The Same Tribe
Robin Akimbo
A dark weight was lifted off my
shoulders
And thrown heavily onto the ground
The surrounding sound echoed through
me
And carried itself up my spine
Entwined itself in front and behind
Reminding me of the hips that see
Carrying birth through the lips
This equipped me to deal with societal
disease
I've felt as though it were
My duty to please
The goddess that placed these gifts in
me
And placed them there
With the power to heal the entire
world
Like every other woman in this room
Besides this girl
That you stand before
Shooting from lips that adore
While evening up the score
A dark weight was lifted off her
shoulders
And thrown heavily onto the floor
Kicking open enlightenment doors
That had just never been opened before
I realized there's no difference
Between goddess and whore
Except one is adored
And one is abhorred
And sometimes one doesn't know the
other exists
I twist my face
Into a different space
When I feel a fistTo resist the persisting necessity to
abuse
Is to refuse to tolerate
What can only be used to obliterate us
We must resist the violence
So vital is it
In the destruction of our culture
Preying on community like a vulture
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Like a candidate
That would propagate
The peoples own self-hate
Now then,
Will one please negate a debate
On why it is that fear and love
Do not relate
Will we ever obsessively appreciate
The beauty that lies
Between friendship ties
Will we ever cease to despise
The separation that lies
Between a loved one that dies
I am wise
To understand the powers that be
That can contain a body
Passing through me
Between tits hips and lips
But I am sage
To recognize that having babies
Black or white, class or age
Is a priviledge
Not a right
And by the power of a simple
ejaculation
To me this is a clear indication
That a woman's body
Is forever on probation
But should be treated like an alter
Not a jailpen
And this is my feminist social
idealization
Yet women are still waiting
For the boy's realization
But the journey into manhood
Is a loud voice filled with tension
So when will the selfless softness
Start to activate prevention?
And we sigh...
A dark weight was lifted off her
shoulders
The moment he realized
That although we may not
All be the same size
We existed well
Once upon a time
Within the same tribe
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Her New Feminine
PROTECTION

Whore Power
Lainy
There was a trend around town, maybe
two or three years ago. Every so often,
on walls and sidewalks along the Main,
you could find the slogan "Whore Power".
It confused me. It even bothered me a
little. Maybe because there was a related
trend at the same time of fashionable
women, ready for a night on the town,
dressing in whore-styles, nouveau-whore
gear for the modern woman: fish-nets,
lingere-style dresses, knee-high boots,
teased, dishevelled hair. Not that I had a
problem with the clothes themselves, the
in-your-face, sexiness which, as with any
style, some pull off, while others just
seem awkward and forced.
What
bothered me, maybe, was that I couldn't
figure out what was so damn empowering
about the whole thing. Not that it seemed
particularly disempowering, don't get me
wrong. But my question was, what kind
of power was the message claiming, and
for whom? Even when I was a sex
worker, while the experience was very
gratifying in a lot of ways and I have very
fond memories, I didn't necessarily
understand my work in and of itself to be
empowering, politically, personally,
morally, or sexually. I was just doing what
I could with it.
So why is decriminalisation of sex-work,
(the removal of laws which criminalize
sex-workers, their clients and their
associates), empowering for women?
For
many
reasons.
Because
decriminalisation means that women in
the sex-industry are included in the
legally
and
socially
recognised
community of citizens and persons, with
rights and liberties enjoyed by all others.
It therefore removes from the state the
means by which to blatantly categorise
women into good girls and bad girls
based on sexual promiscuity, as well as
the right to punish the "bad" ones.
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Decriminalisation reflects the separation
of the negative ethical category of
"whore" from the individual who
exchanges sexual services for money.
While not dismissing the significance of
the concept of integrity, offering legal
legitimacy to sex workers forces the
question of why the sex trade worker, or
prostitute or "whore" has to be branded
with the stigma of dishonesty: a
degenerate person lacking principles or
scruples?
And
decriminalisation
separates the concept of prostitution and
that of denigration and violence: it means
that the label "prostitute" or "whore", still
used to punish women for transgressing
sexual norms whatever they may be, that
this label no longer justifies violent,
disrespectful, discriminatory treatment.
More than offering sex-workers the tools
to more effectively denounce their
aggressors, decriminalisation includes
sex workers into the category of persons
who can, with legitimacy, denounce
violence and aggression and expect it to
matter.
This move radically affects the way we
think about the role of sex in our lives, in
our society. It is confrontational.
However, the way I see it, the sex
workers' rights movement is not
necessarily claiming empowerment
through
prostitution,
or
sexual
promiscuity; we're not asking all the
Olivia Newton Johns of the world to dress
up in leather and high heels and learn to
smoke in order to magically bring the
John Travoltas to their knees. It is a plea
for the inclusion of and tolerance for a
particular category of woman, defined
primarily by a job they do. And
decriminalisation alone will not rescue
sex-workers, and women in general, from
the stigma of the bad-girl, nor will it alone
help women suffering extreme poverty or
abuse gain control over their lives. But it's
something.

New Tools Needed Under Our Belts
Tampons suck. They suck. They suck.
They suck, physically, environmentally,
economically, Not only are they designed
to absorb your monthly flow, they also
absorb all your other good juices that
keep your little lady ecosystem healthy
and in check. Disposable pads suck just
as hard except they don’t suck us dry but
instead line our panties with plastic and
suffocate our vag with chemicals. They
fill our landfill sites, they deplete our
pockets, they trash our natural resources,
they use toxic chemicals, they think we
should smell like baby powder, they feed
corporate power, they colonize cultures,
they monopolize shelf space, hell they
own most of the world… they make
terrible commercials, they uphold racist
ideologies, they pathologies our mood
swings, they penetrate our skool
systems, they instruct us not to know our
bodies, they choke our wildlife, they
pretend to be sterile, they lie on their
packages, they can cause cancer. They
truly only care about their profits, the
bottom line is they are dirty business.
Stop feeding corporate greed each time
you bleed, there are healthier choices for
you! They only care about their profits,
for crying out loud they are not good
protection.
Because of the feminine
hygiene industry’s pervasive presence
and coercive nature, it is difficult to
imagine life without popping out our
tampons or throwing out our bloody
plastic pad. To consider using cloth pads
disgusts most women who grew up with
tampon dispensers and commercials
fueling our embarrassment of our bodies.
Multi-national giants have successfully
saturated the "American, " "Canadian,"
and "European" markets so that it has
become a given that a girl graduates into
womanhood with the decision of what

company she chooses as her
"protection." We may think it is an ‘old
fashioned’ idea, but in fact, contemporary
cultures of women around the world
continue to use cloth pads and wash
them every month because disposables
are not culturally or economically
accessible
Disposable protection only
protects the mainstream feminine
hygiene industry’s profits not our bodies.
These corporations are not concerned
with
the
serious
environmental
ramifications, the health implications or
the economic impact on women’s lives. It
makes money off of the promotion
shame, secrecy and the "inconvenience"
of our bodies. Each time we throw away
another tampon we uphold an economic
system that heralds waste, trashes
women’s bodies, abuses workers in
factories, destroys the environment as
well as uphold insidious racist
connotations that white is superior.
For over seven years, the
Bloodsisters Project has been committed
to illuminating the dangers of the
feminine hygiene industry and promoting
healthier menstrual lifestyle choices
through
different
initiatives. The
Bloodsisters Project has also been
creating an alternative menstrual product
line for women, called Urban Armor that
embodies new positive attitudes towards
menstruation as a source of protection
and healthier empowerment.
Urban Armor makes reusable
menstrual pads attractive, fun and more
comfortable than disposable ones. They
sew their pads out of leopard print flannel
and other funky prints creating an overall
aesthetic very different from what we
imagine as being on the rag. They are
very easy to clean with a simple cold
rinse and then thrown into the washing
machine. We also distribute the Keeper,
an amazing little internal protector made
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out of natural rubber that lasts for ten
years. An incredible duo for your new
protection. Your power pads and keeper
save you money and breed a new kind of
convenience. You’ll never need to dash
out to the pharmacy in an emergency
again. You reduce waste. This gear is
safer for your little lady ecosystem. And
the investment is invaluable. You also
support a kick ass feminist health
organization and the building of women’s
health and art center, in Montreal called
Elle
Corazon,
the
Bloodsisters
headquaters and Urban Armor’s design

house.
For her body. For her
environment. For her budget. It is her flag
on the rag that is act of resistance to
corporate power over womens bodies.
New Tools for the Red Brigade. Live In
the Hive. VIVA.
Elle Corazon Centre, 176 Bernard west
Montreal, P.Q. H2T 2K2
(514) 273.3933 or 1.877.RED.ZONE
redzone@bloodsisters.org
www.bloodsisters.org or www.urbanarmor.org

Through the windowpane
Shama Naz
That is her religion. She can’t show any
part of her body except her eyes to ensure
modesty and her femininity. The only thing
to be concerned with is her happiness.
That’s the only thing that matters. Yes,
there are people who cover when they go
out and we’ve got to respect them.
I patted her on her shoulder in
my vision, showed her thumbs up and got
into my metro car that had already
distracted me from listening to the words
of wisdom of a mother to her daughter. If
all the parents would raise their children
with such intellectual capacity, the yeast of
that nation would rise, such that no
individual of that society would encounter
the staring, the remarks, the ridicule and
the prejudice simply for the reasons of
different dressing or carrying a different
outlook. On my way back I was smiling
underneath my veil. Yes I was smiling
away from the eyes of this world, since
beneath breathes the same essence,
fusion of emotional intelligence and
rationality, reason and understanding- a
soul that laughs in moments of bliss and
takes refuge in tears when forlorn. I have
never let those petty instances of
preconceptions overcome my goal, as I
have to rise above them all since the
seeds sown in the depth of the earth
flower with elegance.
The attitude of the feminist
circles around me was more agonizing at
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the primary glimpse since they had
refused to even discuss my attire and get
themselves informed.
I had been
perceived as someone who was
completely out of her mind. But I
understand this behavior and I feel their
agitation is completely justified. I know
how hard they have fought to get very
basic rights: recognition of being equal,
being human, and it was not long ago. But
my dear feminist reader, I have those
rights: the rights to property, to
inheritance, to vote, to education, to work
(only if I wish to) ever since the advent of
Islam 1420 years ago. Therefore I never
acquired this intense attitude. I write my
own verdict and society can’t impose any
decisions on me which have to do solely
with my individual being. Hence, I decided
not to sell my femininity while enjoying all
the rights given to me by the Divine.
At Concordia, I was received
with well-expected respect from the
university personnel, the attitude that is
likely of institutions. Not even once, while
writing an exam was I asked to lift my veil
for identification purposes, which would’ve
been a very legitimate reason. Honoring
the very objective approach, I must say
that the dominating picture encountered
by myself was that of dignity and
nobleness of character.
It is a ball game of respect and
besides, clapping needs the contribution
of both hands.

BLAMO!
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My Point was - as a kid, a young female kid, my mom worried a lot about
me being out, late and coming home alone. Worried about safety. Worried about
rape and guys with guns and knives and fists and fast cars that drive away into
dark-night dusty basements all over south eastern Ontario.
This girl i had class with last term described the experience of being a woman
as [daily] a thousand subtle [constant] re evaluations of vulnerability. And
so i meant to ask you [the reader] Why don’t people tell their sons not to go out
- ‘cause every other non-male person out there is terrified of them in a dark
alley.
I know this is kind of a stupid point. I know we should be working for a re
education of our society. All of this i know. But at 2am. When i’m too afraid
to walk from the Metro Station to my apartment - it would be nice to think
that the majority of men are indoors and not the way that the majority of
women are already indoors. You Know, how it really is. How living alone is an
exercise in courage. For me, a woman. How genitalia can turn into a weapon
or a wound. How the same body that gives me such an incredible rush of
empowerment can be used [MY BODY! USED!] against me to dis-empower. That’s
bullshit - that’s FUCKING NOT RIGHT! NOT RIGHT!
And what really fucks me off is that there’s not one fucking thing i can do to
guarantee my safety. I can arm myself to the teeth and never leave my home self imposing the oppression I seek to evade...
or I can live with the fear. Not in the fear, but with it.
One in every four womyn have
experienced sexual aggression by
the time they reach their
eighteenth birthday.
In the final analysis it is up to
men to educate, to change the way
they raise their sons, to change
and challenge the misogyny
perpetrated by their comrades.
Don’t tell me feminism is fucking
irrelevant.

alys ford
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WHO IS GUILTY IN THIS STORY?

a woman's song
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sobia
can you hear wisdom being torn
out of your mind?
i am a woman
the world belongs to me
liberty is what Islam gave me
for a man's "strength" can never
match

dignity, honour, strength

a woman's bravery

never will i be hired/fired

time can stop

space can drop

for granting/refusing sexual
favors

still i obey no man's law
the sky can break
quake

the universe

still i play no man's game
clad in my veil

never will i be judged on such
flimsy standards
i've demanded respect from the
world's lustful eye
refuse to fall in the abyss of the
one-night-stand

the secret savior
or display flesh as if for sale
oppressed? me?
for beauty lives in the heart
keep your miniskirt and crop-top
it does not crawl out of clothes
if that is what you see as "freedom"

women of the world unite

i see chains of diamonds blinding
you into bondage

if you have what it takes to fight
the fight

flashy diamonds shoved into your
throat slashing your womb

spelling the shreiking colours of
doom
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Paloma Martinez Mendez
member of the crew of Listening to Latin
America, CKUT 90.3 fm Montreal.
In January 2001, on the streets of
Oaxaca City in Mexico, I met Natalia and
Matilde, two 7 year old zapoteca girls.
They were asking for money and at first I
didn’t want to give it. After talking with
them, I understood what they were
asking money for.
Natalia and Matilde are daughters of Ms
Laura, one of the eighty women who,
back in 1996, left their houses in San
Agustin, a community of the Loxicha
region in Oaxaca. They came to Oaxaca
City escaping from the threats against
them from the Mexican Army and the
paramilitary forces of the region.
Husbands, fathers and brothers of these
women had already been arrested being
accused of belonging to the EPR
(Revolutionary Popular Army). They
were accused of sabotage, terrorism,
homicide, arms gathering, violent
robberies, etc. Most of these men were
never proven guilty.
Ms Laura, together with the other women,
their children and their belongings arrived
in Oaxaca city in October 1996. In June
1997 they set up a big camping tent in
front of the province’s Hôtel de Ville.
Since then most of the women installed
themselves there to protest against the
injustice suffered by their men.
The Loxicha region is situated in the
southern side of the Oaxaca province, it
has a population of 35,000 indigenous
zapotecas. The region produces coffee,
beans and pineapples.
The Loxicha region became famous at

the end of August 1996, when a guerrilla
movement known as the Revolutionary
Popular Army (EPR) appeared for the
first time having a violent confrontation
with the Mexican armed forces. The EPR
declared itself to be a movement to finish
injustice in the country and it also claimed
to be ready to take any violent action if it
was needed.
From then on, the Mexican armed police
forces started persecution campaigns to
find the leaders of the EPR. The 26 of
September,1996, they entered the San
Agustin community and arrested
members of the municipal government,
some of the teachers of the community
and many civilians.
One hundred and thirty seven men were
arrested that day with no official charges
against them. Most of them are noninstructed zapoteca speakers and their
condition was used against them. They
were tortured and forced to sign blank
papers, many of them were sent to
Mexico City without notifying the families.
Since 1996, only half of these men have
been liberated. The families of the
arrested men are still struggling to find an
end to their sufferings.
The support from the international civil
society would permit children like Natalia
and Matilde and women like Ms Laura,
who have been living in the tent for the
last 4 years, to go back to their
communities.
If you want to get in contact with the Comité de
familiares de los presos politicos de Loxicha
(Committee of the Loxicha political prisoners'
families) and with the Unión de Pueblos Contra la
Represión y Militarización de la Región Loxicha
(Peoples union against repression and militarisation
of the Loxicha region), please visit the site
www.loxicha.org or write to loxicha@loxicha.org
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SEXIST Language
Translated by Genevieve Page.

Progressive groups often face internal
problems of interpersonal domination.
If we want to work effectively for
social change, we need to think about our
own behavior. Most of the time it is men,
even when in a minority, that dominate
the activities of mixed groups. We can
talk about a "male pattern of behavior";
not because women never express themselves that way, but because it is men
that generally have the privilege of
??impudently?? acting this way. This
behavior has the effect of reproducing
their privilege, through alienation of other
men and women who are trying to interact in a more harmonious, fair and efficient manner.
Some people have already
started to identify patterns of power and
to assume their responsibility in deconstructing them. This is a list of behavior
that they are trying to change within
themselves and around them: the use of
"sexist language." Let’s start by making
sure we can identify it around us and
within our own behavior:
Playing the "Solutioner":
Always being the one to find the answer
or the "solution" before others have had a
chance to contribute to the discussion.
Monopolizing the mic:
Talking all the time, very loud and for a
long time.
Talking with CAPITALS:
Presenting your opinions and solutions
as the final point, the conclusion, on any
subject. This attitude is reinforced by tone
of voice and the body language.
Defensive attitude:
Answering any opposing opinion as if it
were a personal attack.
Splitting Hairs:
Highlighting every imperfection in others’
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contibutions and stating an exception for
every general comment.
Directing the scene:
Always taking responsibility for key task
before others have the chance to propose themselves.
Reiterate:
Reiterating in their own words what
someone else said in a perfectly clear
manner. Also, taking over someone’s
contribution in the end and co-opting
it.(95% of these reiterating are made by
men in mixed groups)
Trying to be the center of attention:
Using different tactics to draw attention to
yourself, or your ideas. (e.g.: to stand up
when you have the floor…).
Aggressive rhetoric:
Starting sentences using, for example, "I
believed that before, but now…" or "How
can you say that…"
Talking on behalf of others:
Transforming personal opinions into the
voice of a collectivity to give them more
weight: "A lot of us think that…"
Interpreting what is said to your own
advantage: "What this really means is…"
Forcing:
Giving importance only to the task and
the content, forcing the group to put aside
the education of each other and the
process of collective work.
Keeping a short leash on the topic:
Bringing the subject of a discussion to
something that one masters in order to
shine through one’s babble.
Negativism:
Always finding something wrong or problematic in any subject or project proposed.
Not listening to others:
Mentally formulating an answer during
the first few sentences of someone’s
statement, not listening to the rest of it
and trying to speak as soon as possible.
Dogmatism:
Affirming a final, unquestionable position,

even on minor issues.
Imposing hierarchy:
Sticking to formal power positions or titles
and to give it more consideration than it
deserves.
Devaluing emotions:
To intellectualize, joke or oppose a passive resistance when it comes to talk
about personal emotions.
Condescending and patronizing:
Especially directed on women and new
people. A typical sentence: "Now, does
any women have something to add?"
Flirting:
Treat women with seduction, to use sexuality to manipulate them. Ambiguous
"humor" and superficial pro-feminism.
Cock fighting:
Fighting to get women’s attention and
support by competing with other men in
front of them.
Studentism:
To centralize key information of a group
to use it for one’s own profits or desire.

These behaviors (and maybe others that
you have noticed) weaken the full
resources, knowledge and abilities that a
group could come up with. Women and
men who have less confidence, especially in a competitive climate, are excluded
from sharing their experiences and ideas
by this kind of behavior.
If we don’t end sexism within our
own groups, which are asking for social
change, we will never achieve real
change. Not only will the movement sink
into divisions, but we won’t get to even
envision freedom from oppressive
dynamics imposed on women, let alone
experience that freedom. Any change in
society stays incomplete if it doesn’t
include the emancipation of women and
men from the structures that perpetuate
oppressive dynamics.
Here are some concrete tips to
help take responsibility for destroying
sexist language:
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Do not interrupt anyone:
.
We can see, in a mix group, that close
to 100% of interruptions are made by
men. A good exercise to try: wait a few
seconds between each speaking turn.
Offer a good ear:
Listening carefully is as important as
speaking well, otherwise, you might as
well stay home and speak to yourself. Try
not to withdraw from the conversation
when your not speaking; paying attention
to others is a way to participate.
Receive and offer support:
We can help each other to acquire more
consciousness about our patterns of control of others, in order to stop them and
give a hand to the those who aren’t there
yet. It is a job that males must do for each
other instead of leaving that responsibility to women. This provides more space
for women to escape the role that forces
them to take care of men while they put
aside their own needs.
Stop speaking in an answer-solution
manner:
We can communicate our opinions and
ideas in a convincing manner without
competing against others.
Don’t talk about every issue:
Do we really need to express every
thought about every details, especially in
a larger group?
Don’t put people down:
Learn to watch ourselves and stop when
we are about to attack someone. For
example ask yourself: "Why do I need to
get personal? Can I attack the ideas
instead of a person? Do I really need to
do this? What do I really need?"
Relax:
The group could very well go without our
little anxiety attacks and it will only make
things better.
Stop patterns of oppression in others:
It is one’s responsibility to interrupt any
oppressive behavior coming from a comrade that hinders participation by others
and paralyses the group’s development.
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Women’s Education in India
Dolores Chew
India was one of the first countries in the
world to admit women to universities and
the medical profession in the nineteenth
century. Yet today, it offers paradoxes in
the area of female education. At the
upper echelons there are women
engaged in advanced studies and
research, many working in careers that
are considered non-traditional. Yet basic
literacy figures for women are 43.5 for
every 100, in the age 15 and above
category, compared to 67.1 for males
(Human Development Report 2000)
Like most societies in the world,
India is essentially patriarchal, with very
distinct class and caste divisions and big
differences between rural and urban
areas. Put them together and some of
the reasons for the gender gap in
education become clearer.
India had a long nationalist
struggle against colonialism. Part of the
ethos that developed in the anti-colonial
period among certain sections of the
middle-classes and the elite concerned
the post-colonial society they wished to
build.
Progress
was
linked
to
industrialization and scientific and
technological development. This directed
plans for educational development. There
was active encouragement of both male
and female students to enter professions
linked to this vision in the service of the
nation. There was a nationalist
imperative rather than a feminist one for
women to enter non-traditional areas.
In India today, as in many parts
of the so-called developing-world, the
gender gap in primary and secondary
schooling is closing but women are still
behind. Bare literacy is 39.3 % of women
compared to 64.1% of men (1991
Census). In higher education, where
overall numbers are fewer, the gender
gap is narrower. While women have
made significant gains with the new
media, more women than men lack basic
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literacy and computer skills.
There is a nexus between class
and gender that results in less education
for women. Among poor families in
urban, and more so in rural areas,
decisions have to be made about
allocation of scarce resources. Girls may
be removed from school because boys
are regarded as breadwinners, and
parents will live with their sons in their old
age. Girls reside with their in-laws and
any investment in them is lost. While
child marriage is illegal it continues in
parts of the country and girls do not
attend school after marriage. Older
female siblings are often required to help
with childcare and household chores and
are taken out of school.
Apart from the overt gender
inequities that female literacy rates
indicate, literacy is not simply
an
indicator of social and economic
conditions. It also relates to the amount of
freedom an individual can exert on her
life. The Mahila Samakhyas instituted by
the government of India, is a women’s
empowerment project which "aims at
creating an environment for women to
seek knowledge and information with a
view to bringing about a change in their
perception about themselves and that of
society" (India 1999).
Women
construction workers who were taught to
read were able to understand when
labour contractors tried to trick them by
signing for Rs.11 (36 cents) per day when
they were only getting Rs 3 or Rs. 4 per
day (13 cents)! In Kerala state which in
1991 [data for 2001 census not yet
available] had the highest female literacy
rate in India at 86.2% of its female
population, life expectancy for females is
very high (70 years) and infant mortality
is lower. Fertility levels are also lower.
What is interesting is that Kerala does not
have the highest ranking in terms of cash
incomes in the country.
In India there has been a slow
but steady fall in absolute poverty levels.

However ideological factors continue to
mitigate against female literacy and
education.
Dolores Chew is a member of the South Asian
Wome’ís Community Centre. She grew up in

India and for systemic reasons was
Fe
unable to continue with her education till
b.
she came to Montreal and Concordia
University. She teaches at Marianopolis
College and has adjunct status in the History
Department of Concordia.

T. St Laurent

IN TRANSIT
For some I am a symbol
paralympic Barbie
- without the swishy hair.
Wonder Woman
- without the really good corset.
"that poor girl in the wheelchair"
"that brave girl in the wheelchair"
"that god damn girl in the wheelchair
who’s always bitching about something".

There are labels I try on
discard
and carry on
Other labels you might give me.

Identities
- well-worn like comfortable jeans
and good dresses
c
e
s a t r d
t
e
aro me und
sometimes in the hamper,
but NEVEREVER left h
a
n
g
ing
in the closet.

This place, this University
can be a place to try on
and buy into many things.
Take your time, enjoy yourself
- and opt for the really BIG changing room.

219

Abort the Silence
Melina Bondy
When I found out this spring that I was
pregnant, there wasn’t a doubt in my
mind that I wanted an abortion. Doing it,
however, was another story. I wanted to
abort without the patronizing hand of
western medicine so I tried abortive teas,
massage, acupuncture, visualization and
meditation for a month but I started too
late and ultimately ended up in a clinic.
The pregnancy, to that point, had been all
about exhaustion and nausea. Then
within hours of the abortion, it was
strange, I felt great. Being able to smell
and eat food gave me myself back, and
there were no complications. So many
women, friends of mine, have gone
through rollercoasters of guilt and pain
from their abortions. I didn’t even know
their stories until I spoke about mine. I
don’t know how I would have known
otherwise- where do we talk about our
abortions? Silence is so intimately
woven into abortion. It is supposed to be
painful and upsetting and we keep quiet

220

about it. Silence, however, is dangerous.
Keeping silent about abortion keeps
women from supporting each other. It
leaves us feeling isolated. It’s dangerous
for our health. Nobody talks about it.
Fuck.
There’s a history to this silence. We only
get pregnant when we have sex, and
western society has had an unhealthy
relationship with sexuality for a long time.
Abortion has only recently been legalized
in the Western world, so hasn’t it always
been illegal here?
Well, that would be simple. Folk methods
of contraception and abortion have been
documented since 3000BC in China and
Egypt, and there are bound to be oral
traditions that predate these. The Roman
Catholic Church, often seen as the leader
of the anti-abortion movement, only
began its attack on abortion during the
time of the witch trial (1400-1800),
deciding that only the university-trained,
money-chargin’ male doctors could

practice medicine, including abortions.
This took gynecology out of the hands of
women and the herbalists called witches,
who weren’t allowed to go to school.
First trimester abortions weren’t outlawed
by the RC Church until 1869 which
coincidentally matched a period where
the population rates of Catholics in
France and Italy were declining.
Beyond the church were State efforts to
silence abortion. Before abortions were
outlawed in the US, slave women aborted
to fight back against their raping owners
despite efforts by the slave owners to
prevent these abortions. In Canada,
white Anglo-Saxon Protestant women
(with more education and money ) used
birth control and abortion services until
mid-nineteenth century. When the WASP
population majority was threatened by
French
Canadians
and
recent
immigrants- abortions became illegal.
This was also influenced by the change in
British law which criminalized abortion
(still trying to run herbalists and midwives
out of work) along with most Western
European Countries.
As European
colonization expanded and the effects of
imperialism were felt in the rest of the
world, their abortion legislation followed.
Abortion became illegal in China and
Japan during this same century due to
Western influence, after having been

legal for several millenia. F
e
Indigenous knowledge of health b.
and healing started being outlawed at
this time too. These laws, of course,
didn’t stop forced sterilization programs,
most often aimed at Indigenous and
lower-income women (largely women of
colour,) and women in mental
institutions,. Maybe now that abortion is
once more legal, it is used to justify the
continued practice of forced sterilization
in Canada.
The history to this silence: who passes on
our history? Under patriarchy, women will
always be criminalized for taking care of
themselves. There are many reasons
why pregnancies shouldn't come to term:
from rape to health risks for the mother,
from poverty to simple lack of interest. It’s
called being responsible to whom and
where we are. Fertility laws and practices
are still political measures based on
almost everything but women’s health.
Class and race always play into the
equation. The personal is political,
including the politics of silence. So I’m
talking (writing) about it.
Melina Bondy is an artist, activist, community builder,
and healer in training. If you would like to contact her
for more information, to shatter some silence or
challenge anything written here, feel free to contact
her at mr_bondy@alcor.concordia.ca
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B r e e d i n ' fo r the
REVOLUTION
Nadine Mondestin

I'm anti-imperialist (and ever so
vaguely afrocentric). My partner is a
How to be a revolutionary mother? I blond, blue-eyed white devil (my soul is
have no idea. I've been a parent for less on ice, Eldridge would say). My son is...
than six months; I'm still trying to put my son is black, goddammit! Multi-culti
together
a
perfect
diapering my ass, the one-drop rule stands as far
technique.
as I'm concerned. This is a huge point of
contention with my mother, who says I'm
Every parent wants to transmit their just playing the white supremacist's
values and beliefs to their children. game if I go along with that old racist
But more important than getting a good rule. But, history aside, do I have the
job (ha!) or being good citizens (double right to decide for my son what his
ha!), I want my kids to smash the state, identity will be? Am I being unfair
dismantle patriarchy
towards
my
partner,
and end imperialism. “more important than essentially ignoring his
Therein
lies
my getting a good job "contribution"? Will this
predicament.
(ha!) or being good come up and bite me in the ass
citizens (double ha!), later on?
I'm an anarchist. I I want my kids to
the
state, Before I can even start
question power and smash
authority
in
the dismantle patriarchy measuring how successful my
societies I live in. But and end imperialism.” kids'
political
how do I negotiate legitimate and indoctrination is gonna be, I've got to
illegitimate authority with my kids? learn to be at ease with my
Can a family be a participatory "contradictions". My atheist, Marxistdemocracy and run by consensus? WILL Leninist parents had no qualms raising
I SPEND THE REST OF MY LIFE TWINKLING me in the U.S. (under the Reagan
AT THE BREAKFEAST TABLE?!?!
administration, no less) all the while
sending me to Catholic schools. And I
I'm a feminist. I'm also gearing up to didn't turn out that bad.
spend the next five to ten years
barefoot, pregnant and housebound I often say that I'm a (nearly) perfect
with the brats. I am knowingly, product of my parents' upbringing.
willingly
becoming
financially Their commitment to social justice and
dependent on my partner. Am I spitting revolutionary politics has become a
on over a hundred years of women's central part of my own world view.
activism for justice? Will Sojourner
come up from the grave to spank me over I just hope to be as successful with my
her knee?
own kids.
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Those of us who stand outside the circle of this society’s definition of acceptable
women; those of us who have been forged in the crucibles of difference – those of us who
are poor, who are lesbians, who are black, who are older – know that survival is not an
academic skill. It is learning how to stand alone, unpopular and sometimes reviled, and
how to make common cause with those others identified as outside the structures in order
to define and seek a world in which we can all flourish. It is learning how to take our differences and make them strengths. For the master’s tools will never dismantle the master’s house. They may allow us temporarily to beat him at his own game, but they will
never enable us to bring about genuine change. And this fact is only threatening to those
women who still define the master’s house as their only source of support.
Audre Lorde, from “The Master’s Tools Will Never Dismantle The Master’s House”
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Black History Month begins.
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Monday

4 1794 Liberation of Haitian slaves

Thursday
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1990 Nelson Mandela released
after 27 years in prison.
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Monday

11
Tuesday

1990 Amnesty announced for all political prisoners in South
Africa.

Chinese New Year.

12
Wednesday

13
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Thursday

14
Friday

15

1921 Kropotkin’s funeral–last public anarchist gathering in
USSR.

Ash Wednesday.
Dhul-Hijjah begins

1995 Nabila Djanine, president of Algerian women’s group
Cris deFemmes shot.

1916 Emma Goldman arrested for lecturing on Birth Control
in NYC.

Saturday

Sunday

16

17
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Monday

18

1934 Audrey Lorde born, African American Feminist Lesbian
Poet.

Thursday

1965 Malcolm X assassinated, Audubon Ballroom NYC.
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Saturday

Sunday
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Waqfatul-Arafat (Nnew Saudi Taqweem).

Eid al-Adha (10th Zul-Hijaj).

1848 Beginning of French
Revolution.
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Monday

Thursday

25

28

Tuesday

26
Wednesday

27

Purim.

Notes:
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Montreal, Qc
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1921 Sailers at Kronstadt, Russia, revolt against the Bolsheviks.
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