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To Live ls To Resist 
Lynn Buck Women's Studies Scholarship Essay 

Dilsah Dilek 
define feminism as a movement 

to achieve an equality of both sexes on 
political, social, educational, and religious 
grounds. I believe that both sexes should 
have equal opportunities to take part w ith
in society and they should have equal rights. 
Since women are human beings, it is 
unfair to create distinctions between 
human rights and women's r ights. Feminism 
allowed me to view the world from a 
different perspective, al lowed me to 
become aware of a diversity of problems 
that women experience all around t he 
world, and most important ly, feminism 
allowed me to find my true self 

Feminism upholds equality 

The main reason for t he change of 
my curriculum was to find answers for all 
my questions, because I believe that I was a 
feminist since age nine. Since I was a girl my 
family didn't want me to continue my 
education, because they were afraid t hat I 
might ruin t heir reputations. I went t o 
elementary schoo l at age five and 
gr adu ated by age ten with perfect 
attendance and a perfect GPA, however 
this didn't change their view. I fought for my 
right to get an education from age nine up 
to today. When they refused to send me to 
elementary school, I burned my brother's 
school supplies including his backpack. Of 
course, I am aware that wasn't a good 

, solution but somehow I had to express my 
anger. Surprisingly, my family decided to 
send me to school two weeks after that 
incident. 

between both women and men within 
every aspect of life throughout the world. It 
is indisput able that feminist activists have 
made enormous changes t hroughout 
histo r y. H owever, women are st ill 
considered to be inferior to men or the 
second sex, which means that we as 
feminists stil l have a long way ahead of us. It 
is important to take note that regardless of 

Since I grew up in a very strict 
cultural and religious background, I always 
thought that that was the worst part of the 

'-·-·- --l-L.!•- "'•--'-. -' world. I felt awkward throughout most of 
Dorothy Ro1as my life, because I didn't want to fit in t o the 

societal norms. When my best friend was killed by her 
brothers in the next village, I heard women in both vi llages were 
asking w hat she did wrong. The cause of her punishment was 
that she loved a boy from my village but her family was insisting 
that she should marry someone they chose. After she had an 

one's gender, people are entitled to basic rights such as freedom 
from violence, political and economic discrimination, and social 
freedom. When we look around the world, women suffer most 
from these problems. 

Since I was a girl my family didn't want me to continue my 
education, because they were afraid that I might ruin their 
reputations. When they refused to send me to elementary 
school, I burned my brother's school supplies including his 
backpack. 

After taking women's studies courses here at Suffolk, I 
realized that most women around the globe still suffer w ithin 
patriarchal society. While taking my first women's studies course 
in Women and Religion, I experienced a moment of epiphany. I 
thought to myself that this is where I belong, because I believed 
in feminism for so many years but didn't have a chance or place 
to express it. I immediately decided to change my major to 
Women's Studies; however, it took me almost a year to make 
this change. 

Women's Studies allowed me to view the world 
through a w ide window. This allowed me to become aware of 
the diversity among women's problem all around the world. 
While t rying to understand these problems, I also learned to 
respect women's individuality because women from different 
countries are fighting against both sim ilar and different 
problems. For example, women activists in t he United States 
are fighting to keep abortion legal whi le women in Afghanistan 
are fighting to protect women from "honor killing", where male 
relatives murder women to protect family honor, in case of rape 
or similar incident. 

argument with her family, she decided to run away with her 
boyfriend. When her brothers realized what happened they 
chased after my friend and captured them; the boy was released 
whereas my friend was murdered, shot three t imes in the head. 
I was speechless because I was the only one who questioned 
the incident. Sadly, I heard her mom saying that her daughter 
deserved it. 

While growing up I experienced an enormous amount 
of domestic vio lence and kept asking myself why this was 
happening. I saw my neighbor beat up his wife and rape her 
afterward. I saw my uncle beat up his w ife and ch ildren. My 
mom used to beat me up for no reason. However, I never 
blamed my mom for beating me because my father was away 
for a long time and she was releasing her stress by beating me. 
Conversely, I always blamed my father for leaving her with eight 
children and all the responsibilities. 

The second reason I changed my curriculum was to be 
able to make changes w ithin my family and to help to make 
changes within society. I am proud to say that I proved my 
family w rong by attending school here in the United States. 
Also, I made major changes within my family. I convinced my 
brothers to send their daughters to university, by giving them 
the example of my life. So far, four of my nieces are graduating 
from university next year and I am proud of them.These are just 
a few examples from my life which demonstrate what feminism 
has changed for me and why I became a committed feminist. 
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Sex Trafficking Revisited 
Megan Marcel 

In Cambodia, a young girl is e ncouraged by an elder 
"auntie" to travel to the US for work as a domestic servant. The 
auntie arranges for a legitimate US visa by making a bogus claim 
of sponsorship for work, but the girl's passport and other 
travel documents are taken away upon he r arrival. She is fo rced 
to dance semi-nude at a club, servicing any client who demands 
sex with her. By this time, the auntie has disappeared. 

Human sex trafficking, the movement of persons by 
coercion or deception into exploitative sexual labor or slavery
like practices, is an issue of international concern. Governments 
and non-governmental agencies must offer and imple ment 
victim assistance in order to be successful in minimizing sex 
trafficking. Perpetrators of sex trafficking lure victims t hrough 
fal se promises of legitimate work causing severe trauma during 
captivity. 

The United States and Italy are t he home to thousands 
of sex trafficking victims, and have become the destination and 
transit countries for women, men and children for the purposes 
of sexual exploitation and forced labor. The U.S. and It al ian 
governments have spent much time and money attempting to 
minimize human sex trafficking. Without victim assistance 
efforts, however.the sex trafficking industry w ill remain prosperous. 

Human sex trafficking thrives main ly off of the 
exploitation of women and children who are in a position to be 
victimized. Victims are often sold t o individuals exercising 
permanent control strategies to exploit them. Traffic kers 
capture victims through diverse tactics ranging from befriend ing 
thro ugh deception, t o outright coe rcion and ultimately viole nce. 
Deceptio n often derives from a loved one such as a boyfriend 
or partner figure. 

Viola, a young Albanian, was I 3 when she started dating 
2 I -year old Di/in, who proposed to marry her; then move to 
Italy where he had cousins who could get him a job. Arriving 
in Italy, Viola's life changed forever. Di/in locked her in a hotel 
room and le~ her; never to be seen again. A group of men 
entered, began to beat Viola and each raped her. The leader 
informed Viola that Di/in sold her and that she had to obey 
him or else she would be killed. For seven days, Viola was 
beaten and repeatedly raped. 

Traffickers pose as businessmen appearing to be successful 
traders promising parents that their ch ildren are being well
looked afte r. Instead, traffickers send t he childre n to brothels. 
The vu lnerability of victims stems fro m the broad issue of 
poverty, a lack of opport unity, and gender inequality. Trafficked 
children usually origi nate from count ries where there is civil 
unrest leading them to orphanages. 

There is a strong relationsh ip between human 
traffi cking activity and organized criminal networks. According 
t o t he U.S. Fede ral Bureau of Investigation, human trafficki ng 
profits fue l fro m othe r criminal activities and generate an 
estimated $9.5 bill ion in annual revenue. Sex traffickers w ill 
continue t o profit fro m t he explo itation of innocent people if 
victim assistance is not offered . 

In 2000, t he United N ations launched a ne w 
inte rnational law on human trafficking: The United Nations 
Protocol to Prevent, Suppress and Punish Traffi cking in Persons, 
Especially W o me n and Children (the Palermo Protocol). The 
Pale rmo Protocol is designed to prevent and combat t rafficking, 
while promoting cooperation among the membe r state parties 
and assisting/protecting victims. T he Palermo Protocol 

An ounce of cocaine wholesale sells for $1200.00 but it 
is only sold once. Women and children are sold for $50-
$1000, but are repeatedly sold each day, every day, over 

and over again. The markup is immeasurable. 

specifically defines explo itation as the "prostitution of others or 
other forms of sexual exploitation, forced labor services, slavery 
or practices similar to slavery, servitude or the removal of 
organs." It also defi nes trafficking as "the re cruitme nt, 
transportation, transfer; harboring o r receipt of persons, by 
means of t hreat, use of force or ot he r fo rms of coercion, 
abduction, fraud, abuse of power; a position of vulnerability, the 
giving o r receiving of payment s o r benefits t o achieve the 
consent of a person having control over another pe rson, for the 
purpose of exploitation."The Palermo Protocol dee ms conse nt 
irrelevant where any of the means set forth above have been 
used. Its commitment, however; remains t o the criminal justice 
aspect of trafficking. 

Congress passed the Trafficking Victim Protection Act in 
2000.The United States and other nat ions have recognized t hat 
human rights violat ions are associated with human t rafficking, 
thereby, condemning such abuse. The Code establishes human 
trafficking as a violation of many different types of laws, 
includ ing labor and immigration laws, kidnapping, slavery, false 
imprisonment, assault, batte ry, pandering, fraud and extortion. 
The recognition that trafficking is a violation of other laws is a 
substantial accomplishment. Allowing the government to 
prosecute t rafficke rs under a list of charges, rather than simply 
one, is a significant gain for t he criminal justice aspect of trafficking. 

Approximately 800,000 people are trafficked annually 
across international bo rders. An ounce of cocaine wholesale 
sells for $ 1200.00 but it is only sold once . Women and children 
are sold fo r $50-$1000, but are repeatedly sold each day, every 
day, over and ove r again. The markup is immeasurable. After 
the il legal sale of drugs and weapons, the most profitable 
cri minal business is human traffi cking. 

Human sex t rafficking is a t ragic whiplash response to 
Europe's current and often unstable economic shifts. Traffickers 
have taken advantage of t his. No matter how difficult the 
battle is, it is vitally important that law enforcement s worldw ide 
work together as a team to battle these ruthless criminals. 

Without appropriate victim assistance programs, 
human sex trafficking will conti nue to rise in the United Stat es 
and Italy. If victims have nowhere t o go, when and if they 
escape, the criminals will go unreported and simply locate new 
victims. Perhaps, most import antly, appropriate recognit ion 
must be given to t he fact that none of this horror would be 
possible if our cult ures 
did not create a 
de mand for it. The U.S. 
and Italy remain two of 
the largest markets for 
sex trafficking in the 
entire world. They 
need to realize that 
modern day slavery is 
o nly occurring because 
t hey choose to ignore it. 

Lauren Perez 
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Transgenders in the United States and Thailand 
Anthony Pennington 

Acceptance for t ransgender 
people in the United States has not been 
at all friendly. They have higher rates of 
unemployment, are abused by those who 
hold power in the criminal justice system, 
and have high rates of sex work and 
intravenous drug use: two behaviors w hich 
greatly increase an individual's exposure to 
HIV/AIDS. In Thailand t here is a much 
wider acceptance of transgender people. 
They have higher rates of employment 
than transgenders here, and are portrayed 
in a more positive light by the media. 
There are even famous transgender Thai 
singers, actors, actresses, and athletes. 

A transgender person is some
one who feels their biological sex does not 
match their assigned gender. Sometimes 
people get surgery to alter their appearance to have the 
outside match what they feel inside . They may also use 
hormone replacement therapy, to give t hemselves extra doses 
of estrogen or testosterone. Transgenders can be male or 
female, and come from many different economic and social 
backgrounds. 

Some people believe that transgenders are more 
widely accepted in Thailand because of t he influence Buddhism 
has on culture. The Buddhist philosophy/religion stresses a great 
emphasis on tolerance, empathy, and open-mindedness. There 
are those that believe that transgender people in Thailand, 
known as kathoey (ladylike), are born t ransgender because of 
bad karma they earned in a previous life. This attitude stresses 
an emphasis on pity rather than blame. I t hink there should be 
no pity involved, only acceptance. 

T here are grand-scale beauty contests held for 
kathoey. The newspapers often publish photos of the winners 
right next to the winners of the female beauty pageants. The 
kathoey usually find employment in jobs traditionally dominated 
by females- hairdressers, food service, dancers, and singers. A 
number of them do also work in the sex industry. 

In 2006, there was a military coup in Thailand. The 
conservative prime minister was ousted, and the state has since 
been in a complicated state of affairs. There is a leftist bent to 
politics, and as such there has been a fight for transgender rights. 
Before the coup, there was absolutely no legal recognit ion for 
kathoey. If a kathoey is arrested, she would have to serve her 
sentence in an all-male prison. Since the coup there has been 
some progress. People began pressuring t he legislature to make 
a third-sex option on official government documents such as 
passports. Then, in 2007 the legislature passed a bill that would 
allow people to claim t hird-sex-but only if they have under
gone gender reassignment surgery. This is controversial. While 
some kathoey might feel like women on the inside, they may 
not want to transition by having surgical procedures. W hile men 
coming out as kathoey are accepted, it is still something about 
which the fam ily w ill often be upset. However; women coming 
out as men are much less accepted. 

Amanda Mulvey 

In the United States 
transgender men and women 

are sixteen times more likely to be murdered. 
They face hate crimes against them, 

and half of the time those violent crimes 
are perpetrated by enforcement officials 

(police, prison guards, etc.) 
on the local and federal level. 

In t he United States transgender men and women are 
sixteen times more likely to be murdered. They face hate 
crimes against them, and half of the t ime those violent crimes 
are perpetrated by enforcement officials (police, prison guards, 
etc.) on the local and federal level. 

When transgenders transition (become their true 
gender), they risk losing their jobs. This may make t hem 
susceptible to the dangers of sex work. They also may use 
drugs to help them cope with the emotional pain, and as 
payment for sexual services. In 1996, the San Francisco 
Department of Public Health conducted a study that included 
397 male-to-female transgender individuals in San Francisco. 
Eighty per cent had at one time or another been involved in sex 
work; 34% had reported inject ion drug use; 65% reported a 
history of incarceration; 52% had no health insurance; I 3% were 
homeless; 32% attempted suicide. It can be very hard for a 
transgender person to find a job or get hired in the career field 
they want.Thirteen states and the District of Columbia, as well 
as 93 cities and countries have laws prohibiting the practice of 
discrimination on the basis of gender identity or expression. 
Suffolk County added this protection in 200 I . 



Why Deny Them the Right Given To Them by God 
Khadijatu Osman 

Genital cutting is a very common act in some vi llages 
in the northern part of Ghana including the vi llage in which I 
grew up. Girls are supposed to go through this ritual before 
puberty. If a girl's genitals are not cut and she stays like that until 
after puberty, she is considered a curse to herself and the 
community. She wi ll hardly get a husband because no man or 
fami ly wi ll accept a cursed girl as a wife or a daughter-in-law. 
When I was young I did not know why th is ritual was 
performed so I was not against it. According to the people 
from the vi llage where I came from, the ritual was done for girls 
so that when they reached puberty they would not have the 
desire for sex. They would only have sex when they get 
married or; if they are married, only if their husbands were 
ready to have sex. 

Almost all the girls in my fami ly went through the 
ritual except me. This is because the people who perform this 
ritual came from Burkina Faso and they did not come very 
often, so whenever they came every parent tried to perform 
the genital mutilation to their girls at the age of eight to twelve 
years o ld. But fortunately for me, and unfortunately for my 
parents, I was always in a different place when these people 
showed up. Whenever they showed up in my parents' town I 
would be in my aunt's town; before I'd come from my aunty to 
my parents, they wou ld be in my aunt's town and when I 
showed up at my aunt's town, they would be gone out of the 
country. This is how it went on until I ended up not being 
mutilated like the other gir ls in the family. I felt bad at that time 
because everybody was teasing and calling me names like 
unlucky, and saying I w ill not get married; but as I grew up and 
got to know the reason they wanted me to be mutilated, I 
thar:iked God for not letting my parents succeed and I was very 
happy about it. The name-calling and teasing faded away as the 
ritual was abandoned slowly Some people abandoned it 
because if t hey were caught doing it the government would 
prosecute them. But some parents were hiding it, and sti ll 
doing it in secret. 

Men are allowed to marry up to four wives if and only 
if they could take care of them financially, emotionally and 
satisfy their sexual needs equally, said Islam. My dad had four 
w ives; almost all of the men in my vi llage had at least two to 
four w ives. But my cu lture interpreted the rules by saying that 
the wives were not supposed to have sexual feel ings since their 
husbands could not provide for the four of t hem at the same 
time. They knew it was impossible to satisfy the four women 
at the same time so they got the idea of genital mutilation to 
be able to contro l the women. They wanted to have the four 
women al l to themselves; they did not want the women to 
have extra-marital affairs since they could not give them what 
they wanted. They considered the women their property and 
dominated them. I do not know how true it is that genital 
muti lation prevents a woman from enjoying sex because the 
women never used to speak about it; I don't know the reason 
behind that since I did not go through it. But I do know that 
the blades they used were contaminated because they were 
the same blades used on every girl. 

When I first met my husband his worry was if I was 
ever mutilated because he knew I was from the north. I allayed 
his fears by telling him that I was not mutilated. Any man in his 
shoes wou ld be worried about t hat too. I guess I was lucky and 
the young kids in my family and the rest of the villages too are 
now happy, because the ritual has been abandoned; they wi ll 
only read about it in books but not go through the horrible 
experience. Cultures sometimes translate the words of God in 
the manner they want it to be and not in the manner God is 
trying to tell them. 

If a girl's genitals are not cut and she stays like that 
until a~er puberty, she is considered a curse to 

herself and the community. She will hardly get a 
husband because no man or family will accept 

a cursed girl as a wife or a daughter-in-law. 

Rachel Jaclyn Bachman 
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Consequences of Bride Price 
Khadijatu Osman 

Clare Levine 

"Lobola" as it is known in most African countries 
means bride price. Bride price as stated by Hosken is "where
by the husband or his father pays the father of the girl a 
considerable sum in cash or in kind" (Womenwise, 1987). In 
this modern time the work "kind" does not exist when it comes 
to paying a bride price because the bride's family will not accept 
anything in kind. According to Channetsa, " ... lobola has come 
to mean large sums of money, cel l phones, air tickets and 
cars ... " (Women's Feature Service, 2005). This practice is 
similar in every part of Africa, except that some parents are 
very reasonable when it comes to charging it. They think of the 
well-being of their daughter first before the bride price. Other 
parents leave it to the groom to decide what he wants to give 
because it is a custom and part of the marriage process that has 
to be fulfilled even if the amount is very small. 

Bride price has both advantages and disadvantages, 
however the disadvantages outweigh the advantages. "Not 
being accorded proper wifely status by their-in-laws," says 
Channetsa is one of the disadvantages of not col lecting bride 
price. This means the more expensive your bride price, the 
more the bride will be respected by her in-laws. Charging a 
man a lot of money for wanting to marry your daughter is like 
selling her for a profit. "When an African male pays a bride
wealth for his wife, she immediately becomes his property," 
(Southern African Feminist Review, 1998). Other than being 

her husband's "property," she does not have the rights a woman 
is supposed to have with her husband and his property "Lobola 
condemns women to marital enslavement and denies them 
control over decision-making, marital resources, their children 
and their own sexuality," says Channetsa (Women's Feature 
Service, 2005). The day she enters the man's house that is the 
day that her freedom ends. She must do whatever her husband 
and his family asks of her even if she does not like it. She can
not make decisions regarding anything in her own house; not 
even decisions that have to do with her health, like condom use 
and birth control. Everything her husband owns does not 
belong to her. If they divorce or he dies, the children will still 
stay with the man or his family, and in some cases, she is forced 
to marry the man's brother or leave the house. The man 
decides the number of children she is supposed to bear. 

Bride price increased the subordination women were 
already enduring within this male-dominated society Kamau 
states, "A woman starts her married life as an unequal partner 
in the marriage, her economic dependence and assumed 
physical weakness adds to her earlier socialization as a 
subordinate being" (Southern African Feminist Review, 1995). 
A girl's status sometimes determines the amount of her bride 
price, "her education level, the nature of her employment and 
her virgin status are important considerations," Channetsa states 
(Women's Feature Service, 2005). A lady cannot stop her 
family members from taking lobola from the groom's family 
even if she wants to because they will disown her. A cousin of 
mine was given to some old man who had three wives and 
children. She was about fifteen years old and the man was in 
his fifties. Her mother took the bride price without her consent, 
she told her mother to return it because she did not wish to 
marry the old man, but her mum refused and spent the 
lobola before the marriage. My cousin ran away to another 
village and married the man she loved and her mother had to 
find the money to repay the old man. 

This is a daily occurrence in most African countries, 
especially in the rural areas where the girls have little education. 
Paying bride price has made the lives of many young girls 
miserable in the hands of their husbands and in-laws. They 
become the properties of their husband's family and sometimes 
cannot even utter a word against them even if they are wrong. 
In the fight to give women their rights in today's world, some 
women are still being subjected to all kinds of punishment in the 
name of bride price and it is all thanks to their greedy parents 
who think of nothing but the money Something has to be done 
and I think the first initiative must come from parents and 
religious leaders and women in general. 

A girl's status sometimes determines 
the amount of her bride price, 

"her education level, 
the nature of her employment 

and her virgin status 
are important considerations." 
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The Army of God 
Bryan Maher 

Abortion is a major issue in our country, and many people 
are divided on their beliefs. According to the major religions you 
must wait until marriage to have a sexual relationship. This is 
enforced more strictly in certain cultures, sometimes to a very 
extreme degree. There are places where a woman can be raped 
and tortured by a man and, nonetheless, she would be found guilty 
of cheating on her husband It may not happen in the United States 
or in many developed nations, but many fundamentalist groups sti ll 
hold on to traditional values. 

It is clear within the first few readings that these 
people believe their actions of terror are reinforced by 

god's divine laws declaring abortionists to be 
murderers, therefore they deserve to die. 

The Army of God or AOG is an extremist terrorist group 
in the United States determined to end abortions by any means 
necessary The AOG practices leaderless resistance where members 
are encouraged to take action themselves instead of following a 
chain of command. Scattered throughout the website of t he 
organization are pictures of unborn babies mutilated w ith passages 

1 ........ from the bible encompassing 
"ll.. ~ them. It is clear within the first few 

1 readings that these people believe 
their actions of terror are reinforced 
by god's divine laws declaring 
abortionists to be murderers, 
therefore they deserve to die. 
This means if someone kills an 
innocent person, no matter how 

"' old they are or under whatever 
., circumstances, that person is guilty 

of murder and anyone who kills 
the murderer is free of any sin. 

This is one of their fundamental 
beliefs and is stated in their 
Second Defensive Action Statement 

Anonymous reading: "We the undersigned, 
declare the justice of taking all Godly action necessary, including the 
use of force, to defend innocent human life (born and unborn). We 
proclaim that whatever force is legitimate to defend the life of a 
born child is legitimate to defend the life of an unborn child." 

Also in their statement is the justification of the murder of 
two individuals done by Paul Hill, a former minister and a member 
of the AOG. Paul Hill was executed on September 3rd in 2003 but 
his book and other writings were left behind and are now on the 
website. Many of the followers of the AOG worship H ill as a hero 
to the movement and denounce the government for its decision. 
Many other members and supporters were arrested in relation to 
a number of arsons, murders, stalking and kidnappings. The Army 
of God is probably most famous for the fake anthrax scares in 200 I 
when 170 abortion clinics were sent letters containing a white 
powder. Since the incident, the FBI has declared the AOG a terrorist 
organization. The man responsible, Clayton Wagner; was captured 
in December of 200 I . Wagner; like Hill, wrote a book about his life 
as a fugitive on the FBl's Ten Most Wanted List. On his webpage 
you can find his prophecies regarding the murders done by Paul 
Hill. The prophecies are obsessing over his relation to God and his 
supposed divine cause to slay the "baby killers:· Clearly these people 
can be defined as terrorists because the U.S. Department of 
Defense defined terrorism as "the unlawful use of - or threatened 
use of - force or violence against individuals or property to coerce 
or intimidate governments or societies, often to achieve political, 
religious, or ideological objectives." 

The AOG isn't only focusing on abortions, but also on 
gays' rights to adopt children and get married. Again t hey rely on 
passages from the bible, such as "Leviticus 20: I 3: If a man also lie 
wrth mankind, as he lieth with a woman, both of them have commrtt:ed 
an abomination: they shall surely be put to death; their blood shall 
be upon them," to convey their religious basis in their beliefs. All 
throughout the webpage are links to stories of children getting 
sodomized by their gay parents or coaches or teachers, and also of 
violent or even terrorist-like behavior by gays. Links such as "Gay 
Claiming to Have had Sex W ith Obama Arrested" or "Illegal 
Immigrant Jailed for Trying to Pick Up Young Boys' ' litter the screen 
all giving opinionated views of the issue at hand. 

One major reason abortion is such an emot ional issue is 
because the supporters of abortion are saying it is a woman's right 
to be able to choose whether to have a child or not, mainly 
because it is t he woman's body it is affecting. If a woman does not 
want to have a baby and is accidentally impregnated, women's 
rights activists say she should be able to get an abortion. The law 
states that anyone can have an abortion for any purpose during 
their pregnancy Extremist religious movements like the AOG disagree 
with the law because it interferes with their beliefs, and in turn 
openly oppose it This is the basis for many terrorist organizations, 
when the law interferes with their sacred duties as a member of 
their group or religion. 

According to the Center for Disease Control and 
Prevention, in 1996 there were 1,22 1 ,585 abortions in the United 
States, meaning twenty in every one thousand women had abortions 
that year. Abortions are among the most common surgeries performed 
on women in the United States, so the chances are high that most 
people know of someone who has had an abortion. According to 
the Alan Guttmacher Institute Online, evidence from 27 countries 
suggests the main reasons women get abortions are to postpone 
childbearing, because they are too young, can't afford the baby, they 
have relationship problems, or the baby will disrupt school or work. 
Very few cases of abortions are due to rapes or fetal deformities. 

The cause of the violence against the people who perform 
this work can be accredited to extremists trying to impose their 
views upon others. The same thing is happening in the middle east 
where fundamentalist groups that view the western world as evil 
and the enemy, as they perform suicide bombings, kidnapping and 
hijackings to convey their message. This disturbing trend in our history 
is becoming ever so common as more and more terrorist organizations 
are created and funded by legal or illegal means. These groups 
claim to be righteous defenders of God's wi ll; meanwhile they have 
no regard for human life. This has been seen countless numbers of 
t imes throughout the years as suicide bombings are taking innocent 
people's lives that have nothing whatsoever to do with the confl ict. 
This is a major concern of the department of homeland security, 
especially with groups like the AOG who work independently from 
a central command chain. This makes it extremely difficult to track 
down their activities and objectives. 

It is clear that the AOG is a real terrorist t hreat, as they 
recrurt: their members by using force muh:ipliers like the bible propaganda, 
or the graphic images of aborted babies to get people on their 
side. To use these means to further advance a pol itical agenda is 
one of the worst things a person can do in my opinion, mostly 
because the fundamental teachings of all major rel igions promote 
non-violence. Therefore no matter what the cause or purpose, the 
people who claim violence is justified by their beliefs are wrong, and 
we need to realize this and exercise tolerance of all races, creeds 
and religions. 
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A Letter to Men by a 21st Century Woman 
Brittany Anderson 

As a young woman living in the 21st century, I have 
come to find that there are many women out there who you 
call "loose." There are also many of you who do not realize that 
we do not care that you call us sluts and whores. As far as I'm 
concerned, I do not care what you think of me. However; what 
does bother me is the fact that you praise each other for your 
vast numbers of conquests. There are the high fives you receive 
when you nail a chick at Friday night's party You're a player; a 
pimp, you're so awesome. Well let me tell you something, my 
girlfriends and I also receive high fives when we get laid. 

For all you males out there who use women for sex, 
did it ever occur to you that maybe we are the ones who are 
using you? Please do not stroke your egos thinking that we are 
crying over you, and that we are waiting for your call, because 
in reality, we are not. We are really going out w ith our friends, 
having a good time, partying, and yes maybe getting our asses 
laid. Most of the time it does not bother us that you do not 
have feelings for us. We do not shed tears over you, because 
you are a jerk, and you are bad in bed anyway. It's your loss not 
ours. 

Before you decide to vo ice your ignorance and call me 
a slut maybe you should think of the reasons why you are 
calling me that. Is it because girls should not sleep around 
because it is improper? Wel l then, maybe you are just as improper. 
Why are you allowed to sleep with so many women? Is that 
because you are a man, and that is what men are supposed to 
do? Maybe you are just jealous because I am getting laid more 
than you. I think maybe it bothers you that we are sexually 

empowered and enjoy the freedom of doing what we want, 
with whomever we want, for as long as we feel like it. I have 
every right to turn the tables on you, get you drunk so that you 
wil l sleep w ith me. I have every right to come up to you at a bar 
wh ile you are trying to enjoy a drink and lay out a cheesy pick
up line. I have every right to dump you five minutes after I sleep 
with you. What you do not realize is that I could never do that 
to someone, which is the difference between you and me. I 
have sexual freedom, I have sexual empowerment, but I also 
have respect and a sense of decency towards others. That is 
something that I do not think you have. Yes I could use you, I 
could have that satisfaction of hurting you, but I won't because 
again, I have respect for others. I would not call you a whore 
for having a sex life, so please do not call me a slut. Sex is not 
necessari ly about getting respect, it's how you go about it that 
gets you respect. Think about that before you try to get into a 
girl's pants next time, because you might see that it is she who 
is trying to get into yours. 

For all you males out there who use women for sex, 
did it ever occur to you 

that maybe 
we are the ones who are using you? 

Bonnie Bekman 
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Sex & STD's 
Anonymous 

Have you ever thought you knew a person better than 
you really have? I did. When I was seventeen years old I met a 
guy who was around my age. We liked each other and began 
to see each other more frequently outside of work. Eventual ly, 
t his person became my boyfriend after about two months. We 
talked about sex, but still had yet to engage. After a w hile and 
briefly talking about previous re lationships and partners, I 
thought it was safe if we were to have intercourse. His side of 
the story was that he had only been wit h one person since he 
ended his past relationship. I was also t old then that the only 
other person he had been with in between this time had been 
STD-tested and the results were negative. Well, after another 
month had gone by, we became sexually active with each other: 

One night wh ile sitting in my car fooling around in an 
empty parking lot I came across something on his penis. I w as 
surprised to see what looked like dry skin, but was also a bit red 
and irritated. I thought to myself that this absolutely couldn't go 
by without my saying anything to him about it. So then when I 
said something about it he shook it off a little and claimed it 
might be from razor burn. His answer definitely did not satisfy 
my wondering mind. One week lat er, we were both sitting in 
the waiting room of the doctor's office to be tested. I don't 
know why he didn't react more considering this was involving 
his health. It boggled my mind as to what th is could be, and 
where it came from. I also wondered if I didn't say anything 
about it, would he have continued to sleep with me and not pay 
attention to his body's signs. 

Even the use of a condom may not always be effective. 
Sometimes, we would use one the entire t ime, but others it was 
put on only before he was about to ejaculate. We should have 
used one every time for the duration. When he got cal led in to 
see the doctor, I w aited outside nervously. I fe lt as if th is 
experience wasn't affecting him the same way it was affecting 
me. Next, it was my turn. Three days later, the results were in. 
They concluded that my boyfriend had been infected w ith the 
organism Chlamydia t rachomatis. 

Bonnie Bekman 

At the next visit we were both given a mixed powder 
drink that was supposed to clear out our systems of any 
viruses. I went home and did research on the subject and I 
found t hat some symptoms include, genital discharge, a burning 
sensation during urination or intercourse, and women also 
suffer abdominal pain. Chlamydia trachomatis is now known to 
be an epidemic among college students. There is an annual 
report t hat shows an average of 3 million people contract t his 
disease each year: 

Finding out t hat being with a person who you think is 
safe, and turns out no t o be, is very scary To th is day I still do 
not know how my ex-boyfriend contracted the disease or who 
he got it from. After we found the results we were both 
treated and I had to terminate my relationship w ith this person. 
I knew that I could not be with a person that may in fact put 
my life in danger again. You never know who has what or where 
they have been. I should not have been so naive and if I were 
more careful maybe I would never have contracted the virus. 
Ever since t his experience, I am most aware of my sexual activ
ity, and no longer engage before testing. This is now a must in 
my book, because I was very lucky to be able t o be cured. The 
situation would have been much worse, but I'm glad that it was
n't. Every six months whether I change partners or not I go to 
get tested, because you just never know. I don't ever want to 
not know w hat is going on with my body again. 

Chlamydia trachomatis is now known to be an 

epidemic among college students. 

There is an annual report that shows 

an average of 3 million people 

contract this disease each year. 
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The Heart of a Prince 
Diana Schmidt 

When I was in grade school I was always told by my 
sister who was my idol, and IO years older than me, that I 
should never be the "damsel in distress,'' I would read about in 
my books. She felt like I should save myself from any kind of 
difficulties that I was in. I grew up knowing that I wouldn't have 
to be saved by anyone else but myself In third grade, I wasn't 
what you would call popular. I was the little girl in the corner 
that the other children would constantly call weird, since I would 
rather read than talk or play. So these kids, boys and girls, did 

Then one day this 
boy that I never 

met before came 
running up behind 
the assholes that 
were pushing me 
around, and he 

fought them. 

what they do best. 
They tormented me 
and made my years in 
school hell . I would 
walk home and have 
kids running up behind 
me to push me down. 
Then one day this boy 
that I never met before 
came running up 
behind the assholes 
that were pushing me 
around, and he fought 
them. This stranger, 
who I'd only seen at 
school from a distance, 
helped me; he saved 
me. I felt that since I 
didn't take care of it, I 
failed my sister. Almost 
instantly, I hated this kid. 
I knew who he was. He 
was a fifth grader named 
Michael Baskie. He had 
golden blonde hair and 
the brightest blue eyes 
to complete his full face 
and smile. He was 
amazing to look at, but stil l I hated him. After that day he walked 
me home every day, waiting for me to say something, anything 
to him. About two weeks later, I ended up telling him my name, 
and a little about myself We grew inseparable after that. 
When he went to middle school, I figured he would get tired 
of me and end up moving on to another girl, an older prettier 
one. Then I saw him waiting to walk me home. We ended up 
dating for a little while. I told him that I thought I was falling for 
him; something that most people wou ld have laughed at if they 
heard that from a IO year old kid. But he took me the way I 
was and promised to love me for as long as he could. He was 

my first kiss, the first person I really showed any emotion to. I 
believed him, trusted him. The boy that I hated at first for 
making me doubt myself ended up being the prince charming 
that I always read about. I always wanted one. 

May I I, 1999, is a day that will haunt me for the rest of 
my life. To help Michael baby-sit his little brother, I went home 
with him. We started to play hide and seek in the house, and 
his little brother was nowhere to be seen. His house was white 
with gray shutters, and a blue door. It was two stories high, and 

we were standing at 
the top of the stairs, 
when his brother ran 
by and hit Michael. Like 
in slow motion, Michael 
was right out of my 
reach to grab him to 
prevent him from 
falling. I wouldn't have 
cared if he had taken 
me down with him. He 
fell down thirteen 
stairs, hitting every next 
one with incredible 
force, and if you didn't 
hear him hitting the 
stairs, you heard me 
screaming his name 
with everything in me. 
When he reached the 
bottom of the stairs, I 
ran down trying to 
figure out what to do. 
He wasn't moving, but 
he was tearing. His 
mom came home soon 
after that and ripped 
me away from his body 
and called 9 I I. Then 
she called my dad to 
take me home. I never 
cried so much, I didn't 
know what to do or 
how to feel. At I I :35 
PM, my dad got a call 
from his parents. 
Michael was dead. He 
died on the way to the 
hospital; his neck broke 
from the fall. My dad 

Courtnie Nelson didn't want to wake me 
to tell me, but he didn't have to. I was awake, I heard everything. 
I never cried so much in my life. He was I I years old. I knew 
what death was. I lost my Michael. For three weeks, I was taken 
out of school, sent to a shrink and watched constantly. My 
prince charming was ripped away from me. The only person I 
opened up to as a child, the person who saved me from 
torment and loneliness was gone forever. I thank him for 
helping me become the person I am today, but hate the fact 
that he was taken away from me. I felt love for him. He had my 
heart. He still does. 
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Don't Pretend You'll Ever Forget About Me 
Andrew Siconolfi 

Vincent Romano 

There's this song called 'The Take Over The Breaks 
Over' and whenever 1t plays think of him. think of how sly we 
were and how we had everyone fooled. think about the times 
we went to Rockaway Beach and the t imes we hid 1n the 
unfinished closet 1n the basement of his best friend's house. 
think of the time we d d 1t in my grandpa's car and when 
realized that this was the end. 

It was senior year when we met, better late than never 
suppose Friends of friends, of friends were to blame for the 

match, whether they knew 1t or not. From the first drunken 
rendezvous of these friends of friends, things clicked. You know 
how 1t works, similar tastes 1n music, same sarcastic style of 
speech, and that hook-l1ne-and-s1nker grin that makes you want 
a taste for more My innocent eyes didn't see the master plan at 
the t ime so went right along. 

The casual innuendoes were nothing short of the 
norm for post pubescent boys 1n my run-of the-mi Catholic 
high school trying to affirm their mascu 1n1ty. The groups we 
partied with got smaller and smaller from friends of friends, of 
friends of friends, to JUSt friends of friends, to Just friends, to ust 
us. He had his own car at the time which 1s ·ust so cool 1n the 
eyes of a senior so took him up on his late night offers of 
cruising Queens with the windows down. 

You could only play, 'One and Only' so many t imes and 
soon thereafter my basement seemed 1ke a more than suitable 
way to bring the night to a close. We kicked back on my large, 
sectional couch and watched adult swim. We were s1tt1ng close, 

clothes on w hen Futurama came on By the t ime the end 
credits were rolling, a lot had changed. 

Exit 7 on the Southern State never looked so good. 
So I'd take my grandpa's Buick Rendezvous (pun of the ages?) 
during the wee hours of the night and trek to Howard Beach 
for a little one on one 'They say your head can be a prison, then 
these are ust conJugal v1s1ts. We'd talk for hours and feel infi
nite wed exchange smoke rings and slips of t he t ongue unt1 
our bodies were sore. 

We were sitting close, clothes on, 
when Futurama came on. 

By the time the end credits were rolling, 
a lot had changed. 

Parties celebrating the end of one of the biggest years 
of our lives became a bi-weekly basis, pun intended. 'Wed do 1t 
1n the dark, w ith sm les on our faces; we're dropped and wel 
concealed, 1n secret places As our futures came at us al too 
fast saw what was happening. St ate 1nes were going to tear us 
apart and t his fleeting fling was soon to be over 

The days ticked away and with every subtle glance 
across the hallway, every 1ght touch underneath the unch table 
and every play on lyrics, we saw the end nearing and we began 
to grow apart. Maybe 1t was because what we had was nothing 
at al or maybe 1t was because w hat we had we couldn't admit 
to wanting. When m asked, 'Wouldn't you rather be a w idow, 
then a divorcee?' often find myself not having an answer It's 
been years since we last wat ched Futurama but it's not 1ke 
that's a past l'I soon forget. 

Baby seasons change but people don't, and 'I always 
be waiting 1n the back room." 

Corinne Chatterton 
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Unfiltered Thoughts 
David Shulski 

Although as women we are repulsed by this essay, we wish to present it to our readers. 
As difficult as it may be to read, we must appreciate its essence for the simple fact that the debasing content 

will keep feminists focused on the main goal of fema le equality and regard, here and worldwide ... Lilith Editors, 2010 

I act like a little baby. Babies suck on the nipple. I love 
sucking on nipples. Men spend the first nine months of their life 
getting out of a woman, and the rest of their life trying to get 
back in. What a crue l joke God played on us. Al l I want in life 
is to put myself inside of a warm hairy, sl imy, smelly hole that 
looks like an open wound, and bleeds like it too. From a far it 
really sounds like a nasty, disgusting, and unsanitary thing to do, 
but I love it and I can't get enough. I feel like a crack head that 
can't stop getting high. I found my addiction in life, and it is 
woman. The bible warns us about these evi l creatures, and I 
should have listened. God is not female, nor is Jesus. How could 
any thing holy come from a fire breathing psychopath? Once a 
month I get tortured for a week straight. I don't know if God 
hates me, but it sure seems like it. She's got issues and I'm going 
to pay. I can stay level-headed all the time, but for some reason 
it is al l my fault and I am the bad guy. 

Men spend the first nine months of their life 
getting out of a woman, and the rest of their life 

trying to get back in. 

I wou ld love to be able to have an excuse that I could 
use every month so that I cou ld flip out and say ''I'm sorry I can't 
control my emotions". Well if that is the case, and you can not 
control yourselves, then maybe we should deal with you 
accordingly. You know how we deal with crazy people, right? 

We put them in straight jackets. I think that for one week out 
of the month I should reserve the right to put my girlfriend in 
a straight jacket. 

Cry, cry, cry, and cry some more. I have become 
completely immune to these tactics. I just don't care anymore. 
It has become so easy for me to talk to a crying woman 
without being affected. I used to get upset and concerned but 
now I realize that it doesn't mean anything. It's almost like a 
second language for most women. I almost feel like a bad 
person for not caring, but I just can't. I have been worn down 
to a point where I am just comfortably numb. 

I grew up with two nagging sisters and a psychopathic 
mother: I am convinced that estrogen is the root of all evil. I 
tried to keep an open mind but sometimes this gets out of 
hand. If there really is a god, I don't think that he paid too much 
attention to what he was doing when he created women. But 
don't worry, because I am all talk. After I am done getting my 
thoughts out on this piece of paper: I am going to go back to 
being my tortured self and not say anything more. I am going 
to take my beatings once a month in the hope of eventually 
getting laid. Can I punch you in the face for a thousand dollars? 
Obviously I would let you. 

Bonnie Bekman 
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The High School Male 
Billy Neikam 

I considered myself to be a somewhat popular kid in 
high school. I knew everyone; all the teachers, all the guys on the 
footbal l team, but especially all the girl s. I know because I made 
a conscious effort to personally get to know every single one. 
It was fairly easy for me to meet new people, and strike up long
lasting relationships in a few days' time. When you're confident, 
high schoql can be a very fun place to be. 

It wasn't that I knew I was taking advantage of my 
confidence, sometimes at the expense of that particular girl's 
feelings, I just thought one minute at a time, the unguided 
misjudgments of a foolish teen. I had many girlfriends, as did my 
guy friends. Some of 
them would last a 
week, a few lasted 
several months, but I 
was never able to 
settle down and 
experience the feeling 
of true emotional 
connection. 

My senior 
year was a life
altering time for me. I 
was more mature 
than I had been in 
previous years, if not 
by much, by some. I 
was sitting in English 
class one morning 
and we were 
discussing topics 

I really had low self-esteem, and my self-medication was 
jumping around from girl to girl so that I could pretend 

to be "the man" to all my friends . 

for our senior research paper: It would be the longest and most 
in depth paper I had ever written. I wanted to pick a good topic; 
one that would influence my life from then on. Since I was so 
fascinated with women, I decided to study the female mind. I 
thought it would be a breeze because, as a naive teenager, I 
thought I knew everything there was to know anyway. 

I started off my journalistic quest with interviews. I sat 
down 4 of my previous girlfriends and asked them each five 
questions: 

Question I: How would you define the word woman? 
Question 2: What is the best part about being a woman? 
Question 3: What is the worst part about being a woman? 
Question 4: What is your opinion of the male mind? 
Question 5: If you could change one thing in your life, what 
would it be? 

Now, I don't remember al l of their answers, sadly I didn't keep 
a copy of the paper, but I do remember what they answered to 
questions four and five. The first girl that I interviewed, Ashley, 
was a year older than me. She was the definition of sweet. She 
would never cast a harmful word at anyone, even behind their 
back. Her response to four was that men don't think on an 
emotional level as women do. I asked her to elaborate. She then 
told me that women take other's thoughts and feelings into 
consideration before making decisions. She didn't say it, but I 
knew that statement was directed at me. We weren't on the 

best of terms in the first place. I broke up with her because I 
started to like someone else, and when I told her I wanted to 
break up, she simply said, "ok."That was it. I didn't apologize or 
te ll her she was a great girl but I just needed something 
different. I told her I liked someone else and it stopped there. 

Question five didn't go any better: She told me the one 
thing she would do differently is our relationship. After the 
interview was over we continued talking. She told me how 
much I hurt her and that she didn't want me to see her in pain, 
so she acted like it hadn't bothered her: She told me how much 
she cared about me, and how much our relationship meant to 

her. She cried, and for the first time in our 
re lationship I thought about her feelings. I felt like 
the biggest jerk on the planet. I spent hours 
apo logizing to her: After a couple of days, she 
forgave me, and we got back on somewhat 
decent terms. It's hard to be friends with 
someone that broke your heart. 

I wanted to stop the research there. I 
thought high school was all fun and games, but 
how cou ld it be when my fun was this poor girl 
crying alone in her bedroom?The worst part was 
that I didn't even think that any of my actions 
would hurt anyone. I fe lt sorry for her, which later 
on I found out to be a mistake. 

Naomi told me that after I broke up with 
her for Ash ley, she couldn't sleep for days. She 
told me that she kept thinking that she did 
something wrong, and she couldn't rest until she 

Andrew Fassois figured it out. When I started to tell her that it 
was nothing she did, she stopped me. Since I 

talked to Ash ley, I thought that I had a responsibi lity to 
make these girls feel better about my hurting them. The truth, 
in fact, was that they figured it out all on their own. They were 
hurting for a little whi le, but they solved their problems alone. 
Naomi told me that she thought she needed me to make her 
feel whole, but then she found that al l she needed was herself. 
When she said that it struck a nerve inside of me. I started 
thinking. What if I had the same problem Naomi had? What if I 
needed someone in order to make me feel good about myself? 

Chelsea's and Lisa's interviews went the same way, as I 
expected, except I didn't experience them like I did the 
previous two. Instead of feeli ng sorry for them, I had found a 
respect for these girls. First of all, they had it in them to even talk 
to me. If I was them I would have thrown things. Secondly, they 
had moved on to become better because of what I did to them. 
The third reason I found such respect for them was because 
even though they didn't know it, al l four of them helped me find 
out who I was as a person. 

After the interviews were all finished, I sat at home and 
did some soul searching. I compared myself to what Naomi told 
me. It wasn't that I needed someone to make me feel good 
about being me; I needed everyone. I couldn't stay with one 
person because although I couldn't admit it to myself at the 
t ime, my confidence was a defense mechanism. I really had low 
self-esteem, and my self-medication was jumping around from 
girl to girl so that I cou ld pretend to be "the man" to all my 
friends. I needed to change that, and with the help of those girls, 
I was able to do so. In twelve days I celebrate my two-year 
anniversary with my beautiful girlfriend, Jackie. 
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A Woman's Worth 
Jamie Borsman 

A few years ago I met a woman who seemed so happy. 
She had just started working in our office, was recently engaged, 
gleefully showing off her sparkling new diamond r ing and 
starting to plan her wedding. Laura had a beautifu l three year 
old daughter, was in her mid-thirties, and said she had waited to 
meet just the right person before getting married. With in two 
weeks of her engagement, her fiance called the office and told 
her she had until midnight that night to get her th ings from his 
home and get out He never faced her in person to discuss the 
relationship or allow Laura to have any closure. As a woman 
going through a divorce myself, I invited her to come and be my 
roommate; this allowed me to learn so much about her, how 
she interacted with the opposite sex, and see how a woman 
could be trapped in the fairy tale dreams of a little girl. 

I have always viewed having a man in my life and 
a fam ily a bonus to a good life I already created. 

Once Laura moved in she began to open up about her 
relationship with this man. As she broke it down it became 
painfully obvious to me that the relationship was not about love 
or meeting a life partner to be her equal. It was about being 
picked up from her life as a struggling single mother and 
whisked off her feet by a knight in shining armor that could 
make all of life's problems disappear so she could live the 
proverbial "happily ever after:" This princess-like ideal is not 
what occurred. Instead, she was left with almost nothing 
because she placed all her trust in this man to care for her: She 
did not shield herself or her daughter in the event the 
relationship did not work out She was without a home and 
without any type of credit because she declared bankruptcy at 
her fiance's urging with his promise to take care of everything 
for her: She allowed this man to have complete control of her 
life; therefore she had to build her life back up from square one 
again, relying on fami ly and friends to help her get by. More 
importantly, she had to discover who she was as a woman and 
what example she would want to set for her daughter: 

As time passed, Laura did put the pieces of her life back 
together, but not with the strength that I thought she would. 
She created some stability by rebuilding her credit and renting 
an apartment but she remains in some sort of holding pattern, 
still unhappy. She has spoken of moving or trying to buy a home 
and create some roots for her daughter but each time a 
commitment nears she backs away. Her reasoning is that she 
wants to be available to move or be fiexible when the right man 
does come into her life; she still believes a knight on a white 
horse is coming. She still thinks a man should have control and 
be the leader: What's scarier is she has a little daughter that 
could very well grow up thinking the same way. 

This is an injustice taught to many women from an 
early age. I do think it is happening less, and that many women 
are taught to be strong on their own. In my opin ion this is the 
only way to be truly happy, to have self-fulfi llment I have always 
viewed having a man in my life and a family a bonus to a good 
life I already created . There is nothing wrong with being 
vulnerable sometimes and needing someone, however, it is so 
enriching when all members of a family know their self-worth 
and can be there for one another: No one person should have 
too much control over another: 

Lindsay Rothchild 

Lilith 14 _ _________________________________ _ 



Still A Mother 

Vanessa Kelly 

Growing up. I was the youngest child w ith three older 
brothers that were always in trouble. I was the good one. I was 
the one who never got in trouble and always fol lowed the ru les. 
During my senior year of high school I began dating a guy I met 
through one of my friends. He was three years older than me, 
and he was so different from any of my previous boyfriends. I 
fell in love w ith him so fast and my world quickly began to 
revolve around him. We were together all the time and rarely 
did anything w ithout each other. 

He went away with his fami ly the weekend of his 
twenty-first birthday The night he came home we celebrated 
together. That night we were stupid and irresponsible. We got 
caught up in the moment, and I've never been more ashamed 
of myself in my life. I asked him t o take me to Planned 
Parenthood the next day. We went there before work and they 
gave me the morning-after pill. Even though I followed the 
directions, a week later I just didn't fee l right. I took five 
pregnancy tests that week and every single one of them was 
positive. I tried to blame it on a false positive because I was too 
scared to believe the results. I cal led my doctor and they fit me 
in the next day. I didn't let my boyfri end come into the office 
with me. I guess I was trying to be strong, but to th is day, I w ish 
more than anything that he was in that room with me when I 
found out that I real ly was pregnant. 

Megan Condit 

I think about my baby everyday. 
I lost my baby, but I'm still a mother. 
The day I found out I was pregnant, 

I became a mother 
and no matter what happened, 

I can never go back. 

My mom and I have one of t he closest relationships I 
know of I had to te ll her. When I met her after work. she just 
knew. I was expecting a little anger and disappointment but I 
got none of that. A ll I got was her sympathy and her love. She 
felt terrible I had to go through this. My mom told my dad 
because I just couldn't say the words. He just hugged me and 
told me that we' ll get through this together. The difficult part 
had to come now. What do I do? I thought about abortion first 
because, at eighteen years o ld, I had never pictured myself with 
a ch ild. The thought was crippling. You may think you know 
w hat you would do in this situation, but when it actual ly 
happens, your life completely changes. The thought of adoption 
was out of the question. If anyone was to have this baby, it 
would be me. It was the most difficult period of my life. The 
second I found out I was pregnant, I became a mother and I 
couldn't just throw that away. I decided that I was going to keep 
the baby and then my life came crash ing down. My first 
sonogram revealed that the baby had died. It stopped 
developing. and I was told to prepare for a miscarriage. The 
news just devastated me. How was I supposed to sit and wait 
for my body to miscarry this precious thing I had created? How 
was this possible? I blamed myself then and I sti ll do. I never 
miscarried fully. After ten weeks of wait ing I had to have an 
operation to remove what my body did not miscarry 

I spent those two months hiding this secret from 
everyone but my close family. I went through prom and 
graduation trying to pretend it was the best time of my life. The 
baby's due date was a week after my birthday. That week is sti ll 
the hardest week of my life. My baby would be one and a half 
r ight now. There is not a day that goes by that it doesn't hurt. 
I think about my baby everyday. I lost my baby, but I'm still a 
mother. The day I found out I was pregnant, I became a 
mother and no matter what happened, I can never go back. 
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Attitude is Important 
Rocco Scordio 

Jerry was the kind of guy you love to hate. He was 
always in a good mood and always had something positive to 
say. When someone would ask him how he was doing, he 
would reply, "If I were any better; I would be twins!" 

He was a unique manager because he had several 
waiters who had followed him around from restaurant to 
restaurant. The reason the waiters followed Jerry was because 

Christian Ort 

of his attitude. He was a natural motivator. If an employee was 
having a bad day, Jerry was there telling the employee how to 
look on the positive side of the situation. Seeing this style 
really made me curious, so one day I went up to Jerry and asked 
him: 

"I don't get it! You can't be a positive person all of the 
time. How do you do it?" 

"Each morning," Jerry said, " I wake up and say to 
myself, 'Jerry, you have two choices today. You can choose to be 
in a good mood or you can choose to be in a bad mood.' I 
choose to be in a good mood. Each time something bad 
happens, I can choose to be a victim or I can choose to learn 
from it. I choose to learn from it. Every time someone comes 
to me complaining, I can choose to accept their complaining or 
I can point out the positive side of life. I choose the positive side 
of life." 

I protested, "Yeah, right, it's not that easy" 
"Yes it is," Jerry said. "Life is all about choices. When 

you cut away all the junk, every situation is a choice. You choose 
how you react to situations. You choose how people will affect 
your mood. You choose to be in a good or bad mood. The 

bottom line: "it's your choice how you live life." I reflected on 
what Jerry said. Soon thereafter; I left the restaurant industry to 
start my own business. We lost touch, but I often thought about 
him when I made a choice about life instead of reacting to it. 
Several years later; I heard that Jerry did something you are 
never supposed to do in the restaurant business: he left the 
back door open one morning and was held up at gunpoint by 
three armed robbers. While trying to open the safe, his hand 
shaking from nervousness, slipped off the combinations. The 
robbers panicked and shot him. Luckily, Jerry was found 
relatively quickly and rushed to the local trauma center. After 
I 8 hours of surgery and weeks of intensive care, Jerry was 
released from the hospital with fragments of the bullets still in 
his body I saw Jerry about six months after the accident. When 
I asked him how he was, he replied, "If I were any better; I'd be 
twins. Want to see my scars?" I declined to see his wounds, but 
did ask him what had gone through his mind as the robbery 
took place. 

"The first thing that went through my mind was that I 
should have locked the back door;" Jerry replied. "Then, as I lay 
on the floor; I remembered I had two choices; I could choose to 
live, or I could choose to die. I chose to live." 

"Weren't you scared? Did you lose consciousness?" I 
asked. 

Jerry continued, "The paramedics were great. They 
kept telling me I was going to be fine. But when they wheeled 
me into the emergency room and I saw the expressions on the 
faces of the doctors and nurses, I got really scared. In their eyes, 
I read: 'He's a dead man.' I knew I needed to take action." 

"What did you do?" 
"Well, there was a big, burly nurse shouting questions 

at me," said Jerry. She asked if I was allergic to anything. 
"Yes"," I said. The doctors and the nurses stopped 

working as they waited for my reply. I took a deep breath and 
yelled: "Bullets!" Over their laughter; I told them: " I am choosing 
to live. Operate on me as if I am alive, not dead". 

Jerry lived, thanks to the skill of his doctors, but also 
because of his amazing attitude. I learned from him that every 
day we have a choice to live fully Attitude, after all, is everything. 

"Life is all about choices. 
When you cut away all the junk, 

every situation is a choice. 
You choose how you react to situations. 

You choose how people will affect your mood. 
You choose to be in a good or bad mood. 

The bottom line: 
"it's your choice how you live life." 
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Chivalry is Dead and Women Killed It 
Brenton Gregory 

She shot me a disgusted look and exclaimed, 
"I think I can handle the weight of the door myself, 

I don't need you to do it for me!" 
I was so taken aback; 

I froze in place, mouth agape. 

I have been taught since a very young age that a man 
pays for dinner; holds the door open, and always treats people 
with respect. For my entire life, I have taken pride in the fact 
that I was raised to be a good person, a respectful person, and 
a genuine person. If there is a person behind me when 
entering or exiting a bu ilding, I hold the door open to allow 
them through, man or woman. Th is is due to simple courtesy, 
and to allow that person easy access without having to open 
the door. If someone is carrying a lot of bags, or is having 
trouble with something, I offer them help. When someone is 
trying to back up and I see a car com ing, I hold him or her off. 
These are all, in my beliefs, a common courtesy to all people. 
It has come to my understanding that some women find these 
acts to be offensive, rude and demeaning. According to what 
they believe, a man holding the door open to them means in 
some way that they are too weak to open the door 
themselves, and need a man to do t his for them. 

Walking out of a local supermarket, I had a few bags 
of groceries. I saw a woman approaching, and again, due to 
common courtesy, held the door for her. She shot me a 
disgusted look and exclaimed, "I th ink I can hand le the weight 
of the door myself, I don't need you to do it for me!" I was so 
taken aback; I froze in place, mouth agape. She literally stood 
there looking at me until I let the door close, and t hen she 
opened it. When she passed through, she turned her head and 
shot me yet another Medusa-like look. This act was beyond 
understanding. How could somebody be that rude? How 
could a person seriously take that act as demean ing? An 
author called this act "a false ch ivalry." I now quote a famous 
comedian, "Chivalry is dead, and women ki lled it." I know this 
is not an historical ly or politically correct statement, but it sure 
seems to have a metaphorical "weight" in this instance. 

I feel as though the act of holding a door is out of pure 
respect and good manners and for someone to feel 
disrespected by this is beyond my understanding. There are 
many serious problems with this world regarding gender issues 
and discrimination against women. In this regard, I hope that 
feminists, both men and women, wi ll focus on issues of more 
importance and bearing than such issues as a man paying for 
dinner or holding the door open. I wou ld like to know why if 
a man has sex with many women, this is deemed popular 
and respected, whereas if a woman were to have sex with 
many men, she is disrespected and labeled as a whore or 
worse. I would like to understand why women in corporate 
companies with more experience and more prowess in their 
field than a man wil l be restrained at a certain position for her 
entire life, where the man wi ll exceed beyond her position. 

W hy not focus on these topics? Why dissect those 
minor courtes ies that most decent human beings tend to 
bestow upon t he entire population? Why create indecencies 
in harmless acts, when you can be fighting t he actual acts found 
in everyday life? I wi ll continue to hold the door open for a 
man or a woman. I wi ll continue to buy my friends dinner 
when I have the extra money to do so. I wi ll continue to do 
my best to never treat anyone with disrespect. I will be proud 
of who I am, how I was raised and how I treat others. 

Morgan Harrison 
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Kerri Mazzoli 

God .. . Are You Listening 
Larry Calamia 

What has become ofYour creations 

The life You made, with love and admiration 

Adam and Eve, Your greatest dream 

In Your Image, You decided to achieve 

Only one mistake, You truly made 

From the dust, You drew one life that day 

To make his mate, You caused disdain 

Why. oh why, did You use his rib? 

From the chest of a man, can You see what You did? 

One stronger than another, one with a bust 

Jealousy and envy, cravings and lust 

This simple flaw has paved the way 

For inequality that still remains 

Can't You go back, and undo Your deed 

Make it right. so we can achieve 

A true peace and balance, we all can see 

Create a new Eve, not from a part 

Make her whole, from the very start 

From a separate mold, that's just the same 

The same as Adam, in every way 

God . .. Are You Listening? 



When He Was Young 
Larry Calamia 

When we are born, we are naked and new 

They give us a name, either Michael or Sue 

So now we'll know what's expected of us 

To create a fa<;:ade, our gender's a must 

We are given certain toys, when we are a chi ld 

Either trucks and guns, or a doll w ith a smile 

As we get older, it grows only stronger 

A boy gets a su it, and a girl something other 

Adolescence begins, and choices are made 

Dress a certain way, or they'll call you a name 

But what if right then, something goes all awry 

The boy in the su it, doesn't see eye to eye 

He prefers a short skirt, and ditches the tie 

He borrows some clothes, from his sister at night 

He tries them all on, and they seem to tit r ight 

Now he's confused, and doesn't know why 

Looks in the mirror, and can't help but cry 

He doesn't like how he looks, and wants to change 

Why can 't I be called Lori, instead of James? 

Is it the abuse of his father, or something deep inside? 

A feeling he has, that he just can't deny 

I'm really a man, and plays it real cool 

Can't you see my moustache, and all my tattoos? 

It still doesn't work, his emotions a mess 

Feeling frustrated, only causes him stress 

Depressed and alone, What does he do? 

Can he speak to his mom, or his best friend Lou? 

Asking himself, as most of us do 

Is this in God's plan, what does he want me to do? 

Can he wrap himself up, in a nice t ight cocoon 

And emerge once again, and start all anew? 

Options are few, causing such pain 

W ill the world just accept him, or live in disdain? 

He thinks he's alone, and there might be a few 

That feel as he feels, and share in his views 

Choices to make, to fix this whole mess 

Whatever the outcome, he'l l give it his best 

When he was young, this all had begun 

He was born a male, his father's son 

Now things have changed, and t ime has passed 

He w ill become what he wants, his day at last. 

Matt McDonald 
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The Loaded Question 
Toni-marie Perreco 

"Do you suffer?" She asked with genuine concern. 

Her motive for asking, I could not discern. 

"No,'' I told her, ''I'm merry and I'm light, 

And I don't focus on the strain of this ongoing plight" 

She looked suddenly confused, she could not understand. 

"You would not pry so,'' I told her, "if I were a man." 

She nodded at once as if in defeat 

And I was quite shocked at her rapid retreat. 

"Do I look frail?" I asked her, and she shook her head. 

"You don't smile," she says, "Your expression is dread." 

Must my smile be constant to prove I am well? 

Or might there be other signs that would tell? 

I do not bend; when I walk my head stays high 

Despite the onslaught of catcalling as I walk by. 

I open my own doors, I make up my own mind. 

I am not constantly searching to form ties that bind. 

I make my own money, I cook and I clean, 

And I never look for hand outs, if you know what I mean. 

I own my will to come and go as I please 

My purpose is my own, I aim not to appease. 

I do not suffer, sister, I soar and I glide 

There is nothing about me that I wish to hide. 

I have pride; I have strength, brains and heart 

They may pick at my stitching but I never fall apart 

I'm at no man's mercy; I can drive, I can vote 

I sail life's open seas and I steer my own boat 

But would you feel better if I wore a smile on my face? 

If I were a good little woman who knew my "rightful" place? 

Perhaps you are confused; you've got it all wrong. 

Although I am a woman, I am smart and I am strong. 

Perhaps you think these attributes simply don't belong. 

How long must this battle rage, I beg you, how long? 

Society cannot define me as a female or girl or mother, 

I AM SUPERIOR; don't refer to me as the "other." 

Don't wonder if I suffer or if I distress, if I wallow 

It seems my argument is too much for you to swallow. 

My smile does not make me, I am happy even without it. 

My freedom is my beauty, there is no doubt about it 
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If I were a Man, I Could Dress like a Fruit 
Toni-marie Perreco 

Being a woman, who loves to read, 

I found something peculiar in my favorite magazine. 

"Dress for your shape" the article said, 

Above a picture of a toothpick dressed in red. 

If they're going to insist on writing this deal, 

They could at least cast a model that actually looks real. 

And why the fruit? Is it sexy and chic? 

Or does it just make our bodies easier to critique? 

If you are apple shaped, its wide leg pants for you, 

If you are shaped like a pear. something else will do. 

Disgusted at being compared to a fruit 

I found my thoughts turning suddenly brute. 

If I were a man, what fruit name would be given? 

Would they ask me if I were shaped like a Persimmon? 

I doubt these articles appear in Sports Illustrated 

This kind of ridiculousness would never be tolerated. 

But as women, we subject ourselves to this crap 

Never knowing we are falling deep into the trap. 

Who's writing these articles? It couldn't be "us" 

I don't know any women who make such a fuss 

Over "dressing for our shape" whatever that is, 

This is not Hollywood, I'm not in show biz. 

All these articles do is cause self esteem to dive, 

If I have to read another. I doubt I will survive. 

I won't be belittled or made to think less of my worth 

If a watermelon is comparable to the size of my girth. 

I am proud of my shape even if I don't fit in 

What fruit would I be if I were really thin? 

Magazines want you to look like a star 

But all of this fruit talk has gone way too far 

I will wear what I want when I want to wear it 

And the rest of the world will have to grin and bear it. 

I've seen men shaped like refrigerators, horses and beasts, 

Who care nothing for shape and eat like they are at feasts. 

They are not worried about what to wear 

They eat and they eat and they haven't got a care. 

But for women it's different, it's sad but it's true 

These articles are hoping to scare the shit out of you. 

They want you to be a sheep, eating nothing but grass, 

The media is obsessed with the size of your ass. 

As if your size really made a difference at all, 

As if your worth were based on big or small, 

On apple, on pear. watermelon and kiwi 

On how you would look if they stuffed you in a bikini. 

But not every girl wants to share a banana's shape 

The more I talk about this, the more I want to escape 

From this insanity of comparing women to food, 

I don't like the connotation; in fact I think it's quite rude. 

Matt McDonald 
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PLYMOUTH IN A BLIZZARD 
A Memoir of My Youth in the Chinese Countryside 

Jian Zhang 
A blizzard is attacking Plymouth. The sky has turned 

pitch dark. The whistling w ind seizes the snow before it touches 
the ground and throws it onto my face in lumps and bunches. I 
can feel the bitter cold tearing my ears and cutting my skin, trying 
to extinguish the fire of life in my body as it succeeded in doing 
to half of the pi lgrims in 1621. It is 5:00 PM, December 29th, 
1987. I am standing alone on the harbor of Plymouth, 
Massachusetts. In front of me is a little wooden cabin, one of the 
dwellings built by the early settlers. The straws are dancing like 
a troupe of puppets trying to free themselves from the roof. 
Every board on the cabin wall is groaning and shaking like a sick 
old man. However, in this gloomy black-and-white picture, a tiny 
orange light peeping timidly out of a small window of the cabin 
attracts my attention. My heart is deeply stirred. 

The bone-chil ling coldness, the howling wind, the straw 
hut and the orange light are familiar to me. Once upon a time 
when I was young, I experienced the same coldness and was 
excited by the same kind of orange light. I stamp my feet and 
rub my hands, recalling a distant past, my first personal pilgrimage 
in the People's Republic of China. I once lived in such a wooden 
cabin for more than three years. That cabin was located on the 
other side of the Pacific Ocean, in a northern province of 
Heilongjiang, People's Republic of China, neighboring Siberia, 
Russia. It was a shabby one-room cabin with mud-covered 
wooden walls and a straw roof. A stove was 
burning in the middle of the room and two lines 
of heatable adobe sleeping-platforms stretched 
along both side-walls. My bunk was next to the 
w indow. In those frozen cold winter mornings of 
-40 F, I woke up to find that my comforter had 
frozen onto the window si ll and my brows and 
hair tips were covered with white frost. On the 
window sill of that cabin, I placed a small oi l lamp. 
Nobody could imagine what magic attraction its 
orange light from the window had on me after a 
long day's labor in the fields or in the forests. 

One day in December 1970, I was 
fetching water at the vi llage well when a blizzard 
attacked the village suddenly. Remembering that 
everybody in my cabin was expecting the water 
for supper, I did not stop rolling the long rope, 
hoping that I cou ld take the water home before 
the storm. But before the second pail of water 
was out of the wel l, I was smashed to the ground 
by a gust of wind. I tumbled down the well head 
and found myself covered white with snow. 
Raising my head, I cou ld see nothing except 
swirls of snow dancing against the black sky. My 
cabin which was only several dozens of yards 
away had disappeared completely. Worse still, I 
couldn't stand up because of the biting wind and 1 

heavy snow. I started crawling in the snow. For 
a long time I believed that I was heading toward 
the cabin. But it turned out that I was circl ing 
around the well head. My toes became numb 
and my face no longer felt the cold. I tried to 
shout, but I couldn 't hear my own voice in the 
roaring wind. I was really scared. Suddenly, as if 
in a dream, I spotted an orange dot, so tiny, so 
vague, in the black-white picture. I gathered all 
my strength and crawled towards it It disappeared 

and reappeared. Finally I found myself in front of the cab in, my 
tiny oi l lamp blinking from the window. Raising my frost-bitten 
hand, I touched the wall. It was solid, it was warm. I knew I was 
finally home. I learned later on that this journey of a dozen yards 
from the wel l to the cabin took me half an hour. 

So thinking, I raise my hand, and touch the Pilgrim's 
cabin. It is so lid, and it is warm. I seem to hear people talking 
inside and the wood crackling in the fireplace. Which early 
settler's fam ily lived in this cabin? Governor Bradford? Or Myles 
Standish, the brave military leader? Or the fam ily of Billington, 
who was hanged in I 630 for committing the first murder in the 
New World? 

A few steps away from the cabin is the famous 
Plymouth Rock, the first solid ground that the pilgrims set their 
feet on in America in December I 620. The carving "I 620," 
together with the centuries-old foot prints of the earliest settlers 
on this piece of land are now covered with a thick layer of snow. 
In the distance, the ship "Mayflower," which brought the brave 
band of settlers to th is land, is tossing on top of waves. It looks 
ridiculously smal l against the black roaring sea and the screen of 
snowflakes as big as goose feathers. I cannot help but marvel 
how it managed to take more than a hundred pilgrims from 
Britain and sai led across the rough Atlantic sea in 53 days. On 
December I 6, I 62 1 , the Mayflower cast anchor not far from the 

shore where I am standing, announcing the new 
era of adventure on this rich land. One hundred 
and two pilgrims started their new lives as 
settlers. 

Starting new lives as settlers is not a 
foreign experience for me. In my mind's eye, I see 
a huge red poster hanging at the train station, 
which reads: "Educated Young People Go to 
Settle Down in the Countryside and Start a New 
Life of Re-education from the Poor and Lower
Middle Class Peasants!" This was in the spring of 
1970, when I was a middle school student. A 
nationwide political movement was sweeping 
the country.The policy then was "All intellectuals 
should receive re-education from the workers 
and peasants" and "Educated urban youth must 
temperthemse lves in w ind and storm in the 
countryside and mountainous areas." Following 
the party call, both of my parents, engineers in 
the Shanghai TV Station, had been sent to a so
called "cadres' school" in the outskirts of t he 
city, where the engineers and administrators 
grew crops and raised pigs together. My elder 
brother had also left Shanghai for the countryside 
and settled down in a mountain vil lage. And 
before long it was my turn. 

On April 20, one week before my 
17th birthday, I bid good-bye to Shanghai, the big 
city in which I was born and grew up. Together 
with more than 300 other youngsters of my age, 
I stepped aboard a northbound train to 
Heilongjian Province, the northernmost region 
bordering Siberia, Russia. When the train left the 
station and picked up speed, I did not cry like 
many girls, nor did I sing revolutionary songs like 
others. Staring out of the window, I gave in to my 
fate and hoped the new life would bring me new 
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hope. Wasn't that what those Mayflower passengers did? 
The train ran for three days and four nights before it 

stopped at a tiny forest town at the northernmost terminal of 
the railway system of China. Every one of us had badly swollen 
feet and blood-shot eyes from sitting so long in the crowded 
cars without any chance to lie down and sleep. Immediately, we 
were put onto a team of trucks and rolled into the thickest part 
of the forest The whole day, I saw tree after tree, not a shadow 
of a human figure, no food, no drink. At long last the trucks 
stopped at a tiny square surrounded by rows of wooden 
cabins. Later we learned the name of that small cabin site
"Advancement Farm," another hastily set-up settlement for the 
youth from cities within Heilongjiang Province. There we were 
given a small cake each and off we went on our way again. 
Word came that since the road ahead of us was full of melting 
snow and mud, we had to continue the journey on foot That 
night was the longest in my whole life. The moon was covered 
by thick clouds and not a star could be seen. 

As a city-born youth, I had never before experienced 
marching in the darkness, not to mention the rugged mountain 
path, howling wind and strange animals roaring. One girl 
started to wail, but shut up quickly, too tired or too scared to 
continue. The journey was so long that I soon lost sight of my 
companions. At one point, however; I noticed a tiny orange light 
peeping out from amidst the black branches somewhere in 
front My heart leaped. I dragged my feet forward, my shoes 
soaking with mud and melted snow. The light blinked and 
twinkled, but never seemed to come closer. I don't remember 
clearly what happened along the way; I fell down in the mud, 
and picked myself up, fell down again and got up again. I fixed 
my eyes towards the front, where the tiny light was calling. 

It was towards dawn when I arrived at the destination
a stretch of hurriedly set-up tents in the middle of the black 
forest A black shadow appeared in front of me and a hand 
stretched out:"Welcome, new settlers!" I stared at him and 
simply walked past him. I had forgotten how to stop my feet 
The last thing I could remember seeing before I fell down on 
the straw berth was a big red poster hanging in front of the 
tents: "Welcome to your Second Hometown, New Educated 
young Settlers!" 

A gust of wind almost choked me. My face felt burnt 
from the slapping snow. The winter in Plymouth is certainly not 
friendly to foreigners. I believe that more than two centuries ago 
the early settlers on this piece of land must have thought the 
same way as I did in that first night in the countryside-full of 
desperation and desire , confusion and hope. According to 
history, the first winter in Plymouth was very rugged. No 
sooner had they set foot on land than the Mayflower 
passengers were struck down by cold weather; disease and 
exhaustion. Within a couple of months, 50 pilgrims out of I 02 
were wiped out Their bodies were buried in secret on Cole's 
Hill , right above the Plymouth Rock, facing directly to the sea, to 
their homeland far; far away. Now, on top of the graves where 
those daring spirits are resting, there stands a museum. 

I wish the former settlers in China could build a 
museum also, on a small hill surrounded by the green fields we 
opened, beside the four villages we set up. On that hill lie 
several graves, where several of my young friends were buried: 
One died under an overturned cartload of wood, one died on 
his way to the nearest hospital, which was a whole day's tractor 
journey after he was hit by a huge stone while digging a well, 
and one was smashed fiat under an overturned tractor. None 
of them were yet I 8 years old when they passed on, and none 
of them had the luck of letting their parents have a final look at 
them before they were buried. After all, Shanghai was too far 

away from this "second hometown." The bodies could not be 
preserved long enough above the ground for their parents' 
viewing, so they had to wait for their moms and dads in their 
final resting place. All their graves faced south, where they had 
come from, where their parents were still living. 

Standing in front of Cole's Hill, I pray for the 
souls of the Pilgrims, and also sigh for those young bodies left in 
the countryside, which is also under heavy snow at the moment 
I don't know what the dying Pilgrims might have said in the 
terrible winter of 1621. They must have felt sorrow for their 
own fate and they must have missed their folks back home. But 
my friends who died in the countryside had no chance to sigh 

for themselves. Youths 
of I 6 or I 7 had no 
concept of death. 
They could never 
1mag1ne their life 
would end even in 
their last breath. I will 
never forget the words 
of the young man 
upon his departure 
for the hospital, after 
he was hit by a big 
stone on the back at 
the bottom of an 

unfinished well: "Tomorrow I will turn 18 years old. I have 
bought I 8 eggs. Please cook them for me, because my Mom 
and my Grandma will be angry if I forget to celebrate my 
birthday. You know, this will be my first time to celebrate my 
birthday without my family. I'm going to invite all of you to share 
my treasure. I hope the doctor will let me out tomorrow 
evening, so I can rush back for a late dinner. Please wait for me." 

We all waited for him the next day until a phone call 
came from the hospital, announcing his death. His lungs had 
been punctured by his broken ribs and he didn't make it to the 
hospital. Right before midnight of his I 8th birthday, he came 
back on the tractor; dead and frozen. A telegram was sent to his 
family, who must have been waiting for his letter about his 18th 
birthday celebration. 

Huddling myself up from cold, I turn around and head 
towards the haunted hill. In the Wax Museum on top of the hill, 
I find myself surrounded by the pilgrims: they are signing the 
famous Mayflower Compact as they did in I 620; they are 
planting the corn under the guidance of the English-speaking 
Indian Squanto; they are cooking the first feast of the 
Thanksgiving celebration.Why was there no Thanksgiving Day in 
the countryside in China? Actually, right after the first harvest in 
November 1970, we did have a "feast" of celebration. After 
some dancing and singing, laughing and joking, we lined up in 
front of the dining room. We were told that a pig had been 
bought from a village over 60 miles away and we would have 
pork for dinner. That would be our first taste of fresh meat since 
we left the city seven months ago. Everybody was excited. Some 
started an argument about how meat really tasted. My first bite 
of my small pie of pork with my eyes closed was like tasting 
some heavenly delicacy. Unfortunately, at the second bite I 
opened my eyes and realized that the meat left in my bowl was 
simply a piece of pig ear with hairs sticking out I did not have the 
courage for the third bite, but gave it away to one of the boys 
who were begging for "anything from the pig." In fact, I was not 
the only "fussy" girl who gave away the "fruit of labor." As a 
result, some "no picky" boys had to run to the bathroom 
numerous times that night because they had ate too much 
"anything from the pig." 
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Many thanks should be given 
to the local farmers. The city 
youngsters wou ld not have 
survived w ithout the guidance of 
the folks from the t iny village called 
Fumin (meaning "Village for t he 
Lucky People). Before we left 
Shanghai, Mr: Desheng Xu, a local 
farmer from Fumin Village traveled 
all the way to Shanghai to give us 
a t alk. I remember shaking his 
hands warmly after his enthusiastic 
speech about t he vast land of 

treasures and the beautiful scenery of Heilongjiang waiting for 
us. But when we arrived at the "Village for the Lucky People," 
we found on ly five shabby huts amidst vast w ildness. Five 
fami lies w it h about IO people lived in an area of 20 miles of 
forest. During t he first few weeks after the arrival of over 300 
city youths, Mr: X u did not dare to show his face outside his hut, 
because too many angry young men and women were ready 
to tear him into pieces for "tricking" t hem into coming to such 
a remote area of wi ldness. 

With the passing of time, Mr: Xu and the few other 
local farmers became our friends and teachers. Once I followed 
Mr: Xu to collect mushrooms after a heavy shower: The damp 
air made the mushrooms grow w ild. T hat w as my first 
experience in a real forest. Mr: Xu knew t he mountain as wel l 
as his own dwelling. Along the way, he showed us a variety of 
herbs and plants-ginseng roots, tree-ear mushrooms, pointing 
out t he usage and features of everything we saw in the forest. 
He told us that we should only pick those grey mushrooms, not 
to touch any of the beaut iful red ones, because those could 
poison a person in half an hour, hence acquiring the name of 
"Kicking-bucket Mushroom". He led us quickly amidst the 
labyrinth of bushes and trees. When our little group was 
blocked by a thicket Mr: Xu would chop open a narrow way 
w ith his long knife. I was amazed by his abi lity to tell directions 
by watching t he sun and observing the mosses and branches on 
the trees. He guided us over several rabbit t raps set by the local 
hunters and showed us a big hole on the ground covered w ith 
green leaves for trapping black bears. He told us the story of a 
local farmer mauled to death by a black bear nearby Finally we 
arrived at a wooden lookout on the top branches of a pine 
tree. According to Mr. Xu, that lookout was used as an 
observatory by the gorillas during the civil war. The patrolling 
soldiers of t he People's Army nowadays still use it to watch the 
border w it h the then Soviet Union. Climbing up, I realized I 
could see the river that separat ed China from Russia. However, 
I had t remendous trouble cl imbing down. Once I looked 
downward and realized how high I was, my legs started to 
tremble and my knees buckled. Mr. Xu had to climb up and 
down several t imes to half-carry several girls down, me included. 

I spent a long time looking at the snow-covered t own. 
What would North A merica be like w ithout the intrusion of the 
Pilgrims and many more immigrants like t hem? Would it have 
remained a tribal society or would some new civi lization have 
been born among t he N ative Americans? Similar ly, what would 
Heilongj iang have been like w ithout the city youths settling 
down in t he frontier vil lages? Were the local farmers benefited 
or harmed by the big political movement in China? 

In 1976, I was enrolled into a university as a student of 
the English language.That year I was 20. One fine autumn morning, 
riding on a tractor, I left the Vil lage for t he Lucky People, now 
named "Hujia Farm"-'Hu" meaning Shanghai and "Jia" meaning 
Jiayin County the area in which the village was located. I looked 

at my hands, the once w hite and soft palms, were now covered 
w ith hard calluses. The new cotton padded coat my grandma 
had made for me three and half years before w as badly worn 
out and simply t oo tight for my muscular body I bid good-bye 
to the yellow ready-to-harvest wheat fields, t he rows of wood 
cabins, the columns of smoke rising high from t he chimneys of 
the little huts to t he blue sky, and t he graves on top of the hil l. I 
knew something in me would be left on this piece of land forever: 
Between 1968 and 1975, about 17 million urban youth throughout 
China were mandated to leave the cities for hard labor in t he 
countryside and frontier settlements.These consisted of secondary 
school graduates, students and university students. The number 
amounted to an estimated I 0% of t he 1970 urban population. 
In the name of receiving re-education from t he poor and lower
middle peasants, the lowest classes in China, this relocation program 
was a scheme t o bring the Red Guards under control and to 
halt the intense factional st ruggle and civil st r ife. The so-called 
Red Guards were universit y and high-school student s who 
started the "Culture Revolution" at Mao's call, but were then 
causing nat ion-wide chaos. Many members of China's current 
leadership were once the Red Guards and have spent spells in 
the countryside, such as the present President of t he People's 
Republic of China, Mr: Hu Jintao, who spent a year helping to 
build a dam on the Yellow River: 

We did not volunteer the re-settlement and 
we did not choose to leave our home town. 

It was the party policy, the political movement 
that forced us into exile. 

In a sense, every Chinese person's life in my generation 
was a pilgrimage. We were born after the establishment of the 
People's Republ ic and raised by Communist ideology. In a sense, 
the days we spent in Heilongj iang were the unforgettable w inter 
at Plymouth in our lives-- We had donated our most valuable 
youthful years to the "second hometown", the snow-covered 
land of the "Vil lage for t he Lucky People." However, there was 
one important difference between the Pilgrims and the Chinese 
yout h of t he I 970's.The Pilgr ims voluntarily left Britain in search 
of religious freedom. We did not volunteer the re-settlement 
and we did not choose t o leave our home town. It was the 
party policy, the pol itical movement t hat forced us into exile. 
Consequently, most of us did not have the desire like t he 
Pi lgrims in the U.S. to seek lifelong resettlement in the rural 
areas. Nearly all of my former village mates have finally found 
jobs or transferred back t o the cities. Many gave up their new 
fami lies and professions in t he countryside just t o return to 
Shanghai. I was among the lucky ones who left t he count ryside 
before t he il lusion of "re-education" disappeared. Whenever I 
recall my three and half years of count ry life, it is accompanied 
by the shining orange light. 

So here I am standing in a bl izzard at Plymouth Vi llage, 
and in my mind t here is also a blizzard. A year ago, I came t o the 
U.S. as a visiting scholar: I am worried about my future. I miss my 
family across t he ocean. I sob every time when I t hink of my 
only son of three and half left in Shanghai. I can only encourage 
myself by reminiscing about my experience in t he countryside. 

My coming to the United States by myself is also a form 
of "pilgrimage"-for knowledge and a new life. I boarded a plane 
to leave Shanghai on September 20th, 1986, exactly 366 years after 
the Pi lgrims boarded the Mayfower t o leave Plymouth, England. 
W ith t he same pioneer spirit I am now building my cabin out of 
nothing on this new land. May the spirit of pilgrimage live forever. 
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Can a Woman be Truly Fulfilled? 
Cheryl Kavanagh 

In feminist literature there are three classifications of 
female characters- feminine, feminist, and full female. Based on 
the plots and resolutions from the feminist short stories, "The 
Story of an Hour" by Kate Chopin, "The Eldest Child" by Maeve 
Brennan, and "The Secret Woman" by Colette, the authors show 
that in order to be truly happy and have a feeling of fulfillment 
in mind, body, and soul, the protagonists must create their own 
identity independent of accepted patriarchal roles. In the story 
"The Story of an Hour." by Kate Chopin, Louise shows character
istics of a feminine character: A feminine character accepts and 
acts out stereotypical gender roles. Louise was a dutiful wife, but 
felt that her life was unfulfilled. In the story, "The Eldest Child" by 
Maeve Brennan, Mrs. Bagot shows characteristics of a feminist 
character: A feminist character is one who protests against patri
archal roles but is imprisoned by them. Mrs. Bagot tries to mourn 
the loss of her son in her own way but is constantly being told how 
she should act. In the story, "The Secret Woman" by Colette, 
Irene shows characteristics of a full female character: A full 
female character discovers her true self and rejects gender roles, 
which Irene does in this text. 
Interestingly, Irene is the only char
acter that is truly happy and fu lfill ed 
by the resolution of the plot 

In "The Story of an Hour" 
the protagonist, Mrs. Mallard, is 
portrayed as a fem inine character: 
The antagonist of this story is 
society's rules that the husband 
always comes first Mrs. Mallard has 
been living her life for her husband. 
Upon hearing of her husband's 
deat h, Chop in states: "There 
would be no one to live for dur-
ing those coming years" ( 17). All t he years that she has spent 
with her husband she has been living for him and not herself. 
When Mrs. Mallard thinks of her future w ithout her husband, she 
believes that, "There wou ld be no powerful wi ll bending her in 
that blind persistence w ith which men and women believe they 
have a right to impose a private wil l upon a fellow-creature" 
(Chopin 17). She is happy that she will no longer have to bend 
to her husband's will as a dutiful wife in a patriarchal society. She 
was also bending to society's rules and fulfilling her role as a fem
inine character: Now that her husband is dead she feels things 
might change for her: She may finally be free to be herself and 
truly lead a fulfilling life. In fact, she kept wh ispering to herse lf, 
"Free! Body and soul free!" (Chopin 17). In order to feel fu lfilled, 
she needed freedom for her whole self, for being totally free is 
to be free body, soul, and mind. To feel fulfilled, Mrs. Mal lard 
needs to be able to think for herself and to have her own beliefs 
and ideas separate from her husband's and all of society's. She 
needs to be her own person. Therefore, this shows that Mrs. 
Mallard is a feminine character: 

"There would be no powerful will bending her 
in that blind persistence with which 

men and women believe they have a right 
to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature." 

Chopin uses other literary techniques to show how 
being a feminine character made Lou ise Mallard unhappy. The 
way the protagonist of this story is referred to throughout the 
story also il lustrates how her perception of her role in society 

wi ll change following the death of her husband. Early in the story 
she is referred to as Mrs. Mallard. She is not al lowed to be herself; 
she is her husband 's wife . Later. as she is thinking of her freedom, 
she is referred to as Louise. She is seen as a woman independent 
from her husband. Chopin also uses symbol ism in this story to 
show Mrs. Mallard's joy at finally being free . Her house acts as 
her prison. She is trapped in the ru les that a patriarchal society 
has. The open window symbolizes her freedom. "She was drinking 
in a very elixir of life through that open window" (Chopin 17). 
This was going to be her escape, a chance to live for herself and 
to be joyful. Lou ise is ecstatic at what life now has to offer her 
as a free woman. "Free, free, free!" (Chopin 16). She is so happy 
and has a feeling of total fulfillment that at one point she wishes 
that her new life wil l be long when just the day before, "she had 
thought with a shudder that life might be long" (Chopin 17). 

Finally, Chopin uses irony at the end to show how 
unhappy she is when she dies after learning that her husband is 
not dead. "When the doctors came they said she had died of 
heart disease-of joy that kills" (Chopin 18). She had seen all that 

her new life free of patriarchal rules 
had in store, and just the thought of 
her happiness and freedom being 
taken away was enough to kill her: 
Unfortunately, Mrs. Mallard had 
lived her life accepting the role that 
society placed upon her. thus proving 
her to be a feminist character. 
However, some characters do 
not accept society's patriarchal 
ro les and try to protest against 
them, seeking their own happiness. 

Lauren Perez Mrs. Bagot from the story 
"The Eldest Child" is a feminist 

character that understands the rules of a patriarchal society and 
wants to change them, but cannot escape society's rules. Mrs. 
Bagot, who is the protagonist, loses a child. She wants to mourn 
t he death of her child her own way but is not being allowed to. 
This makes it hard for her to feel fulfilled. She will not be able to 
put this tragedy behind her and lead a satisfying life. Society plays 
a big role in telling her how she should act following the death of 
her chi ld-move past it quickly and return to being a good wife 
to her husband. She is a feminist character because she sees 
what society is trying to do but is sti ll imprisoned by society. She 
wants to change; she fights to be herself but cannot escape the 
roles that society has placed on her: 

Mrs. Bagot is constantly being told how to act When she 
wanted to talk, her husband and Mrs. Knox (a woman her husband 
hired to help her) to ld her she needs to rest: " . .. when she spoke 
for any length of time they always silenced her by telling her it 
was God's wi ll " (Brennan 222) . When she was quiet they tried 
to get her to talk. "They kept trying to rouse her . .. " (Brennan 
222). In a patriarchal society she is made to feel that she is not 
supposed to grieve the way she wants. She is made to feel that 
what she is feeling is wrong. "She alone must lie quiet and silent 
under this semblance of ignorance that they wrapped about her 
li ke a shroud" (Brennan 222). Her husband wanted her to silently 
deal w ith the death of her son and move on so she could be the 
"good wife" again . She was not free to think for herself and voice 
her grief. She was not free to be herself and go through the 
process of grieving in her own way. She could not find true 
fulfillment with someone te ll ing her how she should be acting 
and feeling. She tried to cope the best she could but was able 
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only to survive, not lead a 
fulfilling, rewarding life. 
Essentially, she was her 
husband's wife; she did not 
have her own identity. 

Mrs. Bagot is a 
feminist character because 
she tries to fight to be herself 
She wants to mourn her way 

Meagan Brett and not be told it is wrong: 
"Oh, leave me alone, leave 

me alone. Why can't the two of you leave me alone?" (Brennan 
226). She is trying to exert her independence and her feelings 
but she gets coddled like a child: "The poor child is upset, we'll 
leave her by herself awhile ... " (Brennan 227). This makes her feel 
that she is wrong and must appease her husband and tell him she 
is not angry with him. Again, she is being told by society how to 
act and feel. This makes her frustrated, and unable to find 
happiness and fulfillment because again she finds herself playing 
the role of the good wife. 

By the resolution of the plot Mrs. Bagot yields to the 
patriarchal society: "She was weak, and the world was very 
shaky ... She was no longer bewildered, and the next time Martin 
came to stand hopefully beside her bed she smiled at him and 
spoke to him in her ordinary voice" (Brennan 229). She allowed 
herself to be governed by society again because she felt that all 
her efforts to achieve a sense of self were defeated. In the 
introduction of the plot, the narrator lets the reader know that 
Mrs. Bagot went on to have two more children after the death 
of her son. Based on the tone of the introduction, it seems as if 
she never truly was able to deal with the monumental loss of her 
child and, therefore, never truly happy Brennan states: "They 
behaved as though what had happened was finished, as though 
some ordinary event had taken place and come to an end in a 
natural way. There had not been an ordinary event, and it had 
not come to an end" (221 ). This shows that she was bothered 
by how her husband treated her through this time in her life. All 
she wanted to do was be herself and grieve in her own way. She 
wanted love and support but was shown indifference instead. In 
the end nothing changed. She still fulfilled society's roles by being 
a wife and mothering two more children. Mrs. Bagot is a 
feminist character because she wanted to find her true self in a 
patriarchal society but could not change her role in society, unlike 
a full female character who discovers her true self and rejects 
gender roles. 

Irene, the protagonist from the story "The Secret 
Woman," shows characteristics of a full female character. She 
disregards society's roles for gender and creates her own identity, 
one that is independent of patriarchal roles. This allows her to 
have a feeling of fulfillment.The setting of this story takes place at 
an Opera ball where people all wear costumes. Irene uses masks 
and costumes as an outlet to free herself She is free to be 
herself and not what society expects her to be. She doesn't 
have to be prim and proper. She can fulfill her own wants and 
desires. 

She is wearing a mask, and her true identity is hidden. 
No one will know who she is, so she can act and behave like she 
wants. When she wears her mask she can be anyone she wants 
to be . She can be nonchalant: "Irene walked in front of him 
nonchalantly ... " (Colette 58), relaxed: " ... she rolled her hips 
softly and dragged her feet ... " (Colette 58), and carefree: "She 
moved away, with the same relaxed and quiet step, stopping 
often ... " (Colette 58). She was her true self She can leave all 
of the stereotypical woman roles behind her. She did not have 
to be a doctor's wife. She could be Irene. Not having to act a 
certain way for society allowed her to be an individual and thus 
find a sense of fulfillment. She was free to dance with whom she 

wanted, to drink when she wanted and to be as sexual as she 
wanted. She " ... threw back her head in laughter ... " (Colette 
60). She was pleased in being her true self: " ... the monstrous 
pleasure of being alone, of being the unknown woman, eternally 
solitary and shameless ... " (Colette 61 ). To be truly happy and 
fulfilled, one must be free to be oneself Ironically, in a patriarchal 
society Irene needed to wear a mask, but this still did not stop 
her from experiencing and expressing her true self Most 
importantly, she felt free in mind, body, and soul. 

Colette uses symbolism to reflect how society can look 
down on women who seek fulfillment in finding their true 
individuality independent of patriarchal roles. The author uses 
white to represent purity and how women should act in a 
patriarchal society Black, on the other hand, is for impurity: 
desire, lust, or being one's true self When Irene's husband asks 
her if she really wants to go to the ball and tells her that she can 
go without him if she chooses, she is wearing a white dress, and 
"there passed through her one of those long shudders of 
disgust..." (Colette 58). While wearing white she is seemingly 
disgusted at the thought of going to the ball. She asks her 
husband: "What do you think, I'm not straitlaced, I'm ... I'm put 
out!" (Colette 58). At this point she is fulfilling society's 
expectations but not her own. Later; at the ball, Irene is wearing 
black gloves. Eventually she "amused herself by placing her little 
satanic hands, which were entirely black, on the white bosom of 
a Dutch woman ... who cried out nervously" (Colette 60). The 
tone here suggests that Irene, wanting to fulfill her own desires, 
is shameful. Her hands are in black, the woman's bosom is white, 
and the woman cries out nervously. The contrast between the 
colors represents the contrast between fulfilling one's own 
desires and conforming to the patriarchal roles that society 
expects of women. The woman cries out nervously, suggesting 
that Irene's behavior is shocking, as if wanting to be one's true self 
is immoral. Irene, in a patriarchal society, is able to find fulfillment 
in the freedom of being herself, thus fully portraying a full female 
character. 

All of these stories show that in order to feel fulfilled 
and happy, a woman must be free of all patriarchal roles assumed 
by society In "The Story of an Hour" it is shown that one can 
accept the role that society expects a woman to have and just 
survive but not truly live, just exist. Louise Mallard was not truly 
happy, and did not have a feeling of fulfillment, until she glimpsed 
the possibility of the freedom she could have. Similarly, Mrs. 
Bagot was not truly happy and fulfilled in "The Eldest Child." She 
was not able to think for herself and express her emotions the 
way she needed to or wanted to. She was not free to be 
herself, and therefore, was not able to be fulfilled in life. She 
needed to deal with her son's death and move on in her own 
terms, not someone else's. In contrast, in the story "The Secret 
Woman,'' Irene's full female character was the only one who was 
able to be really happy and fulfilled. She was able to express her 
true self and found her own identity. In all three of these stories 
the protagonist wears a mask whether it is figurative or literal. 
Many women still wear masks today. We wear them with our 
friends to fit in. We wear them with our families in the roles of 
mother and wife. We wear them when we are at work and think 
we should act a certain way For a woman to truly be happy and 
fulfilled she must let go of society's rules and just be herself in 
mind, body, and soul. 

Works Cited 
Brennan, Maeve. "The Eldest Child ." Women and Fiction. Ed. Susan Cahill. 

New York: Pengu in, 1975. 22 1-229. 

Chopin, Kate. "The Story of an Hour." Women and Fiction. Ed. Susan Cahill. 

New York Penguin, 1975. 15-18. 

Colette. "The Secret Woman." Women and Fiction. Ed. Susan Cahill. 

New York Penguin, 1975. 57-61. 

Lilith 28 _____________________________________ _ 



Women's Impact on the Gaming Industry 
Anonymous 

Just like a comic book and early sports, video games have 
always been traditionally thought of as a guy's medium, with people 
immediately associating them with the male gender. Even thinking in 
a broader appeal, new technology in general is associated w ith 
men, which originated with computer programming. Men 
have always loved working with machines, doing everything hands 
on, so when you think of a time before computers, men worked on 
their cars and big pieces of hardware. Eventually when we 
entered the computer age in the I 970's those same men transferred 
that energy and began working on computers and computer programs. 
Because computer programmers were almost all men, games were 
thought of as a guy thing. Guys created the games, played them, and 
even simulated kil ling each other in them. 

Gender in video games can be broken down into three 
different parts; the content, who is playing the game and who is 
making the game. Looking back at the Atari Arcade Division 
Company in 1980, there were about thirty software programmers. 
Out of those thirty was a female named Dona Bailey. She was the 
first female game designer for an arcade game and went on to help 
co-create one of the biggest arcade hits of al l time "Centipede" in 
1980. The funny thing is that at that t ime nobody knew Centipede 
was created by a woman. Strangely enough however a lot of 
women like to play this parti cu lar game. Why wou ld a game where 
you play as a bug be popular among women? It had a very colorful 
pallet of pastel colors such as light pinks, blues, and greens. Most of 
the games of that time were generally monotone in their presentation. 
When the rare occasion came up that a woman entered an arcade, 
they were immediately drawn to this particular game. 

The first woman to design a game for an actual home 
video game console and not for the arcades was Carol Shaw. She 
created games for the Atari 2600. She also created games such as 
3D Tic-Tac-Toe and Video Checkers and later went on to create a 
very popular title, River Raid. People wou ld generally think that a 
game created by a woman would fit into some sort of female 
stereotype, however this was not true. Laura Nikolich went on to 
make a game based on Spiderman in 1982, and Carla Meninsky 
went on to create one of Atari's defining games Warlords, which had 
up to four players defending their castles from incoming attackers. 

The first game to have any kind of female fo llowing was 
Pac-Man. The game's designer Toru lwatani began looking around 
arcades and realized that everything he was seeing was either shooting 
games, sports-related or racing things. Games all rooted in some 
sort of male fantasy. He decided he would create a game for 
women so he created Pac-Man, a game of tag w ith big-eyed colorful 
characters. Because of its simple controls utilizing just a joystick and 
no buttons, it was made very accessible to women and did not make 
them feel intimidated by the game. Women helped Pac-Man 
become the # I video game in the world at that time. Hence the 
creators decided to make a follow-up called "Ms Pac-Man" which was 

the first video game to allow 
you to play as a female protagonist. 
This version featured more 
feminine colors in its levels and 
even featured miniature movie 
scenes (known as cut-scenes) 
that had Ms. Pac-Man meeting 
Pac-Man, getting married and 
having a baby. Now with the 
inclusion of these more 
specifical ly female elements 
and narratives in a game that 
was already immensely popular 
and addictive, Ms. Pac-Man went 
onto become the # I selling 
arcade game in history with 
more than I 15,000 so ld. 

This is a big deal because not only did she beat the 
creator at his own game, but she beat him at a game 

that was fast-paced, bloody gun-toting, shooting 
monsters action. 

While Ms. Pac-Man was the first game to feature a female 
protagonist, it would take a while before people were able to play a 
game with actual female characters resembling a human. The first 
game to do this was Metroid for the Nintendo in 1987. What is 
important about this game is that throughout the whole game your 
character is hidden behind a helmet, jumping, rolling, shooting and 
killing enemies, basically what you would expect from a game for 
guys. The surprise comes at the end of the game when the charac
ter removes her helmet revealing that players had actually been 
playing as a female the entire game and nobody cared because it 
was such a great game. This was important because the game 
used your expectations against you, show ing guys that a game cou ld 
be good and still have feminine aspects to it. 

History has shown that if you make a game targeted 
towards women it might just turn out to be a big hit. Most recent
ly in 2000 the game "The Sims" was released which gave you the 
task of bui lding things, designing a house, bui lding people and their 
relationships. These games real ly appealed to the female population 
gamers and The Sims has gone on to become the # I selling PC 
game franchise of al l t ime. 

The most iconic, popu lar, and well known female 
protagonist of all time is w ithout a doubt Laura Croft from the 
Tomb Raider series released in 1995 for the PlayStation. Originally 
designed as a man, but later scrapped because she resembled 
Indiana Jones too closely, Laura Croft resembled a character you 
would expect to see in a Playboy magazine, except she could shoot 
two guns at a time, leap across 20 foot jumps and kill creatures such 
as tigers and dinosaurs. She has become the sex symbol for the 
video game industry, appearing in comics, commercial, movies, 
novels, magazines, figures and more. 

Laura Croft might be the most famous digital female char
acter, but perhaps the most famous female game player is Stevie 
Chase. A woman who in 1996 beat John Romero, the creator of a 
game named, Quake at his own game. This is a big deal because not 
only did she beat t he creator at his own game, but she beat him at a 
game that was fast-paced, bloody gun-toting, shooting monsters action. 

Today nearly half of the people that play games are 
women. There are more women over the age of I 8 playing games 
than there are boys playing games under the age of I 8. This is 
ironic because original ly people thought only 13 year old boys 
played games. That is clear ly not the case any longer. Even today we 
see a continual growth in t he female gaming market, w ith companies 
like Nintendo selling the Wii w ith a majority of its titles being geared 
towards females with games that encourage people to get up off the 
couch and socialize, all the wh ile remain ing simple and easy to play. 
This has allowed the Wii to become the # I sell ing game system for 
2008. There are even entire websites dedicated to female gamers, 
even groups of professional gaming teams of all girls who compete 
against guys in male stereotyp ica l games and go on to win 
tournaments. 

Games are like movies. There are games that appeal to 
men, games that appeal to women and games that appeal to both. 
So in a way there is something for everyone out there. It is just 
amazing to see how far video games have evolved in becoming less 
gender-specific. 

Whitney joy Howard 
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Women in Video Games 
Anonymous 

Since I was about five years old I have been playing all 
types of video games. O ver the years I have noticed a huge 
trend in this form of entertainment. that being the way in which 
the industry has changed in the way it targets women and 
young girls in its advertisements as well as how the games 
themselves are made to t arget this once niche audience. 

When I was around 5 years old in the early 90's, I was 
playing games dealing w ith monsters, fighting, anthropomorphic 
animals acting like people and all sorts of stuff. The one thing 
that was very rare was games targeted for girls. Seeing a Barbie 
game or something for little girls was almost unheard of, but did 
exist. I was able to try one of the Barbie games once out of 
curiosity and all I can remember is her going shopping and 
dressing up, typical stereotypes of a woman and how she should 
act in real life. Any other time a female character was represented 
in a game they were usually being held prisoner and in need of 
rescue. I remember the commercials as well; each and every 
one of them had young boys in them and never any girls, usually 
accompanied by loud rock music and screaming, almost in a way 
to tell parents just exactly who video games were targeted for. 

Let's fast forward about 4 more years to around 1996 
when I go to visit my grandparents one day My grandfather liked 
playing video games especially because he knew he could play 
them with me. To my surprise one of the latest games he had 
picked up had a physically strong looking woman on the cover 
holding guns. We try it out and boy was I surprised. For the first 
time ever there was a female lead character in a game not in 
distress, capture, or going shopping; she was running around 
shooting tigers, dinosaurs, leaping from ledges and all types of 
crazy stuff.This character is widely known as Lara Croft, who still 

exists today even going as far as 
to star in the "Tomb Raider" 
films based on the video games. 
This marked a change in the 
industry and as the years went 
on I noticed more and more 
women put in the role of being 
the rescuer and heroine. 

However, the good news is 
there are also even more 

female heroine games 
out there, 

but they also o~en target 
the male gender 

as the women are o~en 
decapitating heads 
with their way too 

prominently large breasts. 
I currently work in 

retail dealing with the sales of 
video games and can see t he 
huge advancement games have 
undergone since the mid to late 
90's. Mothers come into the 
store w ith their daughters to 
buy t he latest Super Mario 
game; some even buy games 
dealing w ith killing zombies and 

Matthew McGuire monsters. However there are 
now a ton of games based around young girls taking care of 
babies, fashion and even cooking which plays deeply off of 
expected gender roles and stereotypes in today's society 
However, t he good news is there are also even more female 
heroine games out there, but they also often target t he male 
gender as the women are often decapitating heads with their 
way too prominently large breasts. 

I would say in a typical day at t he store, nearly half of my 
customers are female.This might be hard to believe but statistics 
show it and the percentage of females and males playing video 
games is nearly I: I. It is now accepted as normal in our society 
for girls to play video games, when say I 5 years ago if you were 
a girl playing games you would get looked at as a tomboy. 
Mothers and fathers come in and buy games targeted for 
the family, so now you have mom, dad, brothers, sisters, aunts, 
uncles, all sitting down and playing a game together w ithout 
any second thoughts. Without any second thoughts my friends 
and I are now playing games starring females. 

There is no denying that video games have taken a 
huge step in our society at least in representing females in I 
guess you could say a more "fair" way and giving them a chance 
in this media. However, in the aspect of feminism t here is still an 
underlying theme that just does not fit well. Yes, we have more 
female oriented games, but when they are not violent they are 
dealing w ith typical stereotypical female actions and when they 
are violent, the women are represented more as sex objects 
wearing minimal clothing to appeal more t o men than women. 
Time will tell if this is something positive for the females in our 
society or just another form of entertainment t rying to fit into 
a male dominant world. 
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Riot Grrrl 
Amanda Murray 

Riot Grrrl. That's something you don't hear too often 
anymore. Many people don't even know what it is, why it ever 
came about. Most people think it's a bunch of angry girls on 
the rag. Well, yes, it could have come about because of that, 
but mainly it came about because of anger. There is no way 
to define the Riot Grrrl movement. It was simply a change of 
attitude and a style of living. 

Girls were being pushed around and thrown out of 
the punk scene. The same scene that sings about unity was 
causing massive violence. This brought about the whole 
"Do-It-Yourself" movement. These girls forgot about being 
pretty. These women looked down on main stream media. 
This was their way of expressing their anger and throwing it 
out there for everyone to hear. Not only did everyone hear 
it, but most people related to it! 

Riot Grrrls came from a music movement. Girls and 
boys sang about inequality and sexism and tried to rid the 
world, or at least t heir local scene of it. Men think of 
themselves as macho and in a macho world there isn't room 
for a girl to stand. Well these riot grrrls changed that around. 
Riot grrrls took a look at the world around them and they told 
it how it was. They sang about how women were treated as 
inferior and how it made them feel. The most known band is 
Bikini Kill. Kathleen Hanna, the lead singer of Bikini Kill, is 
considered the girl who started the Riot Grrl movement. 
Kathleen Hanna was also the singer of a feminist electro punk 
band, Le Tigre. What many people don't know, is that there is 
another band that brought this movement about. Bratmobile, 
of Oregon really started it all. Bratmobile was started by 
Allison Wolfe and Molly Neuman. Kathleen Hanna met Allison 

Heather Davis 

and Molly in Washington DC and started to write for their 
feminist magazine. 

That's right. Riot Grrrl is not only music, but it's also 
magazines for women although the music is most known. The 
magazines were focused on women's issues and everything 
that could possibly have an impact on a woman or even young 
girls. These magazines tried to break the mold and let you 
think outside the box. These magazines covered almost 
anything a woman could be angry about. There were issues 
dealing with rape, abortion, discrimination, homosexuality, and 
violence. There were other issues concerning raci sm, 
vegetarianism, mental illness, and body image. Riot Grrrl 
Press put out these magazines. There are still many feminist or 
Riot Grrrl magazines today. Not only in the United States 
either. The oldest magazine that is still around is Off Our 
Backs which has been published since 1970. Some other 
American zines are Curve Magazine, which is a lesbian zine 
focusing on homosexuality. Canada has a few magazines such 
as Shameless, which covered everything from sexuality, 
feminism, racism, and artists, and also Herizons, w hich is 
completely feminist. These Riot Grrl magazines are published 
everywhere from the Czech Republic, Mexico, and the UK, to 
Germany and Holland. These magazines are a huge part of 
the subculture and help to keep it around. 

Riot Grrrl is considered a subculture of punk music. 
Riot Grrl was brought about by music, magazines or "zines", 
and their own music labels. There are still magazines, labels, 
art, and music by Riot Grrls, but also conventions where they 
can all go to talk about their ideas, problems, and anything 
they've overcome. 

Most people think 
it's a bunch of angry girls 

on the rag. 

There are also more and more Riot Grrrl bands. You 
can still walk into your everyday pub that plays underground 
shows and see girls screaming their hearts out. Not only is it 
girls singing about feminism and anything that could possibly 
oppress them, but men do it too. There are now riot boys. 
They believe in what Riot Grrrls stand for and they tell it how 
it is. These Riot grrrl bands are sometimes considered rude 
and obnoxious. They're loud and angry and they say w hat 
needs to be said. The point is getting across and they're going 
to keep going. 
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Name-calling 
Nicole Melvin 

Early on in my adolescence, until about 8th grade, I was 
the girl who never cared about what she looked like. I used to 
live life everyday to the fu llest and not care what anyone had to 
say about me until one day everyth ing hit me. I just 
turned thirteen and my body was going through different 
changes. I was starting to go through puberty and I gained 
some weight. All my family members told me that it's normal 
for a girl to gain weight when she goes through her changes 
because she is becoming a woman. At first I didn't think 
anything of it. I just went on w ith my days of being a teenager 
and having fun. Until one day in school someone who didn't like 
me started cal ling me a "cow." At fi rst I wasn't going to let it 
bother me but then I heard it everyday going t hrough the halls 
and it began to stick into my head. I started to t hink "how come 
I don't look like everyone else? Why was everyone else skinny 
and pretty and I wasn't?" Days went by and I started to think 
that I wasn't good enough and l ike everyone e lse so 
I started a diet. I was st ill eating but only dinner. I 
was on the Slim Fast diet. I had a shake in the morning before 
school and a meal bar for lunch and a shake when I got 
home from schoo l and then at e whatever was for dinner: 
I did this for about a year and I lost a lot of weight. I was happy 
w ith myself The school year was over and summer was here. It 
was the best summer of my life. I spent it hanging out with 
friends and going to summer camp. I was sti ll on t he Slim Fast 
diet and losing weight. 

All my family members told me that it's normal 
for a girl to gain weight 

when she goes through her changes 
because she is becoming a woman. 

Summer came and went. It was the first day of 9th 
grade and I was t errified o f go ing back to school because 
I didn 't know what everyone was going to t hink about me. I 
had lost weight but I didn't think I lost enough so I thought I was 
going to be the t alk of the grade again. We were also brand 
new in the high school this year so there would be more 
people to make fun of me. After everyone was comfortable in 
the high school and able to get t o their classes w ithout a 
problem the name calling started again. Not only was I called a 
"cow," this t ime it was "fat cow." When I heard t hat it just hit 
me that I needed to do more t han just the Slim Fast diet. At 
first I would just go w ithout eating during t he day and come 
home and eat dinner but that didn't work because I w asn't 
losing anything. When that wasn't working I develo ped 
anorex ia and bulimia. I would go days w ithout food and w hen 
I did get hungry I would just end up t hrowing it up. I became 
very addicted to doing this. It was an everyday occurrence. At 
lunch I always had a Snapple just so I could have some 
nourishment. A lmost everyday my boyfriend and friends tried 
forcing food in my mouth at lunch but I would just go to the 
bathroom and throw it up. I had to make sure nothing made it 
to my stomach. I would fall asleep in most of my classes because 
I was tired from not eating. I passed out a lot in the halls because 
I didn't have energy to move. I was very sick and I cou ldn't 
control myself I finally realized I had a problem when one of my 
friends told my mother that I had been passing out left and 
right. She asked me what was wrong, and I specifically said, 
"Nothing." She then real ized I had lost a lot of weight since the 
summer and got me help right away before it t urned any worse. 
To t his day I still struggle wit h my weight and I think I w ill be 
struggling with it for the rest of my life. 

Going th rough this st age made me realize that 
everyone is her own being and is pretty and thin in her own 
way 
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Bubble Butt 
Larry Calamia 

I would think that it's safe to assume that everyone on this 
planet has something about t hemselves that they don't like, and 
wou ld li ke to change. Most people deal with th is in a 
reasonable manner; but some decide to take drastic measures, 
some that even put their health and possibly even their life in 
danger. One such problem is affecting many young girls in this 
country, even my own daughter. The affiiction that is ravaging 
thousands of young girls every day is called Anorexia Nervosa. 
Young teenage girls are being made to feel self-conscious about 
the way they look by the media and their own peers, and are 
being driven to seek unreasonable solutions. 

The constant bombardment of the repeated 
torments of "bubble butt", 

and every other negative thought 
that an adolescent can have, 

led my little girl to her near demise. 

Many young girls, just like many young boys, want to 
be attractive and be liked by the opposite sex, but unfortunately 
some of the girls have found an unhealthy way that they feel is 
the answer to their dilemma. They decide, irrationally, to starve 
themselves in order to lose weight so they can feel they are 
more accepted and attractive to boys. The impact of their 
actions is devastating, and sometimes can even be lifelong. 
Before my very own daughter was diagnosed w ith Anorexia, I 
barely knew that the illness existed. I never experienced th is 
illness before, so it was a first time, and not a very good one. 

I first learned my daughter was diagnosed with 
Anorexia when she was th irteen years o ld. I was so upset by 
th is announcement. What was t his thing my daughter was 
diagnosed with? I searched the internet that night for endless 
hours to learn everything I could about it. None of the 
information I learned was hopeful, so I became worried. My 
daughter was sick, and I wanted to do whatever I could to help 
her. I remember being angry with everyone, her mother; her 
school, her friends, and even myself How could everyone not 
notice this, even me? Well , the reason is that one of the things 
anorexics do is hide their illness, and hide it we ll . I did wonder 
why my daughter was constantly wearing baggy, loose-fitting 
clothes. Now I knew why. 

As she was growing up into a pretty, healthy and 
vibrant girl, some of her peers in the neighborhood chose to 
tease her. She chose to believe them. Every day she came 
home complaining they were calling her "bubble butt". 
Irrational images began to form in her young mind, and she 
accepted them as real, allowing those words to have power 
over her. She was in a private hell. Reinforcing the sneering 
teases, she also began to obsess about top models, fash ion 
magazines, and teen idols. The constant bombardment of the 
repeated torments of "bubble butt", and every other negative 
thought that an adolescent can have, led my little girl to her near 
demise. She was finally at the point that she had to be 
admitted to a hospital. I witnessed her excruciating mental 
pain, and I was powerless. Now I know we were all feeling 
powerless at that t ime. It was a mad dash for sanity, balance, 
and ultimately, my ch ild's survival. 

For two weeks, I made the trek to Schneider's 
Children's Hospital in Nassau County. My baby girl was 
withering away, and death was knocking on the door. She was 
so skinny; you could see almost every bone in her body. She 
was hooked up to a special intravenous drip to insure she was 
receiving certain nutrients and calories to turn death away and 
re-welcome life. It was a gut-wrenching two weeks, but my lit
t le girl had gotten better. Thank you God, I must have said a 
thousand times. Even recalling this day as I write about it, still 
brings tears to my eyes. There were so many feelings and 
emotions that I felt during those few critical weeks and months 
that followed. Somehow, I stayed focused and was able to be a 
strong support for my daughter; something I think she needed 
more than anything else. She was cooperative which was very 
helpful. I truly don't believe she wanted to die, but she was 
seeking control in her life and sending out a signal that help was 
needed, and needed badly. 

Today, my daughter is doing fine, leading a fruitful and 
productive life, both working and going to college full time. I 
happened to see my daughter the other day at her part- time 
retail job, and I overheard the conversation she was having on 
her break. She was telli ng her 13 year old step-sister to eat well 
and to make good choices. She was really warning her. She 
went on to testify right there on the spot that when she 
interfered w ith her body and developed an eating disorder that 
she was unable to go through a normal menstrual cycle. The 
two girls were talking sheepish ly about their periods. She then 
pointed out that ultimately you can't let anyone steal your 
happiness by calling you names. My daughter doesn't hold back 
her experience. She shares it with her loved ones, w ith a sense 
of urgency and hope. That's what survival does. Her resilience 
took my breath away. It took tremendous strength and courage 
to overcome her problem. She might not feel comfortable with 
my saying this aloud, but she is a champion and a hero. That's 
what my daughter is, and I love her for it. 

Kimberly Melhado 
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My Brave Mother 
Tracy Greene 

When I was very young most people considered my 
fam ily very fortunate. We had the picture-perfect family My 
mother was a stay-at-home mom taking care of me and my 
sister and we had a beautiful house in the suburbs. My father 
worked on Wall Street as a Stockbroker; and made more than 
enough money to support us al l and live quite luxuriously. 
People didn't get to see what was really going on behind closed 
doors. 

My dad had a bad drinking problem. It wasn't so bad 
in the beginning of their marriage, but as t ime went on my dad's 
problem got worse and worse. Fi rst, 
he started to treat her badly 
emot ionally by screaming at her 
because he felt everything she did was 
wrong, and then he began abusing her 
physical ly. At t imes when he went on 
drinking binges, he wouldn't come 
home for days. When my mother saw 
my father stumbling up the driveway 
she wou ld quickly put me and my 
sister in our room so we wouldn't see 
the violence that went on between 
them. Yet we sti ll heard the yell ing, the 
hitting, and my mother's whimpers 
which would quiet as my father passed 
out. She would ice her face for a 
minute and make her way upstairs to 
kiss us goodnight. Every t ime she 
came up, I can remember that we'd 
pretend we were asleep. I think she 
knew that we couldn't be sleeping so 
she would talk to us. She would cry 
and say, I can't get out right now but I 
promise one day we wi ll. I was too 
young and na'i"ve to even understand 
what that meant. Now I understand 
her situation a little better: She would 
be a single parent taking care of two 
young kids. She depended on my 
dad's money for everything. How 
would she support al l of us when she 
didn't have a job at the time? I can see why she was so scared. 

She would ice her face for a minute 
and make her way upstairs 

to kiss us goodnight. 

Eventually, my mom couldn't take anymore of the 
abuse from my father: Late one night, when my father was 
passed out drunk, she came up the stairs and woke me and my 
sister up, saying we were leaving. She had already packed small 
su itcases for us and told us we could grab one of our favorite 
toys quickly. Outside my uncle was there waiting for us. I just 
remember my mom holding me and my sister so tightly and 
then I fell asleep not knowing where we were even going. 
When I woke up we were in Queens in front of my grandma 
and grandpa's apartment. Shortly after staying there I came to 
hate it. The apartment was so crowded. My grandma and 
grandpa were in one room and my mom, my sister and me in 
t he other: Our room was so small it could have been called a 

closet. The worst part was I never got to see my mom. She 
st arted to work two jobs and then at night she would go to 
schoo l. Half the time I would go with her and the other half my 
grandparents or older sister would watch me. Selfi sh ly, I was 
mad at her for not being around. I hated being away from her: 
I really shouldn't have been mad because al l she wanted was a 
better life for me and my sister: She worked extremely hard for 
the next couple of years--working, going to school, studying into 
the early morning, and still making as much time as she could to 
do t hings w ith her girls. 

Matt McDonald 
My mother Bonnie is now a doctor at the New York 

Special Surgeons Hospital in Manhattan. She is the strongest 
woman I know. She taught me to work hard to achieve my 
goals. Still to this day, she begs me to continue in school 
because she does not want me to ever depend on a man 
financially and be stuck in that relationship strictly because of 
money. She has taught me such a valuable lesson. She is the 
reason I am in school today, to better myself and to make her 
proud. I saw my mother have to go through this relationship 
and I'm sure other women go through it as well. I look up to 
my mom very much. She has been through a lot with my father 
and was brave enough to leave my dad when she had nothing. 
She still is paying off her school bills, but it was worth it. She 
proved to me, my sister; herself, and everybody else that she 
could make it on her own w ithout a man's dollar: Not every 
woman is as strong as my mom was to leave her husband as a 
stay-at-home mom w ith small chi ldren. It was an extremely 
difficult decision she had to make. Many women would have 
remained thinking she was protecting her chi ldren. My mom 
made the right decision to leave that night. 
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Two Moms are Better than One 
Toni-marie Perreco 

My childhood started out pretty normal, as far as I 
could tell. I had a mom and a dad, an older sister, and a younger 
one. We had a dog, a cat, some chickens, two horses, a white 
porch and a sprawling countryside home. We had issues, but I 
had no idea. 

My father was led away in handcuffs as I stood on my 
front porch when I was two years old. He had aimed his 
shotgun at my mother, screaming and ranting like a psychopath 
on holiday from the asylum, and the neighbors called the police 
after they had heard enough. My mother says I cried for hours, 
asking why the policeman took my daddy away. Twenty-three 
years later, I have no recollection of this event According to my 
mom, it took years for her to erase that memory from my brain. 
She also claims that I was my father's favorite, the apple of his 
eye, the one he would set up on the kitchen table and serenade 
with his guitar day after day. I don't have any recollection of this 
either. I got my love of music from him; I got my voice from him. 
But that is most definitely al l I got Not that I ever went 
without, because I did not ever want for anything, especially not 
from my father. When my mother packed up her three 
daughters and all of our belongings into our station wagon 
while daddy was at work one beautiful morning, we left my 
father and our life with him behind us without so much as a 
second glance. And it proved to be the best decision my 
mother could have made for her children. 

My godmother, Aunt Nancy, has been my other 
mother since that very first day after we left. Not only was she 
my aunt and godmother, but she was then and still remains my 
mother's very best friend. They met at 15 years old on a 
camping trip with mutual friends, and have spoken to each 
othe.r nearly every day of their lives since then. Aunt Nan 
eventually came to live with us, to help raise us while my mom 
worked full-time to support us and went to night school to 
make a better life for us. Aunt Nan became the disciplinarian 
very early on in our lives, as my mom was extremely lenient 
with us in every aspect other than school. At times, we 
resented Aunt Nancy, refused to obey her rules, rebelled against 
her beliefs, and lied to her because we thought we could. We 
told her that she wasn't our mother, that she couldn't tell us 
what to do. We dished out a lot more attitude to her than we 
were willing to take from her, and that was a lot of attitude 
coming from three teenage daughters all at once. And all the 
while we were breaking her heart with our antics; she was 
helping us, providing for us, cooking us our dinners and 
checking over our homework assignments. She let our friends 
come over to play; she took us shopping and bought us all the 
things we needed for school when our mother could not afford 
them. She referred to us as her kids and showed us everyday 
that even though it was a bit unconventional, we were still a 
normal family, just like anyone else. She made sure we knew 
how much she loved us by slipping little love notes into our 
lunch bags. When I won the lead role in our school musical 
at twelve years old, she hand-crafted a giant congratulatory 
banner and set it up across our front lawn for the whole 
neighborhood to see . It was kind of embarrassing for me at the 
time, but it was also amazing to see how proud of me she was 
that day. We had the best of both worlds back then with two 
mothers and the three of us hadn't figured that out yet We 
know now. We know. 

She referred to us as her kids and showed us 
everyday that even though it was a bit 

unconventional, we were still a 
normal family, just like anyone else. 

What we did not know was how cruel other kids could 
be. Having two moms often made us ridiculed by other chi ldren 
in our neighborhood and in our school. When I cut my hair in 

Dorothy Rojas 
high school after burning it with an iron, they would tease me 
and ask, "Did you cut your hair so everyone would know you're 
a dyke like your moms?" Even my closest friends would 
constantly ask me if my moms were gay. It used to enrage me 
beyond the scope of my own comprehension. No, they are not 
gay. Do two women have to be gay to co-parent three 
daughters? When a grandmother helps raise her daughter's 
children, does anyone think she is gay? Of course not, but when 
two adult women choose to devote their lives to raising 
children together instead of getting remarried or chasing men 
day in and day out all of sudden it's a crime committed by two 
closet lesbians. Would it matter if they had indeed been 
lesbians? Would they have raised us any differently, with any 
less love, with any less morals or values? I don't believe it would 
have made a difference at all if they had been gay. They would 
still be my parents. They would still be the best parents I could 
have ever hoped for. They taught us to love ourselves and each 
other. They taught us to believe in ourselves and to stand up 
for ourselves. They showed us what it means to be a family. 
They showed us how to be strong, how to play fair, how to have 
an open mind and keep an open heart They showered us with 
unconditional love.Aunt Nancy may not be my mother by birth, 
but I love her as if I had slept in her womb for nine months. 

I learned the true value of companionship from my 
parents, which is something I carry with me in my heart and try 
to integrate into al l my friendships and relationships. No, they 
are not lovers, now, nor were they ever. But they are best 
friends. They provide constant support and unconditional love 
to one another in every one of life's endeavors. My mother 
would never have been able to raise her three daughters 
w ithout Aunt Nancy's help and guidance, and we certainly 
would not have turned out to be the women we are today 
wit hout the both of them there to help shape our lives. 
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My Mother 
Billy Neikam 

A lot of people could write about how wonderful their 
mother is, all the amazing things she's done for them, how grateful 
they are that they have her for a mother and not some other 
mother, and continue to blabber on about the simple things she 
has done to make them who they are today. Maybe I'm just like 
them. Perhaps, I'm blinded by the fact that she's my mother, t he 
only one I'll have, so therefore she's the perfect one. A lthough th is 
may be an option, my mother 
is far too unconventional 
to relate to any mother that 
would fit said description. 

She was the middle child, 
and always felt neglected, 

so instead of feeling 
vulnerable all of the time, 

she developed a tough 
outer shell; a shell that 

she was forced to break 
out of when she became 

a mother. 

My mom gave me 
life exactly one month before 
her nineteenth birthday. I 
wouldn't say my birth was an accident, but I wouldn't say it was 
planned either. My father was a col lege sophomore, who my 
mother was dating for about four months. Mom dropped out 
of high school when she found out she was pregnant 
exclaiming that she wasn't going to be the mockery of her class 
by walking around with a bulbous belly during her senior year. 
It wasn't that she was ashamed to be acknowledged as pregnant 
after al l she refused to have an abortion and insisted upon 
raising me herself. It was just that she was the stereotypical high 
school cheerleader-gone-wrong, and she didn't need that type 
of pressure. 

When I was born, my grandmother converted her 
house into a mother-daughter, giving us an apartment that 
attached to her side of the house. My parents spl it after a very 
short time after I was born, and after that my dad was in my life 
twice a month, if I was lucky 

My mom got her GED, and began working for a real 
estate company. When she was working, I stayed w ith my 
grandmother next door. Everyday, when my mom got home, 
we spent every second together. She loved me more than she 
has ever loved anything in her life. When I was older she told 
me that it was because of me that she later changed her life. 
When my mother was younger she was an incredibly selfish 
individual. She was the middle child, and always felt neglected, 
so instead of feeling vulnerable all of the time, she developed a 
tough outer shell; a shell that she was forced to break out of 
when she became a mother. 

We used to play for hours and hours. We could find 
something fun to do out of the simplest things: magazines, tell ing 
knock-knock jokes, making up stories and the list goes on. Since 
we didn't have much money, although my grandparents helped 
out a lot we relied on each other for support. It may not have 
been the best idea to put that much of a burden on such a 
young boy, but it made me strong. I always t hought of myself as 

her anchor. I thought that without me, she would die, and 
without her, I would. It was she and I against t he world. 

Over the next couple of years my mom got remarried 
to her old high school sweetheart. They had two children 
together, and although it was a rough transition for me, I fell in 
love with my stepfather, as well as my new brother and sister. 
My mother, who used to be selfi sh and callous, began doing 

charity work for abused 
children. She raised $1 .2 
million with in six months to 
open a facility for abused 
kids t hat have no other 
alternative. She became a 
child advocate in the Central 
Islip courts, representing 
them in front of powerful 
figures such as the mayor 
and county legislature. She 
was even asked to work 
beside the head judge, with 
whom she is sti ll close t oday, 
even though my mom didn't 
hold a col lege degree. Her 
selfiess determination pro
vided her with the strength 
and good fortune in order to 

Bonnie Bekman do these incredible things. 
After doing charity work for two years, my mother 

decided to open her own day care center. After five years, she 
sold it and moved onto t he next thing. My mom was always 
moving around, trying new things with a ferocious fearlessness 
I have never seen before. She obtained her notary license and 
began doing documentation for people in the courts, who were 
so excited t o have her back around them again. She carried 
such a presence with her, never commanding it or pushing it 
upon people; it kind of just stuck to you. After doing that for a 
couple of years she decided to stop. She became interested in 
interior design, and she was extremely good at it. She 
opened up her own interior decoration business, and 
within a couple of months had a great reputation. She began 
doing houses in the Hamptons, working in tremendous homes 
owned by lawyers, doctors, and entrepreneurs. She loved 
that the most, mainly due to her creative nature. After doing 
that for a while, she decided to go to hair school, and got her 
cosmetology license. She made a ton of friends, and got a 
bunch of offers to work at some prestigious salons, but instead, 
fresh out of beauty school, she decided to open up her own 
salon, something quite unheard of in her field. She worked 
tirelessly to refurbish and design her own place, giving all of her 
time and commitment to making her dream a reality. Today it 
stands in St. James, w ith the name of Hart & Co. atop. 

Before one can appreciate who my mother is, one 
needs to hear all she has accomplished. She did all of these 
things while raising a family through tough t imes. For years, she 
also helped raise my uncle's eight children wh ile he went 
through extensive brain surgery to clear him of stage three 
brain cancer. Through example, she has shown me the type of 
person I want to be. She's always been there, although, due to 
her hectic lifestyle, I somet imes wonder how. It is because of her 
that I wi ll become a great father. 
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Not-so-dear Dad 
Nicole Melvin 

In every girl's world her best friend is her father: She is 
supposed to go to him for everyth ing, especially when she 
needs a shoulder to cry on. In my case my world was turned 
upside down. I never really had my dad as my best friend. I 
was never able to go to him and cry on his shoulder when I 
needed someone. 

When I was younger my father sexually and physical ly 
abused me from age five to fourteen. As a young girl I always 
thought what he was doing was fine. I never hesitated and 
thought it was wrong because he was supposed to be my best 
friend, the person I always go to for help. In today's society so 
many girls are being sexual ly and physical ly abused by their 
loved ones and never letting anyone know. Most of the girls 
that are being abused feel embarrassed and ashamed that it is 
happening to them, because they th ink it is their fault. Too 
many girls like me let it go on time after time because they 
don't want to break their father's trust. They are afraid to tell 
their own fami ly because they don't want to see their 
supposed best friend be in trouble . 

My father got me into drugs at the age of eleven. It al l 
started when I found a bag of cocaine in his dresser: When I 
found the bag I didn't know what the "white stuff" was so I put 
a little on my tongue and it started to get numb. I was scared 
about why my tongue was getting numb so I went online and 
I tried to research what th is "white stuff" was. When I final ly 
found out what it was and what damage it cou ld do, I started 
using it. Every Monday my father would get a new stash and I 
would steal it to get high. Once he found out that I was 
stealing it from him he would abuse me and it was worse than 
when he was doing it before. Final ly, he asked me if I wanted 
to get high with him one day, and I said, "Only if you stop 
abusing me," and he said, "Fine." This went on from ages eleven 
to fourteen until my boyfriend at the time realized something 
was going on between my father and me. He encouraged me 
to tell someone and if I didn't he threatened to tell my 
mother: I ended up tel ling my mother and everything went 
down hill from there. Once my father found out that I told my 
mother I knew that he would be coming after me, so I was 
scared. I had lost my best friend. My father was no longer my 
best friend anymore but at the same time I don't think he ever 
was. 

By telling my mother what my father did made me a 
stronger person today. I have overcome my drug addiction and 
I am going to be graduating college in May. There are days that 
I look back on my past and think how I was able to survive 
everything without my best friend but I realized I always had 
my best friend, and she was my mother: 

Morgan Walters · 

Once my father found out 
that I told my mother 

I knew that he would be coming a~er me, 

so I was scared. 
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Daddy's Girl 
Danielle Cuevas 

Have you ever heard of the phrase "Daddy's gir l"? 
When you hear it w hat do you think? You should think of a 
relationship between a daughter and father that is full of 
unconditional love and trust. Coming from a family of7-mom, 
dad, and four siblings, I stand as my daddy's little girl, which in this 
case became a very easy daddy's girl relationship between me 
and my father. Ever since I could remember my father and I 
were close. He worked for Entenmanns bakery as a salesman 
route driver. Dad would come home in the early afternoon 
every day. I recall my excitement when he came home. He 
worked the graveyard shift and was always so tired, but never 
too tired to give me a big hug and always make sure he spent 
some time with the family before going back to sleep to start 
his night again. As I got older, my dad and I became very close; 
I always found whatever my father did interesting- whether it 
was working in the yard, on our cars, or even reupholstering the 
family furniture. Now that I think about it I did follow him 
everywhere. Dad taught me a lot. He showed me how to 
weed-whack, mow the lawn, change the oil, hook up a dead 
battery and even change a flat tire. As I became a young 
teenager and wanted to venture off into the world, my dad 
tried as hard as he could to keep me protected. He never 
wanted his little girl to grow up, but that, unfortunately, was out 
of his control. Though he tried his best to keep me under his 
wing, I eventually went off and made my own mistakes, and he 
let me, but never held my mistakes against me, and never 

Julia Bertagni 

discouraged me from coming back home, at times w ith tears in 
my eyes. Dad would sit me down and talk to me about the 
good-old-days, the times when he was my age and made 
similar mistakes. He told me how he handled his sit uations even 
if he didn't make the right choice. Because of his honesty, my 
father's and my relationship became very strong. I've told my 
dad things t hat no one knows about me- things I wouldn't tell 
anyone, but t hings that daughters just wouldn't tel l t heir dads. 
And when I got myself into sticky situations, which I did on a few 
occasions, I never had to be afraid of him. He was the 
first person I'd call and he never hesitated to do his best to 
help me out. Without my realizing it until recently, I discovered 
he really was one of my best friends. 

I'm only 24; there are so many things 
I want to talk to him about, 

so many unanswered questions. 

Dad became sick almost overnight. His body slowly 
started deteriorating and it was hard for him to get around 
from room to room or even from chair to chair. My family and 
I couldn't believe our eyes. He was such a strong man my entire 
life, and now it came down to his needing us to walk him to the 
rest room almost every I 5 minutes. He always wanted 
someone around; one day he even told me he was afraid to be 
alone. It broke my heart to see him so fragile. My dad, my hero, 
had always helped me out of everything, and now there was 
nothing I could do to help him. I felt so helpless; I know we all 
did. The doctors told us that dad was going to get better, but 
he never did. Dad's heart stopped beating on Wednesday, June 
25, 2008 at approximately 9 PM. It was the worst night of my 
life. I never thought my dad would leave me so young. I'm only 
24; there are so many things I want to talk to him about, so 
many unanswered questions. So many occasions that he w ill 
miss-my wedding for one. He's supposed to be there to w alk 
me down the aisle and dance with me! My heart is in a million 
pieces. But I know dad isn't hurting and scared anymore and I 
believe he's happy and in a better place. He can walk comfort
ably again and though he may not be here physically, he's always 
with me. I'll always be daddy's gir l, till my last day. The relation
ship he gave me is one that I'd never trade.Words can't describe 
how I feel at times. Fortunately, I have a great family, a mom who 
is the strongest woman I've ever met, and siblings t hat I love 
with all my heart.Though my family is great, t here is nothing like 
a daughter-father relationship. I'm so thankful for all t he memo
ries that my father has given me. My dad was a wonderful per
son, and I feel safe knowing that even w ith his not being here, 
he's stil l w atching over me and protecting me as he always did. 
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A SOLID HANDSHAKE 
Brenton Gregory 

You can tell a lot about someone by first appearances. 
The way a man shakes your hand can tell you a lot. " If a man 
has a solid handshake, you know he was at least raised r ight." 
My grandfather told me that when I was a young man, and ever 
since t hen, I have learned to always have a firm grip when I meet 
someone new. 

A navy man an d a World War II veteran, my 
grandfather taught me about respect and honor. My parents 
raised me, but my grandfather was always a major influence in 
my life. I learned about first impressions and how to hold myself 
w hen I was introduced to new people . I learned the 
importance of family values and how important family is for a 
person. He would always say, no matter what, "Blood is t hicker 
t han water.'' 
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I learned a lot about family values when my grandfather 
got very ill a few months ago. He lost the use of his legs and 
his appetite. He was living wit h my grandmother, but she was 
not strong enough to pick him up to get him around the house. 
My father and uncle took turns sleeping at my grandparent's 
house to take care of him in the night. He could barely sleep, 
and having prostate cancer, he felt as though he had to go to the 
bathroom about every twenty minutes. Throughout the ent ire 
night, whoever was at t he house would have to pick him up 
almost every half hour and walk him t o the bathroom, and then 
back to his room. 

I cried as I shook my grandfather's hand for the 
last time and he told me, 

"So long. Always do what you think is right." 

His condition worsened, he was not drinking or eating 
at all. W e brought him to the hospital for a month, hoping he 
would recover. Being in the hospital seemed not to help, and 
the doctors t old us there wasn't any one particular t hing wrong 
w it h him. He was eighty-four years old and he was dying. We 
brought him to a medical facility in Southampton hoping we 
could make him comfortable. He stayed t here for two weeks, 
always with my father, my uncle, my brother, or me up there 

Ann Marie Minichiello 

with him. On Apri l I 0th, 2009 I went to Southampt on to visit 
my grandfather. As soon as I walked in the room, he held out 
his hand. I walked over and shook it as I always have, and he 
smiled. I cried as I shook my grandfather's hand for t he last t ime 
and he told me, "So long. Always do what you think is right." 

My grandfather died two days later on Easter Sunday 
and even though he is gone, I w ill never forget the values he 
instilled in me, or the handshake that he still had, even hours 
before his death. 
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The Screws 
Caitlin Hillenbrand 

The bel l rings bbbbeeeeppp!!! ..... The door had just opened in the local Freeport hardware store. The sound of steel-toed work boots 
stomp their way down the main aisle and to the front counter: A tall, heavy-set man with blonde hair wearing a Ben's Contracting 
shirt looks around the store. 

" Is there anyone around here that can help me?" he said. 

"I can help you, what exactly do you need?" I calmly ask him. 

"Pshhh . . . ha you can't help me with what I need! Sorry sweetie, but I don't think you're going to know what I'm talking about. 

Why don't you get one of the guys out here?" 

"Hmmm ... sorry the guys around here have their hands tied at the moment so how about you give me a try?" 

"Alright, I need self-tappers, you know what those are?" he asked in a laughing manner: 

"Do you want those in zinc, stainless, brass or chrome?" 

He looks at me surprised because I actually know what he is talking about. 

"What kind of head do you want on those? Do you want those in pans, ovals, fiats or hex? What is the thickness of the screw 

that you need? #6, #8, # I 0, # 12 or # 14? 

At this point he is really confused as he is left there giving me a strange look. I knew he wouldn't have a clue about what I 

was talking about. 

" If I see it I'll know!" He says sternly, trying to defend his masculin ity. 

He then asks me to bring out the most common assorted box of zinc pan head self-tapping screws. 

"Ha, these aren't self-tapping screws." he laughs. 

"Hmm, real ly" I said. "Then maybe you mean self-dri ll ing screws? The ones with a drill t ip at the end so there is no need to 

pre-drill a pi lot-hole." The ones I brought out to him clearly say self-tapping on both the outside and inside of the assorted box. 

"Um, yeah maybe." 

After being embarrassed that a twenty year old girl had just proven him wrong in front of other customers for being cocky 

and ignorant, I then brought out the correct box. 

"Here we go sir:" 

He points to the one he needs, which ends up being #IO x I hex-head self-dril ling screws. 

" I need four of these" he says. 

" I also have these in stain less steel if you need." I can tell he was confused so I to ld him the difference between zinc and 

stainless steel. I explained that stainless is used outdoors and won't rust. 

" I need them stain less." 

I then bring out the proper screws and put them in a bag. As I begin to 

ring him up he asks me for a "contractor discount." I'm thinking, is this 

guy se rious? He has no clue about hardware and he expects me to give him a 

discount on a $1.95 sale. 

As he slams the front door and walks out, I'm left wondering whether he 

will ever learn his lesson about judging others based on their sex, as wel l as giving 

people an attitude. 

Sorry sweetie, 
but I don't think you're going to know what I'm talking about. 

Why don't you get one of the guys out here?" 

Amanda Skiba 
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Women in Retail 
Anonymous 

I work at a Pier I Imports. There's only one man that 
works at this particular Pier I so when he's not on the clock we 
women have to do all the hard work, which includes lifting 
couches and entertainment centers and fitting furniture into 
customers' cars. 

Whenever someone buys a piece of furniture, the 
employees usually assist the customer with maneuvering the 
furniture to fit in their car: After working there for quite some 
time it seems you acquire a skill of fitting the largest furniture 
into what seems like the smallest cars. 

One day when I was working, a woman came in to 
look at some wicker chairs. I brought the chair that she wanted 
to the register to ring her up. I told her she could bring her car 
up to the front so she doesn't have to carry the chair all the way 
to the car: I brought the chair to the front door and waited 
for her to bring her car up. The woman pulled up in a tiny 
hatchback and I thought, "This is going to be a tricky one." 

Before I even have a chance to try to put the chair in 
her car; she tells me she doesn't think I'll be able to fit it "We're 
not going to be able to do this,'' she tells me, "We need a man 
for this." I look at her with a surprised look on my face and tell 
her that I'm perfectly capable of fitting the chair in the car and 
that I work with things like that almost every day. She still insists 
that we need a man to get the chair in the car: 

As we were talking, a man and his children walked by 
and without hesitating, she ran over to the man and asked him 
if he could help. For about ten minutes I watched the man try 
to fit the chair in her hatchback but he had no luck. I went back 
inside to assist other customers that were in the store. 

After about ten more minutes the woman comes back 
in the store. At the time I was helping another customer: She 
tells me they had no luck and I had to come get the chair: I told 
her that I was in the middle of helping another customer and I 
would be right with her: "No, I need your help now,'' she 
exclaimed. She looked at the customer I was helping at the 
time and said, in a rude manner; "She was helping me first" I 
couldn't believe how rude she was. I told her again that I was 
helping someone and that I would be right with her: 

She stormed out of the store and waited by her car: 
When I was finished helping the other customer I went out to 
see what she wanted. She told me they were unable to fit the 
chair in her hatchback and that she would have to leave it there 
until she could come back with a larger vehicle. I told her to 
hold on one moment Within five minutes I had the wicker chair 
in her car: I told her to have a nice day and walked back inside 
the store. 

A lot of customers ask if there's a man working when 
they purchase furniture as if the women working are not 
capable of doing the job right Just because we're women 
doesn't make us weak. We know what we're doing and we can 
get the job done right 

Irina Grimaldi 

Before I even have a chance to try 
to put the chair in her car, 

she tells me she doesn't think 
I'll be able to fit it. 

"We're not going to be able to do this," 
she tells me, 

"We need a man for this." 
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Business At Home 
Anonymous 

For almost all of my life my mom was your typical 
housewife, doing daily chores which tended to be nearly all day 
projects like cooking, cleaning, grocery shopping, and taking care 
of our animals. We used to have to depend on my dad's 
income to have the luxury of buying things for ourselves, which 
was how it was for most families like ourselves living in the mid
dle- class. Not much has changed, besides my working my own 
job, now that I am no longer a kid depending on chore money. 
There is one detail many would probably find insignificant, but I 
have watched as it has slowly changed my family's daily lives, 
which is my mom now has her own small business selling on the 
web site eBay Seems simple enough right? Well I have wit
nessed a gradual change in both of my parents' way of thinking 
about money--who should be spending what and how it plays 
into the male demeanor of possession of the family's income. 

It all started a couple of years ago when I showed my 
mom the stuff I was selling on eBay and she showed interest in 
getting rid of some of the clutter around the house she no 
longer wanted. While I was mainly in charge of all the hard 
parts of listing the items online, that would all change after her 
parents decided to retire from their ceramic store business. We 
inherited tons of their supplies which would have otherwise 
been thrown out in a dumpster They gave us so much stuff like 
paints, brushes, and all types of supplies, so much it filled our 
entire living room and most of our dining room. Once we had 
finished transforming our garage to store it all, we decided to 
start selling it on eBay. This is when I taught her how to list and 
sell things on eBay on her own; my dad hardly had the patience 
to get involved. 

For a year or so she was having a lot of fun selling 
things slowly which gave her some extra non-taxed income to 
spend on some things for herself, though my dad did not 
approve of her spending money on little trinkets for herself and 
often ended up making her spend it on groceries or other 
household items. He would very often pretend he did not hear 
her or did not "have time" to take her packages to the post 
office to ship them out to her buyers. Jump ahead about anoth
er year She discovers a box of ceramic Christmas lights and 
decides to list them to see what she can get for them. What 

she ended up discovering was 
that they often sold low in price 
but at a very fast rate. After my 
dad noticed how much money 
she was starting to bring in on a 
daily basis his interest peaked. 
All of a sudden he got involved 
in buying these Christmas lights 
straight from the manufacturer 
in bulk for a lower price and 
reselling them. Suddenly he 
began helping her pack and ship 
out the lights without questions 
asked, actually looking forward 
to "today's batch" to pack up 
and ship out when he got home 
from work. The catch is that in 
public outside of our home he 
failed to recognize her efforts in 
her online business. It was 
strange, considering that he 

Heather Cordle seemed so proud of it at home. 
He never mentioned how well my mom was doing with it all 
while on the phone with his friends orto her parents when they 
visited. It's as though it was his little secret he was not letting slip 
out-- that his wife had her own successful way of making money 
from the home. No longer does my mom have to ask for 
money for the day to buy food, instead my dad is the one 
asking for money now on an almost daily basis. This is not 
because we are short on money. We are financially well off, 
however, what he does is he takes his earnings and stores them 
in all of these savings plans, even going as far as to invest in 
stocks. My mom is left to use all of her hard earned money, 
which she earns by spending hours a day preparing online 
auctions, on things such as groceries and paying off bills. 
Suddenly, it seems like our household has taken a complete 
reversal compared to what it used to be. It is not like we bring 
in a fortune from selling online, but it can bring in enjoyable 
amounts to potentially be spent on new electronics and such, 
however, my dad seems to hold tight onto his money which he 
used to be pretty liberal with and instead depends almost 
entirely on the money which my mom works so hard to bring 
1n. 

Currently, this is how things are today I tried helping 
my mom to conceal some of her earnings to use for herself, but 
my dad now goes as far as to check daily on the listings and 
even keep track of her exact earnings by writing them down, as 
if he does not trust her This just goes to show you an example 
of a husband in a family who seems to fear the thought of his 
co-workers and others finding out his wife suddenly can bring 
in upwards of$ I 00 a day by working at home, but yet in the 
confinements of his own home, he treats the money his wife 
makes as his very own. 

My mom is le~ to use all of her hard earned money, 
which she earns by spending hours a day 

preparing online auctions, 
on things such as groceries and paying off bills. 
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My Friend Paige 
Tracy Greene 

Everyday women in this world are faced with different 
issues of discrimination. In some areas of the world females are 
considered less than equal to males. Afghanistan is an example 
of a part of the world where women do not even have the right 
to marry whom they want, or the right to a basic education. 
These women do not even have the right to make their own 
decisions. Expecting 
mothers of India 
sometimes cry and dread 
the fact that they are 
having a baby girl. When 
the mother is expecting a 
boy she feels she has 
insurance. He would 
carry the father's name, 
get a job, and help 
support the family. To find 
out she is having a girl 
means just another 
expense, and the only 
positive side they can see 
is having more help in 
house work and care at 
home. Here in the United 
States, women are equal 
and have the same rights 
that men have, yet some 
people believe women 
are inferior. Women have 
fought years to be treated 
equally and have equal 
rights, yet as a girl I still 
experience issues of men 
discriminating against 
women. 

He thought that because she didn't fit the 
stereotype of how a female's appearance should 
be that it would cause a negative reaction from 

the customers, and be bad for his business. 

I was about sixteen when I started waitressing at a 
family restaurant. We had a great staff at this place, a mixture 
of girls and guys with great personal ities needed to satisfy the 
customers. I was fr iends with all my coworkers, but there was 
one girl in particular that became a very close friend to me. 
Her name is Paige and in my opinion there was nobody who 
did the job better. She showed up early for her shifts, never 
calling out, and customers adored her. Even having regulars 
come in and ask to sit in Paige's section showed how 
comfortable she made the customers. Everybody liked Paige; 
she did her job well and was a good person to be around. 
There was something about Paige that she didn't share with 
people at work. This was that she was gay. It was sad to me 
that she couldn't tell the other employees besides me because 
she felt that they would look at her differently. I told her it was 
crazy and she could be who she wanted to be w ithout anyone 
judging her. Everybody loved her before so why would the fact 
that she was gay change their opinions of her. 

After a few months of working at the restaurant Paige 
got a haircut and that is when everything started to change. She 
had long hair down her back and decided to shave it off. The 
first day she walked in with the new hair cut it was a shock to 
everyone including me. I thought it was courageous of her and 
it showed she was not scared to be who she was. Not 

everyone fe lt the same way I did, and 
rumors started to spread about Paige being 
a lesbian, and when the first person went up 
to her and asked if she was, she told them 
the truth. People who were friends with 
Paige the day before were now afraid to 
even go by her. The girls fe lt that she would 
try and make advances at them, and the 
guys just started ca ll ing her a dyke. Out of 
the crew most people had turned their 
backs on her, except me, and then rumors 
about my being her girlfriend started. I 
didn't care, but Paige did. The place she 
once walked into happy now made her 
miserable because of how the employees 
were now treating her. She needed a job 
and just needed to put up with the way that 
people were treating her. 

After a week had passed, the boss 
Michael cal led her down to the office to 
have a meeting with her. In that meeting 
Paige was fired. His reasons for firing her 
was that she no longer fit into the family 
atmosphere the restaurant was trying to 
portray He did not say specificall y that it 
was her haircut that was a problem, but it 
was the only th ing that had changed. He 

Shennen Swett thought that because she d idn't fit the 
stereotype of how a female's appearance should be that it 
would cause a negative reaction from the customers, and be 
bad for his business. Paige walked out of the office crying and 
went right out the door to the parking lot. I stayed in the 
restaurant with a few others and one of the girls said out loud, 
"I' m happy she's gone, she always had a crush on me and that's 
just disgusting." I just looked at them. I wanted to scream and 
put them down, but I knew that that would be exactly the same 
thing they did to Paige. So instead I just walked away and out 
into the parking lot with Paige to console her. The girls laughed 
saying go get your girlfriend. That is the last day Paige and I ever 
went back there. 

That is only one of my experiences of discrimination as 
a woman and as a gay woman. Men and women al ike have a 
view how women should look and act. Once a person steps 
outside the norm they are often scrutinized, which was the case 
in this situation. This is only one example of the things that I 
have seen and experienced as a female. There are different 
kinds of situations and degrees of d iscrimination that women 
face. All that I know is that things were much worse when my 
grandmother and other female relatives were my age, and I can 
only hope that it wil l continue to improve for my children and 
generations to come. 
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
About the Spring 2009 Issue 

I think your magazine is a wonderful way for people to express not only their confusion and anger over transgressions 
against women, but to celebrate their successes in overcoming society's hurdles. - Stephanie Biffone 

It touches upon topics that people and society tend to ignore and not talk much about. Students should be obligated 
to read Lilith. - Brittany Almeida 

Not only are the stories vibrant, intense and personal, they offer great insight to those in our College community, and 
not just young women. It encourages all students to embrace and understand not only femininity, but also sexuality, 
identity and morality. - Matthew Cerreta 

These stories may even save some lives. Some people don't know how to overcome obstacles and if they see how 
others dealt with theirs they might be able to live their life in a better state of mind. - Keith Bree 

Each of these short stories is separate but in a way I feel that they have an underlying theme of people, one way 
or another. being connected despite our outside appearances. Humans, for the most part, are morally good and 
that is what people need to express more. If I can get my hands on next year's edition I will definitely read it. -
Robert Mcinerney 

Whether they are about sex, double standards, equality, abuse or body image, each story gives full detail of the 
situation and usually how the problem was overcome. Each story is motivational to many others, as if saying "read my 
story, I made it through this, as well can you." - Diana Dias 

It's incredible how brave women are to overcome the things they've been through. The artwork in the Spring 2009 
edition was magnificent. - Enida Zekovic 

This magazine is full of brilliant writers and artists who have clearly experienced their share of discrimination. I thank 
everyone for their contributions and for opening my eyes to the world through these issues. - Matthew Bowden 

To my surprise the magazine was really good. The stories were written by kids in my school and were quite 
interesting. Also the art work to match with the stories was amazing. -Tracy Greene 

Lililth is very inspirational and touching. It lets women know that they are not alone, and if we stick together we can 
make a difference and change what needs to be changed. Lilith made me feel more motivated and made me realize 
how strong I really can be. - Stephanie lmmerso 

I like the rawness of the essays. It shows a true side of life not expressed in most literature. Keep up the good work. 
- Geoff Pleim 

Lilith was a shocking surprise for me. The stories are so personal. You hear about these issues in the news but never 
realize it happens right here with students I'm learning with. - Kevin Sheehy 



Helpful Phone Numbers 

ABUSE 
Brighter Tomorrow's (shelter) 

Long Island Women's Coalition Hotline 

395-1800 

666-8833 

Retreat Domestic Violence Services 329-2200 

To Report Child Abuse 1-800-342-3720 

Victim's Information Bureau Of Suffolk 360-3606 

CHILD DEVELOPMENT/CARE 
Association for the Help of Retarded Children 

585-0 I 00 

Child Care Council of Suffolk, Inc. 462-0303 

Cornell Cooperative Extension 
Parenting Resources 727-7850 

SPANISH SPEAKING INFORMATION 
SIDA 1-800-233-7432 

WOMEN'S CENTERS 
Brookhaven Office of Women's Services Helpline 

698-2074 

Dress for Success 

Islip Women's Services/Human Development 

224-5325 

Women's Center of Huntington 549-0485 

YOUTH SERVICE 
Babylon Youth Bureau 

Big Brothers/Big Sisters (Hauppauge) 

COUNSELING SERVICES/MENTAL HEALTH Brookhaven Youth Bureau (Farmingville) 

422-7660 

273-1469 

451-8011 

360-7595 Alternatives/East End Counseling Project 

Family Counseling Services (Hamptons) 

Family Service League (Huntington) 

FEGS L.I. Call Center 

Smithtown Ministries 

Pederson-Krag Mental Center 

YMCA Family Services 

HOTLINES 

283-4440 

288-1954 

427-3700 

5 16-496-7550 

736-4800 

920-8000 

281-61 14 

Gay & Lesbian Switchboard of Long Island 665-3700 
(Weekdays 7:00 p.m.-10:00 p.m.) 

National Runaway Switchboard 

Responses Crisis Hotline 

Long Island Association for Aids Care 

LEGAL 
Nassau-Suffolk Law Services (Civil Law) 

Legal Referral Service 
Suffolk County Bar Association 

1-800-786-2929 

751-7500 

232-2400 

234-5577 

Islip Youth Bureau 

EMPLOYMENT 
Suffolk County Department of Labor 

DRUG/ALCOHOL 
Alcoholics Anonymous 

Alternatives East End Counseling Project 

Phoenix House 

Catholic Charities 

853-6600 

654-1150 

369-1200 

306-5710 

654-1919 

Drug and Alcohol Treatment Advisory 

1-800-NODRUGS 

Suffolk County Division of Alcohol and 
Substance Abuse 853-8500 
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