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Dear Readers:

 Mother Jones.  That is the first feminist magazine I ever read.  About a year ago, my friend sent me 
a copy of it for my birthday.  Tucked behind the first page lay a letter explaining how I just need to read 
this magazine because I’ll absolutely love it. “It’s progressive and kick ass,” she told me.  Being the 
skeptical snob I am, I flipped through it expecting the same ol’ boring, pretend-to-be-progressive crap 
I read in most magazines.  Around page three though, I stood corrected.  Somewhere between stories 
about motherhood and the lack of women coverage in the news I realized this magazine might actually 
be saying something with which I agree.  I had discovered a world of which I never knew:  a feminist 
world with feminist opinions and feminist voices—an outlet for the “other” opinion.  I was in awe, and I 
knew immediately that I had to get in on the action.

 About two years later, I was sitting in Espresso Royale talking to a friend about the perils of 
being a feminist while attempting to have a functioning relationship with a member of the opposite 
sex.  Halfway through the conversation, I blurted out, “What would you think of starting a feminist 
magazine?”

 To this, she responded, “Hell yes!”

 Two more phone calls and a month later, we had ourselves a full-functioning staff and a magazine 
quickly fleshing itself out.

 Which brings me to the question you’re probably asking:  Isn’t Feminism just for crazy, bra-burning, 
man-hating lesbians?  Well…no and yes.  Feminism has nothing to do with your sexual orientation, your 
opinion of men or even your gender.  It doesn’t exclude you if you’re a Republican (although it helps to 
be pro-choice), and you don’t have to burn your bras (oh but it’s just so liberating!...just kidding…kind 
of).

 My favorite definition of Feminism?  Prepare yourself; it’s a biggie:  EQUALITY.  

 Yep, that’s it.  That’s all there is to it.  I used to have a bumper sticker that said, “Feminism’s the 
radical idea that women are people too.”  Feminism is the recognition first, that everyone deserves to 
be equal and second, that women are not equal in our society or any other.  We’ve fought for the right 
to vote, the right to own property, the right to education—the right to every right men gave themselves.  
We’ve fought to escape the oppressive clutches of the patriarchy, and our fight isn’t over.  (I really 
wanted to avoid using the word patriarchy in this letter, but I just couldn’t help it!)

 Ladies and gentlemen, it’s not as scary as your mother told you it was.  All it means is that women 
are people too, damn it.

 Agree?  Then this is the magazine for you.  Flip through, maybe even read a few articles.  We are a 
community, an outlet for anyone and everyone looking to let their feminist voices be heard.  Welcome to 
a safe haven for anyone who thinks women are people too.

Sincerely,
Your Hoochie Women
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fem·i·nism   [fem-uh-niz-uhm]

–noun

      Belief in the social, political, and economic equality of the sexes.



The French Lieutenant’s Woman by John Fowles

Before I jump into a review of a life-altering book or a description of a barrier-breaking, female charac-
ter, let me explain what this column is about.  In every issue, I will be writing about one book/character/
author about which/whom every intelligent feminist should be aware (and we are all intelligent feminists 
here, of course).  This is not going to be your mother’s book club, nor will it be an attempt at a radical, 
feminist book club.  I am not a book critic, and I will not be reviewing and telling you to read the new-
est this or that.  And with that disclaimer, I shall proceed with this issue’s “review,” for lack of a better 
word.

I considered saving this character for a later issue, but as the theme of this issue is sex, or sexuality, I 
have decided it is appropriate to review one of the most incredible, inspiring characters—and one of my 
personal favorites—of both the Victorian and our Post-Modern ages.  Her name is Sarah Emily Wood-
ruff, more often (and a bit more vulgarly) known as “the French Lieutenant’s whore”, and she has had 
the privilege to grace the brilliantly Existential novel The French Lieutenant’s Woman by the equally 
brilliant John Fowles.

The French Lieutenant’s Woman was published in the 1970’s but takes place in the 1800’s in Lyme Re-
gis, England, where Fowles lived.  It is a post-modern approach at a Victorian novel, which means, aside 
from the direct challenge of every Victorian literature construct, Feminism has found its way into just 
about every corner of this novel, especially in its main protagonist, Sarah Woodruff.

Concerning the entire novel, feminism rears its not-so-ugly head by questioning constructs such as 
women’s roles as wives at the time, the belief in women’s complete lack of carnal pleasure, and society’s 
wretched opinion of prostitutes and sexual promiscuity.

The main plot involves a love triangle between the spoiled, lazy gentleman Charles Smithson, his inno-
cent, simple fiancée Ernestina Freeman, and the afore-mentioned Sarah Woodruff.

Where Ernestina is everything a typical European woman of the 1800’s “should” be (docile, pretty, 
dumb, simple, obedient, young, rich), Sarah is everything else.  She is raw, strong, unashamed feminism 
staring every timid, mindless housewife in the eye and asking her, “what the hell is the point?”  (Not that 
I have anything against housewives, but this is the 1800s, and I would like to think the word “house-
wife” has evolved in meaning and connotation since then.)

The reason Ms. Woodruff is so appropriate for this issue is not only because she throws feminism into 
the grinds of Victorian society, but also because she challenges, nay rejects, every idea of sexuality they 
held to be true at the time.

I have already mentioned she is often referred to as “the French Lieutenant’s whore,” and whether that 
accusation is true or not, she plays the part perfectly.

What do I mean by that?  I mean she in no way pretends women lack carnal pleasure, and she challenges 
every man, and woman, to reconsider what that intimate sexuality truly represents and signifies.

The bottom line is this:  If you’d like to read a brilliantly written piece of literature about one of the 
sexiest, boldest, most inspiring and intriguing characters in all of literature, read The French Lieutenant’s 
Woman by John Fowles.



7

 
 
 
 look through one window, hear one noise
 of leaf grazing leaf; I could feel smooth, i could feel tense
 i could think about government, i could think about toys
 i could think about shapes, itʼs all nonsense

 today i feel my childhood, i feel the state
 but i see myself, and i think i could relate
 to some fate, to a mate i must bait
 at some rate, but itʼs always too late

 you only feel things after theyʼre done
 we only begin when 100 things become none

 this human life, where we bathe in confusion,
 this thing we escape, and return only when its illusion
 we take supplements to question ʻwhere, why, why, how?
 when all we really want to do is act now.

 By Lauren Mounce
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 “How do people usually react when you tell them you were a sex worker?”

 (Laughs.) “It depends. There are two options. People either really don’t want to talk to me, or they 
really want to know.”

 Audacia Ray, a former participant in various fields of the sex industry and long-time blogger, 
recently published her first book, Naked on the Internet. The book illustrates different ways women 
are using the internet to experiment with their sexualities (by meeting people, blogging, starting sex 
businesses of their own, etc.). In a time when female sexuality is making its way into the mainstream, 
Naked introduces a new kind of independence. 
 
 “One of the interesting reactions to the book is if someone knows I’m a sex worker before they read 
it, they’re surprised at how smart it is, which is really very offensive to me (laughs),” she says. “Some 
people have a hard time fathoming that I used to be a sex worker but also that I’m an intelligent, literate 
person.”

 The idea for Naked, which includes interviews with women who use the internet in their own 
creative ways, came from Ray’s reaction to the black-and-white image of the internet presented by 
popular culture. 
   
       

 

 Naked Ray
  By Gili Malinsky
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 “It came from my personal experiences and my frustration at seeing the way the internet is 
presented: either as, ‘yay, technology is awesome,’ or ‘everybody is doomed.’ I really wanted to 
approach the internet as this world where both good and bad things are happening and do it from an 
insider perspective.”

 Though it was important for Ray to tell other women’s stories, she found her own in many of theirs.
 
 “When I first started telling people that I was writing this book, people assumed that it was a memoir 
about me, and it’s not, but as it turns out… lots of women are telling the same stories that I’ve been 
telling. There are so many women who are having similar experiences and are either writing about them 
or sharing them with each other online that, in a way, even though it’s not my personal story, it is sort of 
autobiographical.”

 “Everyone always asks if I had trouble getting people to interview, if people were suspicious of 
me… No, because I’m one of them. If I’m interviewing someone about her sex life and her life online, 
all she has to do is go to my blog and poke around a little bit to find out all about me.”

 Being a part of the world she was writing about made the process comparatively short; the book took 
an awe-inspiring five and a half months to write.
 
 “One of the things people have been saying is that it’s really thoroughly researched. Which is true; 
however, I was writing about my own community, so it wasn’t like I knew nothing and then went 
out and did all this research. I did interview more than 80 women but a lot of the writing flew pretty 
naturally because it’s part of my world, part of my daily existence.”

 The book includes chapters about the history of women’s use of the internet (“Girls Gone Wired”), 
online dating, sex blogging (“A Day in the Life of My Vagina”), sexual health (“Our Bodies, Our 
Broadband”), etc. and includes a full glossary of internet terminology. Chapter four of the book, “I Am 
Woman, See Me Nude,” covers the growth of female-made independent porn:

 “Porn often goes hand-in-hand (or cock-in-hand, if you prefer) with creepy, sex starved middle-aged 
men, often referred to as ‘raincoaters.’ But in these days of online porn, we may as well declare the 
raincoat brigade dead (long live the raincoat brigade). Since I’m a child of the eighties and didn’t grow 
up walking past peep shows in Times Square, I have only my seventies-film-tinted goggles with which 
to consider these men-porn consumers from the past. I imagine them shortish, fattish, and hunched over 
in their beige trench coats, like disheveled, horny detectives seeking out the coin-operated booths in 
peep shows with neon signage and sticky floors.”
 
 “Where are the women in these tales of jizz and glory? They are contained by video screens, behind 
the glass in live show booths, at home doing whatever dull and drab nonsexual things women do. But 
just as video killed the radio star, internet porn killed the raincoat brigade (p. 133).” 

 “Especially in the past twenty years,” says Ray, “with VCR and home video and the internet [porn 
has] changed a lot… there is now an alternative industry. It used to be… blond girls, beefy dudes... 
Period. But now it has really diversified. I talk in the book about this company called Homegrown 
Video, which is a company based in Canada. Basically people film themselves and sell it to the 
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company, and the company releases DVDs. They’ll have online stuff, and it’s very much… real couples 
next door, like the couples next door you don’t actually want to see naked... And with the advent of the 
internet people start doing that for themselves. 

 “That transition from being a star or a performer who works for a company to running your own 
business is a pretty major one. One of the things about porn and marketing is that performers in the 
mainstream have no control over the way they’re marketed. So you can see your picture on the cover 
with stuff all over it saying that you’re a dirty whore or that you’re a M.I.L.F., when you’re really 20 
years old. On the internet, if you run your own website, you have absolute control over all that. And 
you’ll see that the ways that women market themselves and their businesses tend to be very different 
than the way the mainstream industry would market them. They use very different language.” 
 
 In 2006, Ray wrote, produced, and directed her own adult film called The Bi Apple, an alternative 
movie about a sex researcher who goes to New York to research a group of bisexuals living together in 
what they call the fuckhouse.
 
 “I wouldn’t say that I love porn,” Ray says and laughs when I ask what she loves about porn. “I 
like the ability for women in the business to express themselves and share with other people a positive 
view of sexuality. But there are a lot of things that I really don’t like about porn. Because when you 
really pick it apart and you know everything behind the scenes, it’s much less appealing. There is a joke 
that [there are] two things that if you love them you should never see [them] being made: porn, and 
sausages.”

 As is the case with the internet, Ray wanted to make Naked interactive, even after it was published. 
In the month of June she posted a blog tour, including daily reviews by both women she interviewed and 
others. 
 
 “I first kicked it off by writing to all the women who I interviewed and saying, ‘I want to do this 
blog tour and have a different person write about it on everyday in the month of June.’ The thing about 
books versus the internet is that in books, the author is the authority. On the internet, there are so many 
different voices; I really wanted to capture that in the book and also give the women I interviewed space 
to speak about their experiences, so it’s not like I’m the authority on everybody’s experience. The blog 
tour has really done that. And, on the whole, everybody has been really excited about it –about seeing 
this community that’s sort of invisible to the outside world.”

 Ray’s goal when writing Naked? That “people will open their minds to a more complex view 
of female sexuality and the internet and understand that there are many different things that women 
experience online, and some of them are good and some of them are bad. There is also a testing ground 
right now. All these questions [about what’s good and bad] are not answered or figured out, but women 
are doing that and thinking through these things by experiencing them.”
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 I recently discovered an author and 
book I think you would appreciate. In the 
1970’s the subject of women’s sexuality was 
unheard of and never breached. Even after 
the sexual and women’s revolutions women 
and sexuality were inextricably separated. 
Possibly because women were trying to 
be taken seriously, even the outspoken 
feminists of the time refused to acknowledge 
this part of women’s lives. 

  One woman, though, fearless in her 
conviction that sexuality was a crucial part 
of women’s identities, and one of the first 
to let women take control of it, published 
a book of women’s sexual fantasies. My 
Secret Garden, published in 1973, was 
rejected time after time when author Nancy 
Friday pitched it. When the book was finally 
published and she was accused of not being 
a feminist, My Secret Garden revealed 
that the first things women said after she 
published was, “Thank God you wrote that 
book. I thought I was the only one.”

 

        
       

Friday Fantasies
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     The Fading of a Self 
              By Shan Shan

      She was not surprised at the sight of a swelling blister when she looked up 
into the mirror in the hallway outside of her apartment. The blister stuck its white-
head out, leaving behind trails of sticky oil, like all the other ones did. She thought 
to herself, almost audibly, that some things just never go away.

      The oily swellings visited her face so often that they seemed as if they had 
taken up residence there. Yes, they were simply bumps or red spots; but they 
were on her face. They were the bad first impressions she made; they were 
the repulsions of friendships that never came to be; they were the sources of 
uncountable moments of failure and despair.

      She was concerned when the rash started during her teenage years. She 
applied all sorts of cover-ups to mask her face. Now, she just buried herself in 
obliviousness about her existence. Take her mirrors, for instance. She put away all 
the mirrors in the apartment about half a year ago. Her decision to pack them in a 
box did not come as an impulsive thought. She had determined that her reflection 
was a constant reminder of her unwanted self. Had she not dropped her glasses 
on the floor, she would not have stopped this morning before the hallway mirror.

      The glasses were nondescript. The prescription was far less than what her 
eye exam actually called for. She had bargained with her eye-doctor who agreed 
to prescribe glasses that she would allow her to see clearly only at the distance 
from her chair to her computer. This was all she wanted and all that she felt she 
needed. She worked as an editor. But the glasses served a greater purpose than 
aiding her vision. They were protection. Her limited prescription protected her 
from seeing peripherally the stares and pointing fingers of those who walked by 
her desk. People at the office politely smiled at her, but she was sure they were 
snickering to themselves behind their veneers of politeness. She constantly found 
these types of thoughts crawling into her mind and gnawing away at her. So the 
glasses helped her find a little peace.

      She picked up the glasses from where they had landed on the hallway floor. 
She did not put them on right away because the mirror was just a few steps before 
her, and she didnʼt want to sharpen any further the image that gazed back at her. 
She couldnʼt remember exactly when, but she had started to enjoy her blurred 
image some time ago. All the flaws of imperfection would merely merge and blend 
into a fuzzy wholeness as she walked by.

      Finding and correcting grammatical errors gave her a level of strength. She felt 
empowered as she undid the imperfections that appeared on her computer 
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screen. More and more, she had interred herself 
in her blurred surroundings 

and the focused ritual of perfecting the 
expressions of others. And she began to fade.

      It was not her true wish to erase herself 
from the outer world. For example, she desired 
to be part of the office group. She liked how 
the others socialized, chatting at coffee breaks 
with each other and waving their hands in the 
air when discussions evoked excitement. In 
the beginning, they asked her to join in, but 
she would get startled and withdraw further. 
Eventually, when they looked into her masked 
face and found nothing they stopped asking. 
She knew that they saw nothing because she did 
not shine the way they did. Her protective shells 
reflected lights from the outside and kept her 
own within.

      She liked her shells. They helped her to 
define her hidden world and allowed her to 
see, with lifelike clarity, imagined moments. 
She enjoyed the transitory happiness brought 
by inner paintings of herself wearing bright 
colorful dresses, or smiling at friendly, 
unfamiliar faces on the street, or singing to 
herself during walks along the beach. She 
wrapped all her colorful, vibrant canvases and 
kept them hidden inside her shells.

      The blister she saw in her fuzzy image 
in the hallway mirror seemed to grow with 
intensity. It overcame the fuzziness and shone 
right into her eyes. Her stomach seemed to turn 
upside down as she sensed the penetration of 
her shells that was occurring. She dropped her 
head and hurried off without putting on her 
glasses and without looking back again. Inside 
the mirror, a young girl faded away, receding to 
a point on the horizon of imagination. A young 
woman vanished, leaving behind a small, yet 
visible trace on the mirror.

             



14

    

   Venezualan Orgy of Love
                

 For a long time, women weren’t allowed to be sexual, while men were given points for having scads 
of sex. Automatically, women were deemed Sluts, as if choosing to do what they wanted with their 
bodies was wrong (or as if anyone else had the right to make that judgment). And as much as I would 
love to believe slut has ceased to be used, I know this to be untrue. People still use it and other hurtful 
names to make women believe there is something wrong with enjoying their bodies. 

Well, we believe people have the right to act according to their will, without being criticized. 

Also people have the right to have orgasms. Like so many orgasms.

 Incidentally I found, in a lovely psychology book, an indigenous Venezualan tribe where people 
exhibit the exact opposite behavior. The Bari tribe believes that a baby can have multiple fathers; Bari 
women are encouraged to have many lovers to ensure that their baby is well cared for and supported. 

 Haiku, Corinne jones

 Sleeping naked is
 probably the comfiest
 way for me to dream

              



When 
One Tugs 
A Single 
Thing In           
Nature,    
He 
Finds It         
Attatched 
To The 
Rest 
Of The 
World.
   John Muir

Photos:
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Models:
Erin Salada
Lauren Mounce
Esther Kovacs

Hair & Make-Up:
Molly Camarco

Setting:
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I 
didn’t 
know how it was 
supposed to feel, being 
Beautiful. 
   I was taught everyone was their 
own
Beautiful. 

           So I Went On A Search.

I tried to piece together the bits of 
life where I saw myself – 
      Smackers in different flavors, 
walking the dog alone,                   
 two seesaws at my                     
                  old school 
– but nothing fit. 
           I tried new approaches. 
        Some makeup, perhaps.      
     Light blue eyeshadow 
Seemed 
     like a good idea.                    
                      
                  But it wasn’t me.



What I didn’t know and couldn’t 
realize was that beauty was 
natural, that it was always there, 
and shined the most when I felt 
my best. It was running the mile 
in under eight minutes, not the 
powder that creased in my eye-
lids as I perspired. It was feeling 
my bare feet begin to burn on 
the hot pavement, not the plat-
formed shoes that hid my height. 
Beauty wasn’t inside out or out-
side in, it simply 
Was
Pushing limits, heightened aware-
ness, facing of the unknown. The 
organic feel of dirty hands and 
wrinkled clothes, the shimmer 
of my sweaty thigh on a plastic 
chair, awakening from a deep 
sleep in a warm bed.
Only trying to be beautiful was
Unnatural. 



“It just doesn’t feel right,” she said.
“What do you mean?” We didn’t usually have these conversa-
tions, the kind about imbalance in our inner selves. Usually it 
was assumed we would solve it alone, individually, and then 
come together in total neutrality. It wasn’t that we couldn’t talk 
or felt strange about saying beyond what seemed. In fact, if 
there was any topic that was so bizarre, so childlike in that in-
genious manner, I could tell her and she would take it the same 
way I asked about dinner. 
“My skin just doesn’t feel right. Like it needs to be worked 
out.”
“Try some lotion? Go for a run? Shed?”
“Ha.” She didn’t much feel like talking.
I knew how she felt. Those days when you just didn’t feel natu-
ral in your own skin.
We all have them.
It’s not an ugly day. It’s not a sick day. It’s the displaced feeling 
of waking up too late, when the sun has already begun to make 
its way back down and the afternoon shadows clue you in. 
“Well, what do you want to do?” I asked, thumbing the smooth 
spiral curve at the bottom of the wooden banister. She looked 
through the doorway to the small space outside. It was sunny 
out, but the air was cool and we were lazy. We both signed. I, in 
my oversized hoodie, was ready to do nothing. But she wasn’t 
comfortable. 
A breeze swept in through the open door; there were no open 
windows downstairs. That’s why it was always so stuffy. I 
mounted one leg on the bottom step impatiently, but didn’t say 
anything. I followed her gaze out to the Jacuzzi.
“You want to go in?”
“Naw. It’s not even filled. And it’s disgusting. We’d have to 
clean it out.”
I shrugged, “We could.” She stood there for a moment thinking, 
then turned around with purpose. I thought I had just committed 
to clean the disgusting Jacuzzi and I began to regret my sugges-
tion. 
“Let’s go surf,” she said.
“What?” This caught me off guard. “But I thought you said it 
was small today.”
“It is, but I just need to get in the water.” 
“Okay, but I didn’t bring a suit. How cold is the water?”
“You can borrow a suit and a wetsuit.” For a minute we stood 
there. She knew I didn’t want to go; I never wanted to go any-
more. But she loved it. At that moment I could feel the warmth 
of my hoodie, the way it enveloped me and made me feel small. 
A bathing suit was the last thing I wanted to put on that day. 
But she needed it.
I sighed with resignation, but managed a smile.
“Okay.”
And so we went into the water and 
she slipped 
back into her own skin. 



Bride-burning is a form of domestic violence in 
which a man douses his wife with flammable liquid 
and sets her alight. It is often disguised as a kitchen 
accident or suicide. 
             It is still practiced in the middle-east.  

Twenty 
                              Million 
 Women 
    and
                    Children 
            have 
    been    
         Trafficked 
                     into 
 the 
                Global 
                              Sex 
     Trade. 

    
     Be       
          The
Change...



the key for women

      my child asked once where the phrase “second nature” comes from. also, what is one’s “first nature”? 
             posted by Kim on February 08, 2004



is not to set any limits
-Martina Navratilova



 I really enjoyed doing this   
                         photo shoot. 

    So often, an atmosphere of       com-
petition exists among women but 
instead I was fortunate to be a part of 
an activity revolving around
                  collaboration. 

It’s so interesting how once you                   
           open yourself up to the                  
                                  possibility, 
         sisterhood 
 becomes such a naturally 
     attainable bond that can exist  
 in even the 
      briefest moments 
yet have a
          profound impact on your 
 
  direct reality.
    
   Esther Kovacs
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    Domestic Violence in the Name of “Honor”
             By Emily Calvin

 A video from the Assyrian International News Agency shows the air reverberating with shouts of 
angry men.  Stones fly through the air like missiles aiming for one lone, frail body, which is lying fetal in 
the desert sand.  She is bleeding and crying, but the men do not stop.  Only when her heart has stopped 
beating and her breath has ceased do they lay down their stones and walk away.
 
 A Boston woman grows up in an abusive household, runs away and spends years moving from foster 
home to foster home.  When she finally escapes to the streets, she resorts to selling drugs and offering 
herself for money and a place to sleep.  An abusive boyfriend finally drives her to seek refuge in a do-
mestic violence shelter, where she begins to regain control of her life.  Because she has survived what so 
many women do not, she then becomes an advocate for other victims of domestic violence.
 
 Women in the Middle East are abused and murdered in the name of “honor killings,” and although 
the U.S. does not call it “honor,” women are just as brutally abused and are sometimes murdered, here.  
No matter what country, religion and tradition, women worldwide continuously fall victim to malicious 
acts of violence by men who feel the need to exert their power and control over someone.  
 
 Du’a Khalil Aswad, a 17-year-old Kurdish girl, was stoned to death in April 2007 for loving a teen-
age boy of a different religion, according to many news reports.  She was a member of the Yezidi reli-
gious group, and the boy was a Sunni Muslim.  Therefore, her cousins and many other men in her family 
dragged her outside and stoned her to death in the name of “honor.”  

 “Honor killings” occur when young women dishonor their marriage, religion or tradition by engag-
ing in relationships outside marriage or with men of other religions.  Such actions are believed to bring 
shame upon the family, who then have the right to stone or otherwise brutally murder the young woman.  
Murders in the name of “honor” such as that of young Khalil are not rare or isolated but rather are a 
widespread trend throughout the world, including many places in the Middle East, Bangladesh, Great 
Britain, Brazil, Ecuador, Egypt, India, Italy, Morocco, Sweden and Uganda. 

 Although brutally stoning a woman for “disgracing” the family’s honor may seem too extreme to be 
realized in the US, domestic violence against women is extremely common and committed for reasons 
that can also be traced back to “honor” and control.

 “[Abusers are] men who are looking for control in their relationship and cannot get it otherwise in 
their mind,” said Megan Stover, a 21-year-old Boston University student and volunteer for the Boston 
Area Rape Crisis Center (BARCC).

 Because of this control factor, immigrants in the U.S. are at a large risk of becoming domestic 
violence victims because their situation provides a “potential area around which to control them,” said 
Richard Amory of the Family Justice Center (FJC) in Boston.

 According to Amory, it is easier for the abuser to control an immigrant’s perception through misin-
formation and manipulation, especially if she is confused about her standing as a citizen and her rights in 
America.
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 Antoinette Lasseur was a victim of domestic abuse and sexual exploitation, and she now works as an 
advocate at the FJC.  Because of the death of her father in 1987 and her mother’s strong absence from 
the household as a result of her exhausting work schedule, Lasseur lived alone with her three brothers 
and sisters, who enjoyed picking on her incessantly for being the youngest.  In 9th grade, Lasseur turned 
to selling drugs to ease the struggles at home by earning her own money.  After years of conflict at 
home, Lasseur finally decided she was not getting what she needed, and it was time for a change.

 “I just needed some attention,” said Lasseur.  “I wasn’t getting it at home, so I turned to the streets.”
One day, she went to school and never returned home.  Instead, she lived on the streets where she sold 
drugs, and sometimes her body, for money and a place to sleep.

“That’s what I did because I had to survive,” 
said Lasseur.  “I had to sleep with people to 
have a place to live.  Sometimes it was force-
ful, but I was not going home.”

 Her mother put out a Child in Need of 
Services (CHINS) out on her, and the police 
eventually discovered her.  Moving from fos-
ter home to foster home about every month, 
Lasseur tried to escape so many times she 
earned herself the nickname “the runner.”  

 After a drastic conflict when a few room-
mates in one foster home stole her new shoes 
and Lasseur slept with a knife under her pil-
low, Lasseur ended up in a hospital for evalu-
ation.

 “They stole the only thing I could get for 

myself,” fumed Lasseur, “and I had a lot of fucking rage in me.  If somebody had come home, I prob-
ably would have been in jail for murder, but God was lookin’ out for me.  (lauging)  Now I can laugh 
because I came over that hump.”

 She endured an unsuccessful interview with an unforgiving doctor, and he transported her, re-
strained, to Pembroke.

 “I was really going crazy for a minute,” laughed Lasseur.  “I lost it.”

 Lasseur celebrated her 16th birthday in Pembrook while suffering through a month and a half of 
medication, evaluation and the inability to escape.

 By the age of 18, Lasseur met a guy that was “up to [her] speed.”  He had the flashy cars, he bought 
her the clothes allowed her to have her hair done all the time.

 “I was happy,” smirked Lasseur.  “I felt like he was really down for me.”
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“He became verbally abusive and very jealous,” said Lasseur.  “He became very controlling, and I be-
came intimidated by him.  He molded me.”

 Surrounded by women in abusive relationships, Lasseur knew what was happening was not right.

 “I was not trying to become adapted to him putting his hand on me,” said Lasseur.  “I thought he 
loved me, but he just wanted money.  It got the point where he was forcing himself on me if I didn’t 
want to have sex.”
 
 After a heated argument turned too physical for Lasseur, she called a friend and escaped to Phoenix 
House, the shelter for which she now works.  In the beginning, she lived in fear of her abusive boyfriend 
tracking her down and attempting to use his power and control to take her back.

 “He knew what I had been through,” said Lasseur, “and he knew I didn’t have nobody.”

 Finally in a place where she could try to get her life back together, Lasseur enjoyed the kindness of 
the staff and eventually started GED class.

 “I was working and going to school,” smiled Lasseur.  “I was happy.  I was doin’ me.”

 Her roommate at the Phoenix House tried to leave to live with a guy, and after Lasseur successfully 
talked her out of it, she realized her passion.

 “It felt so good,” said Lasseur.  “I had the opportunity to enlighten someone on reality.  She trusted 
me, and I saved her life there.”

 A staff member and her current boss saw her talent and offered her a job.  A little over a year later, 
Lasseur is working at the Family Justice Center for Kim’s Project, which works to give “women an op-
portunity to turn their lives around on their own with support” and living in a one bedroom apartment 
with a beautiful view of the city.

 “I feel like God put me here to try to do my best to save women from, you know, all the shit that I’ve 
gone through,” said Lasseur.

 Every day, Lasseur deals with women of all demographics, ages and races who have been victims of 
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domestic violence that stems from the same desire:  to control.

 “It’s a psychological game that [men] play to manipulate women who don’t have no support,” said 
Lasseur.  “Dirty mother fuckers.”

 And this psychological game is not restricted to any region of the country or globe.

 “The mechanisms of control vary depending on the situation,” said Amory, “but the overall dynam-
ics [of control and power] remain consistent.”

 People around the world are beginning to see the connection among occurrences of domestic vio-
lence against women across the world.  Organizations such as The Sudan Reach-Women’s Foundation, 
Empower Dalit Women of Nepal and Esteem Regime are reaching across the globe to work with other 

nations in preventing domestic violence worldwide.  Violence against women is not just a regional 
occurrence, and people are recognizing the need to work with other countries to prevent this on a   
broader scale.

 FJC deals with immigrants as well as local women of Boston who have been victims of domestic 
violence.  It is also working towards cooperation between the domestic violence and child advocacy 
departments.

 “The Family Justice Center is about cross-fertilization,” said Amory, “and part of the dance is to get 
everyone to harmonize.”

 Kim’s Project provides a safe place for battered women to go for positive support and resources.
 
 “It varies from case to case,” said Lasseur, “but the main goal is to get them into their own place and 
allow them to be the women they know they can be.  Basically, if you wanna get yourself together, we’re 
here.”

 Women all over the world are victims of men exerting power and control over them.  Du’a Khalil 
grew up in a strict religious community in an area where girls are often murdered by their family and 
close friends for religious, political and social reasons, with an emphasis on maintaining tradition.

 Lasseur grew up in foster homes and on the street in a sexually exploitative environment that made 
her susceptible to men with a desire to control.  Because domestic violence across the globe centers on 
control issues, these advocacy groups can unite under a common goal:  empowering women.

 “It’s about empowering women and helping them control and change their situation,” said Amory.
By committing such acts of violence under the name of “honor,” the killings are made to seem much 
more dramatic. 

 The news speaks of them as something that would never occur in the U.S., but if we took a look in 
our own homes, we would see violence—sometimes even murder—being committed against women on 
a daily basis.  Just because we hide them in the privacy of our own homes and do not call them “honor 
killings” does not mean that women in the U.S. suffer from any less violence than those of other coun-
tries.  



 
Product Review:  
Forest Nymphs

Looking for a cruelty-free, guilt-
free way to indulge/pleasure/
treat yourself??  We’ve found the 
perfect solution:  Forest Nymphs 
products.

Whether you’re looking for toys 
for yourself or for you and your 
partner, you can find everything 
from vibrators to incense to 
lotions from Forest Nymphs.

One look at their website will 
find you a myriad of sweet-
smelling shower gels, silky 
lotions, warming gels, mood-
setting soy candles, relaxing 
incense, and basic-to-kinky 
sex toys, all cruelty-free and 
incredible!

The Forest Nymphs vibrator 
is a cone shaped silver device, 
the length of a palm (my palm 
anyway) and the width of two 
fingers. An attached remote 
controls the speed of the 
vibrator with a wheel. Simple 
and straight forward, this babe 
is great for first time users and 
pros.

Next time you’re looking for a 
guilt-free night of pampering 
and intimacy, alone or with 
company, consider checking 
out forestnymphs.com for some 
amazing pampering products.

You Say Female Orgasm, We Say Hallelujah
By Gili Malinsky

 Dorian Solot and Marshall Miller have been teaching sex 
education for the past 10 years. The couple, also partners out-
side of work, travels the country giving lectures about safe sex, 
sexual orientation and the female orgasm. The latter, their most 
popular lecture called “I Love Female Orgasm,” has been so 
successful that the two recently published a book by the same 
name about the topic. Solot and Miller sat down to answer 
some of our questions about I Love Female Orgasm: An Ex-
traordinary Orgasm Guide.

Where did the idea to write this book come from?

We’d been speaking about female orgasm at colleges for years, 
but there was so much amazing information that we couldn’t fit 
into a 90 minute talk. Our goal was to fit everything under the 
sun that related to female orgasm into 1 book, for both women 
and men, and to have it be really fun. It’s a fun subject!

How long did you work on it?

We wrote most of I Love Female Orgasm: An Extraordinary 
Orgasm Guide in one summer –– we knew that was our only 
option since we’d been accumulating the information and re-
search for the book over the years but were at different schools 
nearly every night of the week during the college semester and 
wouldn’t have time to write. 

How did you choose what to write about?

Our highest priority was to make sure we covered the topics 
that people ask us about a lot: the G-spot and female ejacula-
tion, orgasms during intercourse, sex toys, tips about orgasms 
with a partner and advice on learning how to have an orgasm. 
We wanted to make sure every chapter had tips specifically for 
women, as well as suggestions for partners (male or female). 
Plus, we know everyone loves hearing stories and reading 
statistics about other people’s experiences -- as a reader it gives 
you a sense of how you fit in with everyone else. So we con-
ducted a survey of almost 2,000 people and sprinkled those 
stories and statistics throughout the book.

Is there a specific chapter that you like?

Can we say we love them all? It’s true! 
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DIY

This might not be what you’d 
expect from a DIY column 
considering it doesn’t include 
arts and crafts or creating 
something out of nothing 
(or maybe it does), and I’d 
hardly consider it a project.  
Let’s face it, though, every 
woman should know how to 
give herself an orgasm, and 
not every woman does.

Unfortunately, I can’t give 
you a formula or tell you 
to do one thing or another 
for a guaranteed orgasm.  
Every woman is different, 
and so is every vagina.  
Some women prefer outside 
stimulation, while others 
prefer penetration.  Not 
every orgasm is identical, 
and they’re definitely not 
formulaic (thank God!).

All I can do is urge you to 
make it a point to find your 
own way to DIY.  Light 
candles, burn incense (Forest 
Nymphs has great products), 
put on your favorite mood 
music (may I suggest Icicle 
by Tori Amos?), and/or get 
into your favorite sexual 
fantasy.  If the touch of your 
own hand doesn’t work, try a 
vibrator.  Mix it up.  The only 
way to find out what works 
is to experiment.  Don’t be 
afraid.  No one’s there to 
judge you.  Be as kinky (or 
as simple) as you’d like.  Just 
find what you like, and do it 
for yourself!

Can you tell us about the cover?

The cover has a huge photo of one of our “I Love Female Orgasm” 
buttons on it. We figured the buttons and t-shirts we sell are so 
popular that we should let the slogan speak for itself. There are 
tens of thousands of people all around the country now who own 
those buttons, so in some ways the button symbolizes the growing 
movement of female orgasm fans! (If you don’t already have one, 
they’re for sale at www.ilovefemaleorgasm.com.)

The back cover also says that we’re donating 10 per cent of author 
royalties to Breast Cancer Action, which is this amazing, feminist 
breast cancer organization. Dorian is a breast cancer survivor, who 
noticed a lump in her breast when she was 26. That experience 
made us even more passionate about helping women become more 
comfortable with their bodies –– in some cases, it can save their 
lives.

How did you come to Marlowe and Company?

We worked with the same editor and publisher, Matthew Lore, as 
we did for our last book. He’s an amazing, incredibly smart per-
son – exactly what any author is looking for in an editor, and he 
publishes great books! 

In your lectures, you discuss these very subjects; how will 
publishing this book achieve different result than you get from 
doing your lectures? 

There’s way more information in our book than we can fit into a 
lecture, and a book can reach a lot more people –– we would be 
completely exhausted if we tried to give a lecture in every town 
and city in the country! Also, because of all the wonderful stories 
people shared in our survey, the book can include other people’s 
perspectives and insights, not just our own.

What do you hope people will get out of it?

Of course, we hope people will have fantastic orgasms and enjoy 
helping their partner reach the big O! If they get some new ideas 
for sex positions to try or games to play, that’s great. But most 
importantly, we hope people feel more comfortable with their 
own bodies and their sexuality, regardless of orgasm. There are so 
many wonderful things to explore –– in the end, it’s really about 
the pleasure of the journey, whether you reach O-land or not.
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What kind of feedback have you gotten about it?

The feedback has been so positive, it makes us blush. 
One woman blogged that she liked to carry the book 
around with her so people could see it because it started 
great conversations. Also, people who work in book 
stores and sex toy stores often say to us, “We get a lot 
of sex books here, so at first I was like, ‘Oh, another 
orgasm book.’ But then I started looking through it, and 
I was like, ‘Whoa, there’s great stuff in here! I wanna 
take this one home so I can try some of this with my 
girlfriend/boyfriend!’” That was so touching to hear, 
especially from people who read sex books all day!

How can people breach these subjects with their 
friends? 

It’s interesting how some groups of friends talk about 
sex nonstop, while others view it as sort of a taboo topic 
that no one brings up or that people just dance around. 
But remember, sometimes you can get some amazing 
conversations started if you’re bold enough to ask your 
friends a question. You can even use our book as an ex-
cuse: “I was reading this great book last night, and there 
was this really interesting thing in it…” This way you 
can get their responses to something or ask if they’ve 
experienced it.

Where can people find more information about fe-
male sexuality/about you?

One of our favorite websites about female sexuality is 
the online community http://community.livejournal.com/
vaginapagina/. It’s a huge, active community, where 
people ask each other questions about all things vagina 
related, and the best part is that you get to hear real 
people’s experiences and wisdom.

People can find more about us, our lectures, books, 
t-shirts and buttons at www.ilovefemaleorgasm.com. 
In fact, we’re offering a special discount for readers of 
Hoochie Woman. If you go to www.ilovefemaleorgasm 
and buy I Love Female Orgasm, enter the coupon code 
HOOCHIE3, and you’ll get an autographed copy for 33 
per cent off the cover price.
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 This summer our friend Jillian went to Vietnam for six weeks. Her emails 
were so charming and beautifully written that we had to print one.

Donʼt you think your sister is hot like me

Hello friends,

  I apologize for my sporadic e-mail correspondence. I worry-- on the
verge of obsession-- if I am being to syntactically formal or informal,
and now after having written that, I worry-- on the verge of
obsession-- if I am too honest about neuroses. I am entirely unversed
in the world of electronic communication, but the $1.99/ minute rates
and the ambitious assurances I made to many of you that I would keep in
touch will keep me writing these silly messages, even if the connection
in Quang Ngai is quite slow and the blotches all over my screen make it
difficult for me to continually monitor my spelling, which I usually do
habitually. I am afraid now, for instance, that I have misspelled
“sporadic,” but I have forsaken my normal dictionary.com spell-check
because I am afraid I would never make it back to yahoo. Oh well.

  It is just past 9PM here, and I feel that even in one day, I have
accumulated a lot to relate. Before Haley and I came to the internet
cafe, we spent nearly two hours in the coffee cafe nextdoor to our
house. The Vietnamese atmosphere unfortunately compels me to chainsmoke
and drink vast amounts of coffee, mostly because cigarettes are cheap
and coffee is the only thing I know how to order. I should preface this
story by telling you all that there is no anonymity here. We ride our
bikes to the supermarket and everyone sitting outside their houses
yells “Hello!” When we get to the supermarket, children either follow
us or run crying and flailing away from us. At first it was endearing,
but now it seems a bit mocking. We have been filmed for Vietnamese
television twice, and we are going to Da Nang this weekend for some
sort of holiday festival where we have been honorably invited to be
pushed in carts down the street for a parade. Making friends with
Westerners is
 considered a great honor, so whenever we go out for coffee with one
or two Vietnamese friends, they invite their friends and it becomes an
instant language-barriered fiesta.

  I do not really mean to sound so cynical or resentful, really. The
Vietnamese people are very kind. It just gets a little tiring.

  Anyways, at the cafe tonight, Haley and I were sitting talking about
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the English classes we teach and strategizing about how to improve the
proficiency of our translators, and all of a sudden, five Vietnamese
people were sitting with us. They spoke no English, and we speak very
little Vietnamese. We sort of just continued our conversation until the
women started shelling roasted watermelon seeds for us and compelling
us to eat them. We then entered into a fifteen minute conversational
hiatus when no one spoke, in Vietnamese or English, and everyone just
sort of nodded and laughed at one another. Eventually, they started
speaking to each other in Vietnamese and we resumed in English until we
made some gesture about rain and departure and biked away.

  Life here is very strange. We go to cafes called “Ocean Blue” and
“Oasis,” words that most of this non-English speaking, non-touristy
town does not understand, and listen to strange renditions of Western
songs, one chorus of which was chosen as the title to this e-mail.

  Yesterday, I woke up with a black tongue. After Mr. Manh, our
four-foot-ten 65-year-old security guard, visibly recoiled with shock,
I walked across the street to the hospital. Doctors here are a little
hit-or-miss. I have garnered this from our translator Mr. Tuanʼs
assertion that he can never ever never again drink cold beer or water
or expose himself to air-conditioning because he came down with a sore
throat two months ago. His doctor gave him these instructions. Anyways,
the nurse laughed at me, and the doctor told me my black tongue, which
I had already pictured spreading to my lips and then my face and then
my neck, eventually consuming me in a big, black, filmy death, was
caused by a chemical reaction to the yellow water that I shower in
three times daily. He told me I should gurgle salt water. I went home,
brushed off my tongue, and called my mother. After some internet
research, she called me back and told me that my black tongue was
caused by Pepto Bismol. Well
 shit.

  Okay thatʼs it. Bye.

  Jillian, Jilly, Jilli, whatever. I surrender my identity to you.

By Jillian Primiano
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No squall, our andantino
by Anna Harris

It slows us down,
the sleet

and

ruinous snores propel us unprepared to
inauthentic sleep.

Our mothers gone from us,
iʼll swill
two ships on fire no lamp at sea,

my breast against (again)
your back;
your gaping lack of sympathy.



He bites her neck, and she sighs because someone wants her, or her body, but, does it 
even matter? she wonders.  She can’t be too loud because her roommates might hear 
her.  None of them are even around, but they might come home while she’s, you know, 
in the middle of it.  It.  It?  She doesn’t even know what it is.  It is whatever everyone 
says it is.  That’s all that matters, right?  Wait, no, that “right” is supposed to be in a 
sentence alone.  That’s all that matters.  Right?  That implies a sense of security in 
the first statement that doesn’t belong there, though.  The whole thing should have a 
question mark attached to it, not just the “right.”  But grammar never aided passion.  
Ani DiFranco’s playing.  He doesn’t even like Ani DiFranco.  Most men back away 
in fear of women like Ani DiFranco.  Oh well, it’s not like she can push him off and 
go change the music now.  She’s committed.  To what?  To this, so she might as well 
be in it.  What’s he doing now?  Taking off his shirt, so does he expect her to take hers 
off?  Probably.  He pauses at her small breasts, on his way down her tall, slender body.  
Well, maybe it’s not so slender.  Everyone else seems to think so, but she can’t agree.  I 
mean, look at those hips.  Just one touch, and she can feel the fat on those love handles.  
But she loves her small breasts, the breasts she used to jokingly call anthills in middle 
school, hoping they’d grow even though she knew they never would.  When she puts on 
a tight tank top and stands in front of the mirror, when she steals away from everyone 
she knows and hides in her room, she feels more like a teenage boy than a girl, a feeling 
she guiltily enjoys.  Just the other day she was telling her friend how she might be a 
lesbian, but now she’s in bed with this boy.  This boy.  This boy.  This boy.  If it were 
a girl, would it make a difference?  She wouldn’t be able to do what she’s planning 
on doing tonight, but maybe that’s better.  His hands.  They slide lower, lower, lower.  
They find wetness, and she tries to identify with what she feels.  She moans because 
that’s what she’s supposed to do, right?  Why did she put her iTunes on shuffle.  This 
could be embarrassing.  The Spice Girls could come on.  Aren’t they back together?  
Her friend was trying to get her to see their comeback concert.  At least she had enough 
sense to refuse then.  What about now?  It’s different.  She moans and something moves 
near her thigh.  Is that what she’s planning on allowing inside?  It felt so…weak.  Shit.  
Why didn’t her best friend talk her out of this when she called her yesterday?  “It’s your 
choice, ultimately,” she said.  That’s the problem.  That’s always been the problem.  
She doesn’t want to make the decision.  Her best friend was molested when she was 
little, and now she fucks every guy she can.  What’s the difference between that, being 
molested, and this, having sex?  Consent.  Somewhere in her, she decided to give 
consent, and now he’s devouring her as if she is his last meal on earth, and who’s to say 
she isn’t?  She’s the bread and the wine.  She’s the vinegar and the sponge.  She’s the 
wood and the…but that’s enough of that.  She made this decision days, months, years, 
lifetimes ago.  There’s nothing she can do about it now.  Her hands move to mirror his; 
she forgot to hang her favorite blue skirt up this morning, she remembers.  As soon 
as this is over, she’ll walk over there and hang it up.  Her closet door is open.  That’s 
what’s been bothering her.  Her skirt lies crumpled on the floor, and her closet door 



hangs open.  She will clean her room as soon as this is over.  If she’s lucky, he’ll go 
outside and smoke a cigarette.  A Marlboro, just like her father used to smoke when she 
was 8 years old.  Even then, she knew there was something wrong with his smoking.  She 
used to kick and scream in her room, refusing to talk to anyone when he went outside to 
smoke.  She would sneak in his closet and smell his shirts to see if he’d been smoking 
that day.  Of course, he always had been.  Eventually he replaced cigarettes with chewing 
tobacco.  No smoke to make his shirts smell, but that circle the outline of the can made 
in his back pocket.  That was the culprit.  She always knew what to look for.  She found 
it in his glove compartment when they were on the way to the mall one day; she dumped 
it out the window; his face twisted with anger, and he turned around in the Citgo station.  
She tries to remember when she stopped crying that night.  Did he stop chewing after 
that?  Probably not.  He stopped eventually though, and nothing happened.  No cancer.  
No nothing.  Not that she wanted anything to happen to him.  It’s just funny how some 
people can never smoke a cigarette in their life and die of lung cancer, while other chain 
smokers can live until they’re 90 years old and sound like a dying frog.  Life is just.  She 
bought detergent today and took the nice sheets off her bed.  Such calculation for such an 
irrational decision.  She could be sitting in her bed by herself on her good sheets reading 
Sylvia Plath, but one can’t live by reading Plath all day.  That would be too easy.  Life 
would make a lot more sense if she were a literary character of someone’s imagination.  
She wouldn’t be making her own decisions then; a narrator would be; an author would 
be; anyone but her would be.  If someone else were writing her story, would she be lying 
in bed naked right now?  But someone else is writing her story, and she is lying in bed 
naked right now.  If someone else were writing her story, would she stop him before he 
entered, finally taking power of her situation and life, refusing to allow anyone else to 
tell her who she is or should be; or would she lie docile and let him do what he came here 
to do, freeing herself from all the limitations of conviction and morality she placed on 
herself at age 5, allowing herself to live without fear of anyone or anything?  
But someone else is writing her story, and I know just as much about what choice she’ll 
make as you do.

- Emily Calvin
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Events:

September 27th
Sex on the Beach
Marsh Plaza

September 28th
MIKHAELA REID
Attack of the 50-Foot Mikhaela
At  7 Temple Street, Cambridge
@ 7:00 PM

October 1st
KATHA POLLITT
Learning to Drive and Other Life Stories
At Harvard Book Store, 1256 Massachusetts
Avenue, Cambridge @ 7:00 PM

October 2nd
FEMINISM & DESSERT 
(Center for New Words)
What You Can Actually Do 
About Domestic Violence
At  7 Temple Street, Cambridge
@ 7:00 PM

October 3rd
Hoochie meeting!
Come plan out the next
issue of Hoochie Woman 
10 Foster Street, Apt. 3
Brookline @ 8:30

October 4th
ANA CASTILLO
The Guardians
Location TBA
@ 7:00 PM

October 11th
Every Person Counts
Men Can Stop Rape
6-8pm

October 13th
The Wet Spots + The Boston Babydolls
TBA

October 13th
Every Person Counts
Cancer Awareness Fair
12-2:30, GSU Courtyard

October 16th
Rosie’s Place/Volunteering (6 people)
4:00-7:30 pm

October 18th
Love Your Body Day!

October 27th
Dove Leadership Conference
Every Person Counts will be hosting a week’s 
worth of events to go along with 
the conference Dove will be 
holding at BU on the 27th.

November 15th
Trans 101
6:30-9:30 pm SAR 101

November 17th
Greater Boston Area Food Bank
Morning Shift 8:45-12:15 pm

November 20th
Deadline for Soul Making Competition
http://www.soulmakingcontest.us

Cool Things
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Literature:

Naked on the Internet, Audacia Ray
Full Frontal Feminism, Jessica Valenti
Whipping Girl, Julia Serano
Bitch (magazine)
Venus Zine (magazine)

Music:

Mieka Pauley  - Elijah Drop Your Gun
Jess Klein  
Lori McKenna - Unglamorous
KT Tunstall – Drastic Fantastic
Tori Amos – American Doll Posse 
Feist – The Reminder
Ani DiFranco – Canon 
Tegan and Sara – The Con
CocoRosie – The Adventures of Ghosthorse
and Stillborn

Sites:

nationalbanana.com
(check out Webcam Pundits)
feministing.com
Pandagon.blogsome.com
centerfornewwords.org
Mygspot.typepad.com
Objectifythis.com
Thepeeq.com

Ok so this has nothing to do with femi-
nism,
but check it out, if only for the following
reason:

“I can’t speak for Mike, but I love wom-
en.”

 - Clark
clarkandmichael.com

More Cool Things
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