspects of life it is seen. Men 
take for granted, and assume, that women 
cannot live up to the potential of men. 

danica patrick 
Mike Vino                                     
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he couldn’t control himself and started showing my 
family his nasty side. One of my neighbors had told 
my mom about all of his screaming and yelling. It all 
kind of came together. At this point everyone around 
me knew how wrong he was for me. Inside I knew he 
was wrong for me, but I chose to ignore it.

To get away from all the pressures of everything and 
everyone around us, we found a house in Pennsylvania 
in the middle of a state forest. We decided to make 
a fresh start as a family with no outside influences 
interfering with our lives. He was content because 
it was just the three of us. I was very lonely but 
trying to adjust. We lived in a beautiful area. Then it 
happened. I became pregnant with James, and Steven 
was only five months old! 

It was the same shit all over again.  He would break 
all the phones in the house so that I wouldn’t be able 
to call anyone for help. I was embarrassed to even 
look at my neighbors. I knew that they could hear him 
yelling. I knew that they could hear all the furniture 
he would smash or the things he would throw and 
crash into the walls. Many times they saw me pack my 

shit and my 
two boys, 
just to see 
me come 
back a few 
days or a 
week later.  
My neighbor 
Janine 
actually 
called the 
police for 
me once. 
Paul broke 
all the 
phones in 
the house 
and then 
cracked 
my head 
open with 

a belt buckle and took off. I was whisked off in 
an ambulance and got staples in my head. He was 
arrested for domestic violence.  He would always cry 
and apologize and make me feel guilty for breaking 
up our family, so like a sucker I would always go back.

I left and came back so many times that he knew 

A lot of girls grow up with a false sense of love and 
marriage. Well, at least I know I did.  We grow up 
watching Disney movies. We see Cinderella and Snow 
White and all the rest of them finding a handsome 
man who sweeps them off their feet and they live 
“Happily Ever After.”  But really, what is happily ever 
after?

When Paul and I had our first date, it was fantastic.  
He took me to Dave and Busters and we had a blast.  
We had met each other three years earlier at my 
job. He used to come and do work at my office and I 
had a secret crush on him. He seemed like an easy-
going guy who liked to have fun, and he treated 
me like a lady.  He was a hard-working man who 
worked with his hands and always amazed me with 
his resourcefulness.  Like MacGuyver, all he needed 
was duct tape and his Swiss Army knife and he could 
fix anything at anytime.  I loved that about him.  He 
was also an excellent cook, very 
independent, domesticated and 
neat; and I was the center of his 
universe. 

I, on the other hand, was 
spontaneous. I loved to laugh and, 
I was a bubbly and outgoing person and he loved 
that about me. He was my Prince Charming, and he 
swept me off my feet. We moved in with each other 
shortly thereafter. It felt like a fairly tale romance. 
He helped with the cooking, cleaning and laundry. 
He held doors open for me, and every once in a while 
he would surprise me with a thoughtful little gift. 
We were considerate of each other, and sincerely 
enjoyed each other’s company. Caitlin Ross-Poteet 
wrote in Back Into Pumpkins:  “We took two different 
roads, but we met in the middle. When we first 
arrived at Disney World, it was clear we’d found the 
happily-ever-after we’d both been looking for.” 

We discussed our future and wanted a family and 
we discussed our beliefs and wants. Everything 
was perfect. Living in that apartment together in 
Commack was like being at Disney World. At that 
point in the relationship it really felt as though it 
was our happily-ever-after. We knew we had to get 
married, and so we did. We didn’t have a big fairy 
tale wedding; it was small and intimate. Of course we 
wanted to start on a family right away, and it didn’t 

take long at all. At first, Paul was cute about 
it.  He took extra special care of me because 
now his child was growing inside me.  He made 
sure I ate plenty of veggies, he wouldn’t smoke 
around me, and he helped me get dressed.  He 
also helped me shave my legs!

Then one day I was doing dishes and 
accidentally broke his coffee mug.  It slipped.  
This enraged him and I couldn’t for the life 
of me figure out why he would get so pissed 
over something like that. It was an ugly side 
to him that I hadn’t seen before nor wanted 
to see again. I kept apologizing but he didn’t 
care. Whatever. That was just the beginning.  
My parents were excited about their first 
grandchild so my mother frequented the 
apartment a little more to try and help as I 
was getting bigger. This caused even more 
tension between us. He didn’t want my family 
anywhere around.

At about five months into my pregnancy 

it felt like all he did was complain and want 
to fight. I would always be doing something 
wrong. The tiniest, stupidest things would 
set him off. He didn’t want me talking to my 
family in Greek anymore. Or if I said “Hi” to 
a neighbor that he didn’t like anymore that 
bothered him. He would yell, loud, and we 
lived in an apartment complex. He would 
throw things and smash the walls in. I don’t 
know why nobody ever called the cops. I don’t 
know why I never called the cops then. 

I remember the weekend my son Steven was 
born. I didn’t feel like doing something with his 
friends that weekend because I was very big 
and very uncomfortable. This caused a world 
war. So I caved in and said fine I’ll go. That 
still wasn’t good enough because I originally 
didn’t want to go. I should have wanted to go 
from the beginning. This is what spouses do for 
each other. Well, I was tired and didn’t have 
the energy to fight so I ignored him and went 
into the bedroom to go to sleep.  Bad move.  

He lifted the mattress off the bed with me 
on it and I fell into the wall. I got up and was 
shocked and I started to cry. I had no reason 
to cry. It was my fault. I made him do it. Had 
I not been so selfish from the beginning, this 
would have never happened. So he pushed 
me into the crib, twice and then walked out 
of the room. I sat in a ball crying. It was late. 
I went to sleep. The next day my son was 
born. My blood pressure went through the roof 
because of what happened the night before. I 
was throwing up, my head was pounding and 
I was extremely weak. Paul rushed me to the 
hospital. He apologized, told me he loved me 
and the next thing I remember I was throwing 
up in the operating room as the doctors cut 
me open for an emergency c-section. I saw my 
son and I passed out. He was five pounds. I 
didn’t wake up until the next day.  

I had my first child. I should be glowing, 
but I’m not. What happened? What happened 
to Disney World? These lines in Back into 
Pumpkins state it 
perfectly: “The 
thing about the 
happiest place in 
the world, though, 
is that it’s got to 
close sometime. At 
certain point, even 
Cinderella’s feet 
begin to blister and 
she’s got to take off 
the glass slipper. 

I was too ashamed 
to tell my family 
what had happened 
and what I was 
going through.  Paul 
promised everything 
would get better. 
I was waiting and 
hoping for Disney 
World to re-open. Cinderella’s feet will feel 
better and she could put those glass slippers 
back on. This has to work.

Things were all right for a month. Then my 
family started annoying him again. He took all 
the enjoyment out of everything. At this point 

unhappily ever after 
Anonymous                   

karla bohaty

Then one day I was doing dishes and accidentally broke his coffee 
mug. It slipped. This enraged him and I couldn’t for the life of me 
figure out why he would get so pissed over something like that. It was 
an ugly side to him that I hadn’t seen before nor wanted to see again.
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that he had me. He knew that he could do whatever 
he wanted and I would take it. Now, I worked 
two jobs, one full-time and one part-time. I was 
responsible for both of the boys. I wasn’t allowed to 
use the dryer I had to lay the clothes out on a line. 
I had to make sure everything plugged into the walls 
was unplugged--computer, cordless phone, TV, VCR, 
cable box, coffee pot, alarm clocks, toaster oven etc. 
We had to have all home cooked meals, including 
meat, vegetable and potato. When peeling vegetables 
I had to keep all the peelings so that he could make 
compost. 
I also had 
to keep my 
daily coffee 
grinds for 
his compost 
as well. He 
didn’t want 
us to have 
any cable and 
he wanted 
to shut 
our house 
phone but I 
fought him 
tooth and 
nail on that. 
Especially 
since I was 
working two 
jobs. 

I did all 
these things. 
And why did 
I do them? 
This line from 
the poem 
explains it, 
“Dumbo’s 
ears get tired 
and he’s 
got to stop 
flying.” I was sick and tired of packing and unpacking. 
I was sick and tired of traveling back and forth from 
Pennsylvania to New York and vice-versa. I wanted 
to keep my family together. I didn’t want to take my 
kids away from their father. I was hoping he would 
change back to how he was when we first moved in 

with each other.  But he didn’t.
It took me awhile to realize it would never 

be like it was. Once I saw the aggression in 
my kids, I woke up. I realized I didn’t want 
the boys to grow up to be like their father. 
I realized I don’t want to spend my life like 
this. The next fight he had with me he took a 
metal paper towel holder and threw it at me 
and barely missed my head. I saw the crack 
it made on the cupboard and that gave me 
courage. Eventually he would kill me. Like 

a lion I roared and told him to get 
the hell out of the house. He left 
and then called to apologize. I told 
him to go fuck himself, and I was 
leaving with the kids. That’s when he 
threatened to kill me.  I called the 
police and asked them to come to my 
house. They knew my house because 
they had been there before. They 
escorted the boys and me safely away 
from the home. I didn’t leave with 
much, just the necessities. While 
I drove east bound on Route 80, I 
never looked back.

He left me messages that night 
leaving hints that he was going to 
commit suicide. I didn’t answer or 
even respond. As horrible as this 
is to say, I didn’t care. That day is 
when I accepted, and realized that 
my Disney World was closed for good 
and never reopening. This passage 
states it clearly—“we walk through 
the gate and let go of each other; /
our tickets have expired, the park has 
shut down, /and the way back home 
is split into two separate roads.”

I took my road, back to my 
home, to New York without him. 
He eventually took his road back 
to the home we used to share in 
Pennsylvania. The ride is over. Life 

is not a fairy tale and there is no such thing 
as prince charming. He doesn’t exist. Nobody 
lives happily-ever after. It took me a while but 
I realized I didn’t want to live unhappily-ever 
after with prince wrong.

 

kevin faivre

Sexism is all around us today in schools, jobs, 
even in homes. Many people make inaccurate 
assumptions about people based on who their 
friends are, the things they enjoy doing, their 
career, and even the way they dress. I will be 
touching upon my personal experience in my 
family concerning my mother’s and sisters’ 
professions.

My mom owns her own hair salon in 
Huntington where she has been a hair 
dresser for many years. My sister also 
works at the hair salon with my mom and 
other employees. While growing up my 
friends would commonly ask, “Where do 
you get your hair cut?” Being a boy, the 
common response would be at a barber 
shop in the area. My response was always 
different. I would say, “My mom’s hair 
salon,” and more times than others the 
reaction would be: “Aren’t hair salons just 
for girls?” and I would have to explain how 
it’s not and why it’s not. Although I was 
never really bothered about it, the thought 
of a person thinking a place of business 
could be specified for only women really 
made no sense to me. Finally, I asked one 
of my friends:  what’s so different about 
a barber shop compared to a hair salon? 
The answer from him was the people that cut 
hair at a barber shop can do men’s hair better 
than the people at a hair salon. My response 
to this was that anything you can get done at 
a barber shop you can get done at my mom’s 
hair salon and he responded, “I bet she can’t 
shave a design into the back of your head.” 
That day I went home and asked my mom 
to shave the number seven in the back of 
my head since that was my number on the 
baseball team that year. The next day I went 
into school and showed my friend and what he 
said next I never expected. “Can your mom 
put my number in my head?”

Another experience I’ve had with sexism 
pertaining to people’s career concerns the 
man Ralph who works for my mom at her 
salon. In high school I attended a program 

called BOCES for a law enforcement class they were 
offering along with many others including barbering 
and cosmetology. On the bus to BOCES a discussion 
came up about if you are a male hairdresser you are 
gay, but if you’re a male barber you’re not. I know 
the man Ralph who 
works for my mom 
has a wife and kids. I 
told them they were 
wrong and being a 

male hair stylist is no 
different than being 
a male barber except 
for the fact that 
the clients will be 
more predominately 
female than male 
in a hair salon than 
in a barbershop. I 
also brought to their 
attention that being 
a straight man in a 
hair salon is a stroke 

of genius. When they asked why I told them you’re 
surrounded by good-looking women and you get to 
talk to them and maybe even meet one you like. Also 
when talking to women at a salon you find out certain 
things that women like and don’t like, giving you the 
upper hand when flirting with girls whether it is at 
school or anywhere. After that discussion on the bus 
I think a lot of those male barbers applied to hair 
salons.

What you do as a career or hobby should not affect 
the point of view people have about you as a person, 
whether you’re a male hairdresser, male nurse, 
female police officer, female barber, male dancer, 
or a female racecar driver. There are many other 
professions people commonly like to think that are for 
men that are also for women. Truth is anyone can be 
whatever they set their mind to and work hard for.

hair stories
James Beale   

“I bet she can’t shave 
a design into the back 
of your head.” That 
day I went home and 
asked my mom to shave 
the number seven in 
the back of my head since 
that was my number on 
the baseball team that 
year. The next day I went 
into school and showed my 
friend and what he said 
next I never expected. “Can 
your mom put my number 

in my head?” 

linda southard



44 lilith2012

I absolutely love this magazine! …The piece, “If I Were A Man I 
Wouldn’t Be Considered a Slut” is probably one of the most comi-
cal and 100% true writings I’ve ever read.  ~ Amanda Perrone

I thought the two pieces, “Being Bisexual” and “Sui-
cidal Homosexual Youths” brought great understanding 
of what it’s like in the gay community. My step-sister 
Stephanie was 14 when she realized she might be gay 
or bisexual and waited till after high school to come out 
because of what might have happened. ….Although my 
step-sister lost most of her friends after coming out, she 
still wishes she’d done it sooner, and your stories helped 
me understand my sister’s struggles more. ~ Zach 
Landry 

I think it was very mature for a straight boy to write 
an article about being comfortable around homosexual 
boys in the essay, “Life in the Theater.”  
Even though he isn’t gay, he accepts 
the way gays are. I feel we need more 
people like this in the world.  ~ Suzanne 
Romano

In Lilith students express themselves 
in a way they would normally hide and 
conceal.  …It’s great to get a glimpse of 
other people’s views about low and high 
points of their lives.  ~ EJ 
Vergara 

Reading “Expect the Unexpected” was 
interesting to me, as I am a single parent. 
I am glad to see that there are men who 
step up and do the right thing for a child 
who didn’t ask to be born. It is not just 
women who make children the center of 
their lives, but loving caring fathers as 
well. ~ Lauren Dahlstrom 

Lilith provides a positive avenue for students to express 
themselves without being judged. I have a greater appre-
ciation of our student body after reading these stories. ~ 
Elizabeth Bernhardt 

I loved the article “Wrong Decisions,” because 
something similar happened to a close friend of 
mine and it’s good to know she wasn’t the only 
one.  ~ Sasha Benitez

I feel a lot of the articles are from women who 
were hurt by men and therefore a little bias against 
them, because people can hurt people regardless 
of their gender.  ~ Joey DeFalco

After reading sections from Lilith …I  give the 
students a lot of credit  and admire their effort and 
strength to let others know who they are and what 
they are about. Nothing is more beautiful than an 
honest person.  ~ Katarina Dantzig

Nothing is held back 
or sugar-coated in 
Lilith and it’s very 
interesting to read. ~ 
Grace O’Connell. 

It is intriguing to see 
that in 2012 women 
are still being dis-
criminated against 
despite all of the 
triumphs we have 
made…. It goes to 
show that women are 
resilient and will not 
stop nor settle until 
we are looked upon 
with the same dig-
nity and respect as 
our counterparts.  ~ 
Nefertari Harvey 

The drawings and paintings in Lilith really add to 
the uniqueness and creativity of the magazine.   ~ 
Susan Leddy
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