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Dearest readers,

 Here we are at issue two of Hoochie Woman, Feminist Magazine. The theme of this here is-
sue is History, as ours is a rich, controversy ridden one with perspectives from countries all over the 
world and varying experiences in every city of the US. Also, after a bang of a theme for issue one 
(sexuality), we thought maybe we would go a bit less… Wowie?

 A lot of people have asked us why feminism is relevant today. The answer can be found in 
every touched-up ad in Cosmo, in statistics comparing men and women’s unequal wages and in the 
backward movement of reproductive rights (among others). You’ll also find the answer in the es-
says, stories and art in our second issue. All these tell of struggles yet to be won and of the effort to 
express unabashedly, with fierce conviction and confidence. 

 Of course, a lot has improved since the first and second wave of the feminist movement (as 
they are called), and strong, visionary, creative women continue to change the world today. Luck-
ily, we don’t have to look far to see some incredible young ladies. Women at BU are making films, 
taking photos, writing stories, acting in plays, kicking serious butt on sports fields, courts and arenas 
and making their voices heard on every possible issue. 

 But the struggle for human rights, in which women’s rights are deeply and inextricably 
imbued, is far from over. In this issue you’ll find a brief history of feminism in the US, essays about 
women in Japan and Iran, blurbs about women in sports, incredible poetry and art and more. We’ve 
assembled a collection of work we think you’ll enjoy and, hopefully, be inspired by.

 As always, we can be contacted, made friends with, sworn at and figuratively high-fived at 
hoochiewomanbu@gmail.com.

 Thanks so much to everyone who contributed to issue two! We look forward to hearing what 
you all think, and what you all want to see happen in Hoochie in the future. Issue three will be about 
body image, so get those brain wheels spinning.

         Peace + Love,
                                               Hoochies
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Here are a few important facts about the history of feminism:

In first-wave feminism, women including Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony fought for women’s 
suffrage.  The first wave also included many conservative Christian groups including the Woman’s Christian 
Temperance Union.  One of the main spokeswomen for that union was Frances Willard.  Another prominent fig-
ure of the first wave was Matilda Joslyn Gage, who worked for the National woman Suffrage Association.  The 
Nineteenth Amendment to the US Constitution, giving women the right to vote, was passed in 1920.

Most feminists consider second-wave feminism to have its 
origins in the 1960s, and its main goals were independence and 
greater political action.  Consciousness-raising groups became a 
major form of activism, and women everywhere were engaging 
in discussions about political issues in an effective effort to raise 
awareness.  One of the main issues of second-wave feminism 
included economic equality, and lesbians also emerged at this 
time as a strong voice in the fight for equality.  As a result of the 
prominent lesbian voice, a split developed between straight and 
gay women within the movement, with many straight women 
hesitating to associate themselves with the stereotype that even-
tually developed of “hairy, angry, man-hating feminists.”
Many different groups of feminist thought developed at this time, 
including radical, liberal, and socialist feminism.  Radical femi-
nists believe that the patriarchy is responsible for the subordinate 
role of women and the way to fight male supremacy is to oppose 
society’s strict gender roles.  Liberal feminists believe that politi-
cal action and legal reform are the ways to fight women’s oppres-
sion.  Socialist feminists fight within the sphere of economics and 
culture.  They mostly side with the radical feminist theory of the 
patriarchy and gender roles as the reason for women’s oppres-
sion, but on top of that, they believe capitalism is also largely 
responsible.
Betty Friedan is very influential second-wave feminist who wrote 
The Feminine Mystique about the phenomenon of housewives 
and their loss of a voice.  On January 22, 1973, the Supreme 
Court decision of Roe v. Wade legalized abortion in the US and 
granted women the right to make decisions about their own re-
productive systems, protected under the Fourteenth Amendment 
of the US Constitution.

Third-wave feminism began around the 1990s and is still in 
existence today.  Our generation of feminists are fighting against 
gender roles and sexual labels.  Some of the third-wave feminist 
theories include queer theory, global feminism, post-structuralism, ecofeminism, and multi-racial conscious-
ness.  In our attempts to heal the divides of the second wave, we have tried to expand the definition of feminism 
to include anyone and everyone who believes in women’s equality.  We are fighting against constricting labels 
of all kinds including gender and sexuality.  Some of the main fights include reproductive self-determination, 
reclaiming derogatory terms used against us, and promoting legal and local activism.  The National Organiza-
tion of Women was founded in 1966 and is a prominent organization in the continuing fight for feminsm.

“Slam me”
By Felicity Fee-Doyle

Slam me against the mattress like poetry
Line by line

Sweat on top of my chest in a rhyme
Make sense of your poetic instinct

Pound me into perfect grammar
Ram your ideas in my head 

And bounce them against the wall
Again and again and again and again.

Slam me against the mattress like poetry
Tear me apart with words

From your lips.
Tear me apart limb by limb:

I like my language rough and tumble
Grab my thighs and squeeze, don’t stumble.

Protect former lover’s names 
With a thin layer of a rubber pseudonym

Immortalize them subtly
They are expired.

Slam me against the mattress
And make me fall in the best of ways

Again and again and against you
To find somewhere new

To find a publisher for this
Slamming.
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How many of us were Girl Scouts at some point? My 
guess would be a lot. Inevitably, memories of this time 
would include selling cookies (of course), camping, 
making some sort of quilt- even if it was only paper, 
and earning badges to sew or staple (in my case) onto 
an ugly green or brown sash or vest (which most of 
us would never be caught dead wearing in public). I 
know that my years in the Scouts were awesome.  I 
got to play arcade games for free, eat concoctions we 
created, camp in the wilds beyond the city’s cement 
limits and build roaring fires (mostly on camping 
trips).
    What most people don’t know is the history of this 
noble and historical institution.  While there is a badge 
girls can earn by learning the history of the organiza-
tion, I’d venture to say most of us are lacking in this 
knowledge.  The founder of Girl Scouts, Juliette Gor-
don Low, became deaf at a young age; yet she man-
aged to get a proper education and travel the world.  
After meeting Girl Guides in England, she came back 
to the States with a concept, and from there the first 
troop was formed.
 Granted there’s a lot more to it than that, but that’s 
the gist of it.  I’m skipping to the parts that I think are 
cool, like all the ways the Girl Scout organization set 
liberal trends throughout the years and empowered 
girls as well.   In 1917 diversity was encouraged and 
the organization added on the label, ‘for every girl.’    
Girls with disabilities, who weren’t even guaranteed  
a public school education back in those days, were 
integrated into Scouting groups.  Troops for African 
American girls were established by the early 20s and 
some northern troops were even  integrated.   During 
the polio epidemic in the 1950s, nurses organized Girl 
Scout troops among the patients within the hospital 
pediatric wards.
 The early years were strongly geared toward creating 
not only strong girls but strong American girls.  The 
troops were encouraged to integrate new immigrants 
into the American way of life.  These ideals were 
emphasized by the organization itself in that it has 
always been democratic in its leadership and direction 
of funds.  The Girl Scouts helped turn homemaking 
into home economics.  Within the context of the times 
women were empowered in their daily activities like 
shopping and child rearing. The Girl Scouts were front 
runners during the Civil Rights movement. All troops 
were integrated by 1955 (even in the South where rac-
ism was still strong) and in 1969 the Nation President 
of The Girl Scouts was a black woman, Dr. Gloria 

Scott. In the 1970s, with the second wave of femi-
nism, the Girl Scouts offered badges to foster interests 
in ecology, science and math, areas traditionally seen 
as ‘male.’ Scholarships were awarded to former Girl 
Scouts pursuing a college education to encourage girls 
to bridge the gap of achievement.
    Thanks to cookie sales, the Girl Scouts is a private 
organization that is completely self sustaining. What 
most girls don’t know is that cookie sales provide 
much more than revenue.  Selling cookies is a test in 
entrepreneurship.  Girls learn valuable skills in sales-
manship, marketing, and working with others.  It also 
encourages capitalism, much a part of the American 
tradition.  The marketing plan of the Scouts has be-
come a finely tuned art that best utilizes the assets of 
the Scouts.  The release of cookies for booth sales, this 
year, is December ��th.  By the beginning of February 
the Scouts will have finished door-to-door sales and 
by mid-February distribution begins.  Not surprisingly, 
in the first 2 months of the year Girl Scout cookies 
outsell every major cookie label!  Nine out of ten 
people who are asked to buy cookies will purchase at 
least one box- after all, who can say no to a cute girl in 
an ugly vest?
    On the more controversial side of things, the Girl 
Scouts have always strived to be morally right.  So 
while the Boy Scouts, like the army, adhere to  a 
‘don’t ask don’t tell policy’ when it comes to homo-
sexuality, the Girls Scouts took a firm stand in support 
of gay rights. They produced a movie, That’s a Family, 
to educate public school students about homosexuality 
in the family.
    Because of my personal experience in the Girl 
Scouts I was motivated to become a troop leader at 
the beginning of my sophomore year of college.  With 
other Boston University students, I helped run troop 
9292, a Brownie troop at one of the city elementary 
schools.  We plan projects with the girls so they can 
earn badges. We encourage the girls to treat one an-
other with respect. We strive to create an environment 
that promotes self confidence. In other words, I pass 
on a legacy to my girls that was handed down to me. 
Now as a troop leader, it’s really quite an ego boost to 
be looked up to by a group of tough, street-wise city 
girls.  Granted, we have not gotten to a situation that 
required a discussion on homosexuality or the best 
way to build a fire, but we have talked about building 
positive relationships and working hard to reach goals.
    For me, a part of being a woman and a feminist is 
helping girls to develop a sense of self which will help 
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them to become the best version of themselves.   Many of the lessons I learned as a Girl Scout have contributed 
to the person that I have become.  I am a product of the Girl Scouts of America and I’m pretty proud of that.

Liz Metzger
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Letter to My 18 Year-Old Self (7/28/07) – Alexander 
Smith

You think you know
who you are,_
that where you’ve been_
dictates where you’ll go._
Perfect manners, straight As and 
church every Sunday –
it translates into happily-ever-after.
(in a city your family can visit,
working a job your degree merits
sharing c’est tout with Mr. Perfect)

You believe in karma,_
that life is fair. __

Baby girl, you don’t know 
shit.__

Here’s what’s ahead:_
desperate heartache
fierce success_
overwhelming despair
(amongst many other varied 
experiences)_

The world is sharp, my dear 
–
rough around the edges._
Like the blade of a well-
worked razor,_
it will cut you (deep)._
Drawing:_
blood_and tears_
laughter and_sweat_
screams of pain,_and, 
oh, sighs of pleasure.__

You will change._ 
Scar upon scar,_
smile after smile,_
there comes growth._
(embrace it!
denial is futile)__

That wad of cash
won’t be enough, ever._
And flirtatious encounters

with mysterious men_
will only make you feel cheap.__

So take this advice:
Button up your sweater, pull down your skirt._
Forget Mr. Right and choose your own damn city._
Be for your self alone.__

Life is dark, miraculous, often overwhelming –
a sparkling gem with sharp fissures._
It will blind you with its beauty,_and its pain._
You will need yourself.
(and many hugs)

Never forget to handle with care.
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Rosemary D’Amour

“Heat”

 The welcome bell chimed as Christine made 
her way through the automatic doors.  The burst of 
cool air instantly relieved her pink, flushed face.  She 
caught a glimpse of herself on the security video and 
put a hand to her hair, smoothing the sides.  She pulled 
her shoulders back and straightened her loose cream 
tank top.  The pharmacist behind the counter greeter 
her with a smile, which she hastily returned, avoid-
ing his eyes.  She looked at her watch—she had four 
hours.  She began to wander through the front of the 
store, and quickened her pace when she read a sign 
for the aisle she needed.  When she reached the aisle, 
she stopped for a moment, letting out a breath.  Her 
feet danced underneath her and she turned to avoid the 
pharmacist’s stare.
 A stock boy was loading the latest shipment, 
his scanner making routine blips on the barcodes of 
each item.  Christine breezed past him, head held high, 
to the section she was looking for.
 Her eyes grew wide as she perused the array of 
cardboard boxes with purple writing.  She grabbed one 
off the shelf and flipped it over to read the directions, 
recalling her last Google search of the most reliable 
home pregnancy tests.  One-minute was no good, she 
remembered, putting it back on the shelf.  She grabbed 
the next.  Two-minute would be better, but still not the 
most dependable, if you need the right results the first 
time, she rehearsed in her mind.  She nearly threw it 
back, the cardboard covers of dozens of two-minute 
tests falling backward on the shelf.  The stock boy 
glanced over at her.  Christine put a hand over the side 
of her face and moved on to the next set.  Three-min-
ute, she decided, picking a box.  She pinned it against 
her side and walked to the register, where the pharma-
cist was waiting.
 Christine noticed the slightest raising of his 
eyebrow as he scanned the box.  “Some weather out 
there, huh?”
 “Yes,” she answered.
 “Boy, it’s hot.  I haven’t seen this kind of heat 
in a long time,” the pharmacist continued.  Christine 
bit her lip.  “It’s very, it’s just very—”
 “Suppressive,” Christine finished.  Her blue 
eyes met his, and his voice softened a bit.
 “Well, that’s the perfect word to describe it.  
Suppressive.  And there’s not much you can do about 

this heat, is there?”
 “No, sir.”
 He handed her a plastic bag and she passed 
back through the doors, leaving the comfort of the 
cold air into the stillness of the suppressive heat out-
side.
 Christine drove back to their apartment with 
the windows down, letting the wind tousle her hair.  It 
wasn’t a long drive to the pharmacy from their place—
in fact, it wasn’t a long drive to anywhere.  The lo-
cation was perfect.  The apartment was perfect, just 
big enough for them both.  They had a kitchen with a 
windowsill, a bathroom, a living room, a dining room 
and a bedroom.  They even had a foyer.  One thing she 
had always wanted in a home—a receiving area.  The 
perfect place, whether they were throwing a dinner 
party for his work friends, or someplace to put their 
boots when they got home during a rainstorm.
 She unlocked the door and took off her san-
dals, clutching the plastic bag.  Christine noticed 
the dust on a picture of her and Danny as she passed 
through the living room.  She picked it up.  Costa 
Rica, a year ago, she remembered, wiping the sides 
with her index finger.  Just a month before he had 
asked her to move in with him, to this very apartment.  
There were pictures of them around the apartment, but 
none that had been taken since that trip.
 She passed the kitchen with its wide window 
and new blue tiles, pausing for a moment to consider 
a glass of water.  She checked her watch—three and a 
half hours.  Instead she headed to the bathroom.  Get it 
over with, she thought.
 She emerged from the bathroom a minute later, 
test in hand, and sat on the edge of their bed.
 Danny didn’t want a kid.  That’s something 
he’d said for years; to his friends, to his family, to 
his boss.  They had never discussed it expressly; it 
was just understood between them.  Nothing would 
complicate his life, he’d said.  Nothing would prevent 
him from doing what he had to do, what he’d said he 
would do.
 The second hand of Christine’s watch was 
the only sound in the room.  It was a steady, constant 
clicking, a ticking that both annoyed and terrified 
her.  She had told herself to forget how to breathe, and 
her eyes bounced from the test to her watch and back 
again.  If she didn’t breathe, then she wasn’t alive 
now; these moments wouldn’t exist in time, and the 
results of any test wouldn’t matter.
 Christine felt free in these few minutes to think 
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the frustrated, pathetic, panicked thoughts she had 
feared thinking for the past fourteen days.  A baby 
would be something for them both to hold on to, it 
would be something to tie them together, always, even 
now.  But if he didn’t want it, what then?  Would she 
be willing to raise it—would she be able to?  Would 
she be willing to leave the pictures, the foyer, and 
Danny?  Would she, could she leave him?  Three years 
they’d spent building this life, since their senior year 
of college.
 Her mother had told her many times what 
to do.  In this situation, what you should always do.  
“You’re never ready for something like this,” her 
mother had warned her.  “And it can ruin you if you’re 
not careful.  There’s no shame in getting it taken care 
of, Christine.”
 The windows in the bedroom were open.  
Although the days’ heat made life unbearable, the 
nights were cool, and Christine could lie in bed, dazed 
and comfortable, between her sheets, next to Danny’s 
sleeping body.  She had forgotten to close them this 
morning, after he had left for a Saturday meeting.  The 
heat had trickled in all day, and compressed the air 
inside until Christine felt that she was suffocating.
 Sliding to the floor, Christine never took her 
eyes from the test.  She shrugged her shoulders, rolled 
over onto her side and gripped her knees.  The pink-
ish carpet she had spent weeks deciding on and saving 
up for suddenly became itchy and intolerable.  A shaft 
of sunlight she had been tracing across the carpet all 
afternoon had made its way to her, and cut her body in 
half.
 Her eyes fell to her watch and she realized 
that her three minutes were up.  Rising to her knees, 
she flipped the test over.  Negative?  She rose to her 
feet, and found the box containing the directions.  One 
strip, negative.  Two strips, positive.  A single, tiny 
strip glowed at her from its plastic case.  Christine 
held back a sob.
 She placed the test back in its box, carefully 
closing the edges so the box appeared unopened.  She 
eased the box into the garbage bin in the kitchen, and 
removed the plastic bag from the bin, carrying it down 

three flights of stairs to the trash room in the base-
ment.  She returned to her bathroom and looked at her 
reflection in the mirror over the sink.  She pulled up 
the flowing cream cotton of her top and looked at her 
stomach, tight and firm.  A tear made its way down the 
side of her cheek and she let out a single cry.  Pushing 
the hair out of her face, she checked her watch—three 
hours.  Christine shook her head and went to the 
kitchen to begin preparing for another dinner party 
they were throwing for Danny’s work friends.
 Three hours, one shower, a fancy meal and 
a beautiful grey silk dress later, Christine welcomed 
Danny home.  
 “Smells good,” he said, watching her from the 
door of the kitchen.  “I think I’ll take a shower before 
everyone gets here.”
 “Okay,” Christine said.  “How did your meet-
ing go?”
 “Oh it was great,” he answered, turning from 
her and taking off his tie.  “What have you been up to 
today?”
 “Me?  Nothing.  Went to the pharmacy.”
 “Oh, yeah? What did you get?” Danny yelled 
from the bathroom, turning on the showerhead.
 Christine slid a knife through a tomato.  “They 
didn’t have what I was looking for.”    
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This section is from our friend Melissa Mulrey’s paper about women as spoils of war. This par-
ticular part is about “comfort women” in Asia. To see the section about rape in Europe in WWII, please log onto 
our website and check out…

No army better employed mass rape as a wartime strategy than the Japanese army. The practice, justified by the 
government as a necessity to boost morale among troops and avoid the spread of venereal disease, was about 
more than just sex. The Japanese army used the calculated, organized practice of rape as a weapon against other 
peoples.. The thousands of rapes were not 
just instances of violence against women; the 
raping of Korean, Chinese, and Taiwanese 
women—as well as women of other ethnici-
ties from the South Asian region—served 
also as a strategic maneuver and a weapon of 
subjugation against the peoples. Thus, each 
rape served two purposes: an isolated act of 
violence against a woman, and a strategic 
movement within the Japanese military.

From the beginning of the modern Japanese 
quest for expansion, extreme violence pre-
vailed. War in East Asia began in 1931 with 
the Japanese occupation of Manchuria. It is 
not until 1937, with the invasion of Nanking 
(now Nanjing), that we have record of wide-
spread rape, molestation, and mistreatment of 
“enemy” women. In the days before the inva-
sion, Japanese propaganda circulated through-
out the city, promising “good Chinese” who 
stayed in their homes would be treated well 
by their Japanese brothers. Through fear, or 
naïveté, many decided to stay. Some even 
returned from the “safe zone” just outside the 
city. All soon regretted their choice to remain 
in the city.

It was at this time that the first massive waves 
of rape occurred. The Japanese military 
initially outlawed the rape of civilian enemy 
women, though that did not deter the Japa-
nese soldiers. Part of the reason may have 
been the military superstition linked to sex 
and rape. In Japanese military culture many 
of the soldiers “…believed that raping vir-
gins would make them more powerful in battle.” Some rapists even took souvenirs from their victims, wearing 
them into battle as amulets for luck. Many of these rapes in Nanking served as isolated acts of violence against 
women. Some soldiers killed their victims once they finished, because although they did not pay attention to 
the initial illegality of raping enemy women, they feared retribution if a ranking officer discovered their crime. 
According to one soldier: “It would be all right if we only raped them. I shouldn’t say all right. But we always 
stabbed and killed them. Because dead bodies don’t talk.”
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The callous nature of the rapes also indicated the ways in which the Japanese viewed enemy women. “Perhaps 
when we were raping her, we looked at her as a woman…but when we killed her, we just thought of her as 
something like a pig,” recalled one soldier. Officers behaved badly, too, and encouraged their men to get rid of 
the evidence of rape. The women of enemy peoples were not really seen as humans. Rather, they were viewed 
as animals or property of enemy men. The violence committed against the women of Nanking, and subsequent 
other territories, was thus justified by diminishing the woman’s humanity. By turning her into an object the mur-
der of a rape victim was more easily seen as destruction of enemy property. Women became collateral damage 
in an incredibly brutal invasion.
…

The rapes in Nanking served as the predecessors for the so-called “comfort women” employed by the Japanese 
army during the majority of the war. In an effort to prevent another Nanking massacre, the Japanese government 
came up with the concept of “comfort women.” Initially, these were Japanese prostitutes offered a position with 
the army. Many took the job in hopes of getting better pay or in an effort to see more of the world. The differ-
ence between the “comfort women” and prostitutes, however, is significant. Prostitutes are women who choose, 
for whatever reason, to willingly sell their bodies for the purpose of sex, whereas “comfort women” were 
“women of various ethnic and national backgrounds and social circumstances who became sexual laborers for 
the Japanese troops before and during World War II.” A majority of the women employed as “comfort women” 
were young, ethnically Korean women who were coerced into sexual servitude. It is estimated that up to eighty 
percent of the approximately 200,00 purported “comfort women” were Korean. However, women from Taiwan, 
Indonesia, the Dutch East Indies, the Philippines, Java, and many other islands in the southeastern region of 
Asia were also recruited or coerced into sexual servitude.

As early as 1931 the Japanese military promoted the availability of full-time prostitutes for the Navy. In March 
of 1942, Lieutenant-General Okabe Naozaburo addressed the need for comfort stations, saying: “Recently I 
have heard a lot of scandalous stories, including that some [sic] our soldiers wander around seeking women. 
Such a phenomenon is hard to prevent as fighting becomes less frequent. Therefore, the establishment of ap-
propriate facilities must be accepted as a good cause and should be promoted. In consideration of our soldiers’ 
sexual problems, we have decided to introduce various measures. Lieutenant-Colonel Nagami Toshinori is now 
responsible for this task.” This evidence indicates that the Japanese government set up comfort stations for more 
than just recreational and health purposes. The Japanese military sought to diminish the number of illegal rapes 
among the rank-and-file Japanese soldiers. By introducing the early comfort stations, it legitimized the sexual 
activities of soldiers, and created a justifiable way for Japanese soldiers to rape the women of enemy peoples.

In order to staff the comfort stations, the military needed more than just Japanese prostitutes. Korea was first to 
feel the coercion of the military. Recruitment for “comfort service” began in May of 1942. The specific nature 
of the service was never named—the girls believed they would be visiting soldiers, conversing, possibly danc-
ing or singing. The girls were promised money, easy work, and a chance to see more of the world. They signed 
binding contracts, and soon found themselves in Singapore, being inspected by military doctors and forced to 
perform sexual acts with Japanese soldiers. Many of these young women never saw home again. Not all the 
women were duped into sexual slavery. Many of the Korean girls were kidnapped, like Jin Kyung-paeng. While 
working in a cotton field with her mother, the then fourteen-year-old Jin was spotted by Japanese Kempei (mili-
tary police) and taken by force and shipped to Taiwan. Her testimony:

“I was a “comfort woman” between the ages of 14 and 19. Most of the girls were 16 to 19 years old. They all 
had been abducted and brought to the camp like me. During those years I received about �� soldiers by mid-
night. After midnight, one soldier often stayed with me through the night. Weekends were much worse. I was 
forced to service men from early in the morning to late at night with almost no time to rest, and then spend the 
rest of the night with yet another man. Frequently I did not have time for a meal. On days like this, I became 
feverish. Some girls serviced up to 50 men a day.”
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Haley Gerstein 

 Let’s make a generalization that really should not be argued; just swallow it like your daily dose of birth 
control.  All oppression is the same.  All oppressed groups share physical, cultural, or economic characteristics 
and are subjected, for economic, political, and social gain of a privileged group, to a social system that insti-
tutionalizes its exploitation, marginalization, powerlessness, deprivation, or vulnerability to violence.  Some 
examples include Jews, African Americans, women, and animals.
 Close your eyes.  Imagine a black man 
being lynched, on the branch next to his lifeless 
body; place the corpse of a cow.  Imagine the 
barracks in Auschwitz, now visualize rows of 
tiny cages, filled with laying hens.  Think back 
to the beginning of the ��st century and those 
Perdue chicken commercials.  What did Jim 
Perdue always boast?  That his ladies were extra 
lean with great legs and nice breasts.  Hmm, 
extra lean, great legs, nice breasts…Heidi Klum?  
All oppression is linked.
 The feminist movement began expand-
ing its wings in the 1970’s.  Today there are 
feminists concerned solely with equal rights 
for women; there are romantic feminists who 
contend that men are from Mars, while women 
really are from Venus.  Then there are the femi-
nists who have become active in other move-
ments for social justice, ecological rights, labor 
rights, and animal rights, to name a few.
 Why is animal advocacy a feminist is-
sue?  Because in a patriarchal society it goes [white] man, women/children, animals.  In this society women and 
animals are beaten, raped, enslaved as pets, exploited as wives, sold for money, used for entertainment (pornog-
raphy/the circus), cheap labor, and sexual experiments.  Women and animals are considered inferior, emotional, 
impulsive, instinctive, irrational, childish, “cute,” property, and objects.  In our patriarchal society women and 
animals are referred to as bitches, chicks, pussies, heifers, beavers, kittens, bunnies, vixens, lambs, etc.  Over 
ten billion animals are slaughtered for consumption every year in the United States.  Everyday four women die 
in this country because of domestic violence.  Every year approximately 132,000 women report that they have 
been victims of rape.  Every year 1.2 million are forcibly raped by their current or former male partners.
 Why animal rights activism?  Because all animals, human and non, deserve to be treated with respect 
and without exploitation.  Animal rights advocates range from philosopher and animal rights Godfather Peter 
Singer, who advocates total animal liberation, to animal welfare organizations that take a more moderate ap-
proach, working for a “practical” improvement in the relationship between humans and non-humans.  If you fol-
low the feminist precept that the personal is political then you should promote cruelty-free living.  Every female 
animal is a daughter, sister, or mother.  Something you can relate to.



��

One New Message – Alexandra Smith

My father writes e-mails 
and texts
in all capital letters.__

His words glare at me_
from my inbox, 
like_a command:_
“HAVE A GREAT DAY”_
or_an accusation,_
“WHAT ARE YOU UP TO?”_
or_a defiant declaration:_
“LOVE YOU ALWAYS”__

The messages read
with intensity; _
they are bold, aggressive, _
sometimes feel caustic.__

We - my mother, my_
sister and I - _
laugh off the “capital letters thing.”_
Give a grin, and shake our heads.__
Boys will be boys._
Dad will be Dad._
And all of my replies are in lower-case._
Ha. Ha. Ha.__

But I wonder:
if I sent all of my thoughts _
bold-face, 
possessive,_
unignorable
and _attention-grabbing -_
would anyone laugh?
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“My Life as a Persian Girl: Institutions of
Segregation of Genders and Sexism in Iran”
Shiva Bolourchi

 Today many women still live their lives oblivi-
ous of the constant sexist surroundings. Sexism is a 
systematic one way mistreatment of a group of women 
by men or by some other group of people that is re-
inforced and indicated by the dominant society.  The 
Institutions of society are the cause of sexism: educa-
tion, work, media, athletics, religion and marriage, 
not the individual groups of people.  There are many 
forms of sexism in different ranges of intensities: sex-
ist attitudes, sexist mistreatment, institutions of female 
oppression and internalized female oppression among 
women. Institutions like government and religion 
have a strong power to project sexism, for example in 
countries like Iran after the Islamic Revolution with 
the enforcement of full body coverage for women and 
the extreme form of segregation between genders.
 The Islamic revolution, in 1979, changed Iran 
from the monarchy of the Shah to a governmental and 
religious republic under the leadership of Khomeini.  
As an aftermath of the newly formed Islamic Repub-
lic, women gained an increase in acceptance rates to 
universities and in job opportunities, in other words 
the ability to become successful and independent from 
men.  On the other hand, Khomeini announced the 
transformation of laws to include religious reinforce-
ments.  According to the Koran, women must cover 
themselves from the head to the ankles in a manner 
that hides their appearance from men.  The Islamic 
Republic made an official law that subjects women to 
publicly cover themselves completely with the excep-
tion of their face and hands.  Iranian officials claim it 
to be in favor of women, protecting them against crude 
physical judgments made by men, and also in hopes of 
detaining any physical attraction or relationships that 
are not bound by marriage.  Women who disobey the 
law are arrested and can be tortured with up to 70 lash-
es and/or detained for 60 days in prison.  To further 
enforce purity, in particular in the youth, the Islamic 
Republic also installed segregation of women in public 
areas such as buses or class rooms, such that men and 
women do not have the opportunity to form physical 
or emotional relationships outside of the family gov-
ernance.  The institution of marriage is encouraged 
at an early age  to avoid interaction between men and 
women before marriage.  The older women find hus-
bands for girls, either their own sons or through their 

connections in the form of an arranged marriage The 
new laws have also made it very difficult for women to 
file for a divorce.  Women who divorce are considered 
inadequate for marriage life and are shunned upon by 
society. The new laws have also made it very difficult 
for women to file for a divorce.  Women who divorce 
are considered inappropriate for marriage life and are 
often shunned by society, but the reverse is less detri-
mental to the reputation of a man.
Institutionalized sexism takes different forms in dif-
ferent countries.  Societal judgments fed by media 
in Iran contrast greatly those enforced in American 
media: while the American media portrayed popular-
ity of women who are fashionable with lots of make 
up and are sensual to attract men, in Iran women who 
are covered are looked upon with more respect, as they 
are considered more pure.  Sexism in America takes a 
similar as that in Iran, though to a lesser degree, when 
women are paid less even when doing the same job.
Institutional sexism takes the form of individual sex-
ism, which differs among different generations.  For 
example, older Iranian women tend to implement the 
idea that those who dress with too tight or too short of 
clothing are inappropriate for their sons.  As a con-
sequence, the less abiding women might not be mar-
ried off, and remain a burden to their families.  My 
aunt, who now is 33 years old, is exemplified now for 
her failure to find a husband, so whenever we have 
“the marriage talk” within the family, they make sure 
to comment on my aunt’s unfortunate status.  Now 
my aunt is even more desperate than ever to find a 
husband, feeling more and more self-conscious and 
uneasy.
I travel to Iran every summer for a span of three weeks 
to a month.  My experience with sexism has changed 
during the course of the years I have gone there.  From 
my first visit to Iran at the age of four until I turned 
thirteen, I did not have to follow “the rules”, was not 
covered and could go freely to many public places ac-
companied.  The years that I had visited in my child-
hood were spent mostly playing in the house with 
neighbors, friends and family.  Life was carefree, and 
the constant enforcement that women should cover 
themselves was of no importance to me there.  Thus 
as a youth, Iran had felt the same as any other country 
I had visited, only with a warmer sense of being at 
home, speaking a familiar language, and being close to 
family.
In Iran the transition to womanhood is when a girl 
gets her period, at which point she must cover herself 
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by law and to have a prospect of marriage.  The year I 
turned thirteen was the first year my aunt, Nazi, told me 
that I no longer could go anywhere without covering 
myself fully.  I recall my first “mantoh”, the long jacket 
like cloak women wear to cover bodies, was green 
and large, draping another thick layer over my already 
preheated body from the �� degree Celsius weather.  It 
took me a few years to grasp the dexterity of cover-
ing myself in public. It was uncomfortable constantly 
having to worry about being covered, making sure my 
slippery head scarf would keep covering my hair.  Any 
chance I could, I took it off or unbuttoned the jacket one 
button at a time, before my aunt, Nazi, would scold me 
to keep it on.  She would insist upon retelling me stories 
of young teens, who tried to defy the government with 
shorter jackets and thinner headscarves, who ultimately 
got arrested and imprisoned, if not tormented.  After 
hearing a few examples, I became very clear: I had to 
cover myself at all coasts to avoid a treacherous lifetime 
in prison in torment.
This past summer was the most recent time I traveled 
back to Iran during the month of August.  Unlike before, 
after eighteen years of traveling back and forth to Iran, I 
was an expert in covering myself.  Today while govern-
mental media is enforcing women to cover themselves, 
which in itself is sexist, the recent leak of outside media 
imposed the idea of conformity with a twist of self-
awareness of physical beauty hypocritical to the law’s 
original “purpose”.  Today teens are quite rebellious, 
bending the rules by wearing colorful, fashionable 
pleated or ruffled jackets made thin for the summer with 
silky, thin, designer head scarves, a pair of designers 
skinny jeans and high heals.  That and the coordination 
of Iran’s fashion sense to that of Europe or America 
increasingly helped my ability to dress stylish, yet abide 
by the rule. The irony in covering a woman’s head to 
toe is that it defeats the purpose of physical attractive-
ness. Girls today in Iran pay so much attention to the 
newly imported designer outfits and put such an over-
load of make up on their faces that they are more object 
of attention.  Men have also become even more super-
ficial, finding ways to gauge women by their hair color 
seen under the scarf, facial features, shoe style, and their 
under shirt seen as a result of the tightness of their cov-
ers, Not only are women being more degraded by the 
men’s exaggerated search for the physical appearance, 
but women have become a greater object of desire. For 
example, the most uncomfortable place for a woman to 
walk is in the grand bazaars in Tehran, where men may 
consistently whistle, look, comment and or grab girls as 

they walk by.  I personally have had many uncomfort-
able experiences walking in bazaars, knowing that 
the guys are aggressive when it comes to getting what 
they want.  There is an unwritten code that all girls 
should dress down and wear dark colors, preferably 
black, when making a visit to the bazaar.  Why do 
women have to change the way they are to avoid the 
grotesque behavior of men? There are no pre-existing 
dress code for men who roam around, making sexual 
comments as if we, women, are no more than a play 
object!
This year was also my first time going to a traditional 
Iranian wedding in a conservative religious family.  
For weeks I looked forward to this event, having seen 
“Wedding Crashers” recently, but was dissatisfied 
when I noticed the entire event was segregated by sex.  
Men were not allowed to see the bride or the other 
women in fancy evening wear, so they sat in another 
room during the ceremony.  The groom entered the 
circle of women only for cutting the cake or for the 
marriage scripts, but then, by law, the women had to 
put on their coverings.  For dinner, again women (in-
cluding the bride) were separated from their husbands, 
sons, fathers, and brothers.  To have a law that brings 
segregation even within a family for as important a 
day as the wedding day is outrageous!  Imagine not 
spending your wedding with your father, not having 
a father daughter dance, not seeing your brother that 
entire evening.  Segregation to this extent appeared as 
a mere dictatorship.
  My other first was watching two live 
comedy plays in Tehran, the capital of Iran.  The 
shows were quite funny but what stood out to me 
was the obvious sexist roles.  While men actors were 
allowed to be silly, amusing, and lively, women ac-
tresses always played the serious, the elegant, or the 
nagging roles.  While men sang to loud music, making 
jokes of the modern “out of the country musicians”, 
and while men danced and sang as in a club like 
atmosphere in the theater, the actresses by law had to 
stand calm and look down.  Not only were women not 
allowed to sing or dance, they had to stand stiff, cross 
their arms and look down at the floor or far off into the 
audience to show no rhythmic signs because women 
are too “sexy” when they dance.   I was outraged to 
the extent to which women were differentiated and 
oppressed even such a lively environment.  Then I re-
alized that there are no post-Islamic Republic women 
singers or dancers in the country.  In order for women 
to sing and dance, they had to leave, to find a new 
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country in which they could record albums or perform.  So because of a woman’s sexuality, she must leave her 
home in order to pursue a possible passion or career? Is there no realization that men could also be sexy?
 Sexism is fed by many arrays of institutions: government, religion, media, work and education.  Ever 
since the rise of the Islamic Republic, laws have been reinstalled and enforced that show clear forms of confine-
ment of women to behave or dress in a specific manner.  Women yield to the laws as a result of installed fear 
and internalized oppression seen by the pressuring of older women to hold conservative traditions in the young-
er generations of women.  Although sexism in America still thrives, it appears much less direct and straightfor-
ward than the extreme of sexism exhibited in Iran.  My experiences, having traveled there almost every year, 
has brought me to the conclusion that Iranian women need a voice, a presence and a stature that separates them 
from being objects of desire or in existence for the mere pleasure of men, and also need freedom of choice.  
What differ us from men is not our biological difference, but their ability to possess power over us, to confine 
and condemn us to a life we do not choose.  The society and government of Iran has stripped women of their 
born right to have freedom of choice.
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Rosemary D’Amour
Women in Sports

Gertrude Ederle was 20 years old when she swam the English Channel in 1926.  She was the 
first woman to ever do so, and only five men had ever accomplished the feat before her.  She 
beat the record by two hours, taking 14 hours and 39 minutes.  Although the channel is only 
�� miles wide, adverse weather conditions that day forced her to swim �� miles.  Born and 
raised in New York, she received a ticker tape parade upon her arrival back in the States.  Ed-
erle died at age 98 in December 2003.

No women were allowed in the Greek Olympics beginning in 776 BC.  (The Games of Hera 
included footraces in which women were allowed to compete.)  The Olympics in 1896 fol-
lowed the ancient tradition, although women were permitted in 1900 to compete in tennis, 
golf and croquet.  

Baseball commissioner Kenesaw Mountain Landis banned women from baseball in 1931 
after the first professional female ballplayer, Virne Mitchell, a pitcher, struck out Babe Ruth 
and Lou Gehrig in an exhibition game.  However, in 1943, the All-American Girls’ Baseball 
League was formed after ballplayers went to fight in World War II.

Alice Coachman was the first black woman to win an Olympic gold medal in 1948.  She won 
for the high jump, 20 years after women were permitted to compete in track and field events 
in the Olympics.



19

Exercises in Practical Feminism, 
Or,
 Why Britney Spears, While Not That Innocent, Is 
Also Not That Crazy. – Anna Harris

This year I pulled a Britney. I went so totally insane 
about being a woman in the public eye that I stopped 
working out, shaved my head, and arranged an intern-
ship for myself conveniently located just west of the 
middle of nowhere. Granted, there were a few minor 
differences. I failed to get pregnant (twice) and then 
lose custody over my children, or have an incoherent 
and stoned conversation over curly fries on youtube. I 
also never got a chance to smash in my ex husband’s 
car windows in short shorts in front of the paparazzi, 
but I’m pretty sure that’s because I have neither an ex 
husband, nor any item of clothing that might expose 
my genitalia while getting out of a car with Paris Hil-
ton (also something I’ve yet to do). I also went Brit-
ney a couple months before Britney did, making me a 
sort of a trendsetter for one of the most embarrassing 
fiascos of celebrity-hood ever of all time. It was avant-
garde to the nth really.

To be sure, I am aware that I am not a multimillionaire 
with multi-platinum album sales, like our dear Ms. 
Spears. I have never worn a gigantic snake around my 
neck or had every teenage boy in America want to take 
my virginity. But I did have a bout of rampant promis-
cuous behavior and I did, despite several protestations 
from my mother, shave my head. And as a woman in 
a culture that values sexuality and female perfection 
over all else, of which hair is a large part, I see myself 
as having a lot in common with the woman I once 
considered so totally opposite of my selfplex, that 
upon receiving her album one year as a birthday gift, I 
promptly, how shall we say, e-bayed that shit. 

In a city like Boston, social interaction is constituted 
in large part by stolen glances and muffled body 
language. To communicate with the thousands of 
people one comes into contact with on a given outing 
is impossible and not necessarily desirable. A glance 
per person is even a high asking price for someone 
whose mental space is consistently intruded upon by 
everything from “beautification” scheme of Comm. 
Ave., to the terrifying minions of La Rouche, and, for 
BU students, the gargantuan pursuit of being a student 

AND having a social life. We Bostonians have, as 
Snoop would say, “got it going on,” and a lot of “it” at 
that. Yet, to be suggestive of sexual interest with total 
strangers is  
Or, I don’t know, perhaps it is a telling component of 
a culture that refuses to slow down and reevaluate its 
mores for its own benefit. One that continues to pro-
mote the cult of the 
body despite the suffering of its people, who, I would 
like to think, would not be islands of self-conscious-
ness and self-destruction unless they were watching 
shows like “The Swan” or being told that “corrective” 
surgery is a viable option for gaining a sense of self 
worth. And who in particular is buying into the per-
fection of the physical self as a means to fulfillment? 
Research will show an increasing number of boys, 
(the debut of the Metrosexual and the introduction of 
Axe helped with that), but predominately and histori-
cally, the answer is women. We’ve worn corsets and 
bodices. (Which, by the way, are back, made of steel, 
and go for a mere $700 or so at Dolce & Gabbana 
stores everywhere. Thanks guys. You know just how 
to take my breath away.) We sport high, painful heels 
to elongate our shaven legs, which we have rid of our 
naturally occurring leg hair, because we have been 
taught to detest it. We wax our lip hair, lighten our arm 
hair, shave our armpits, push back our cuticles, paint 
our nails (fingers and toes), whiten our teeth, cut and 
tease and dye our hair (the part on our heads) over and 
over again so that �.�% of us can throw up our dinner 
and one out of every hundred girls between the ages 
of ten and twenty can starve herself, sometimes to the 
point of incurring her own death. Those of us who are 
not throwing up habitually to conform are brought 
close to the act by disgust. Those who are not regurgi-
tating their food are regurgitating outdated justification 
for the ornamentation women put up with to arrive at 
some kind of respect. The rest of us just feel crappy. 
Or at least Britney and I did.

“How can I talk for Britney Spears?” you will say. 
“Doesn’t she speak for herself?” Britney has indeed 
given us such gems as “I was born to make you 
happy” and “I’m a slave for you.” But this was before 
she wore her cottage cheese thighs to the beach and 
felt what it is like to be human. To my eye, whatever 
happened that required Britney to book a comeback 
tour is not that she misplaced ‘sexy’ under all of 
her shoes and lost to ex Justin Timberlake in a race 
to bring it back. To explain: a little metaphor. If we 
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were to liken glances implying sexual advancement 
or notating lust to currency, Britney would be mind-
fuckingly rich. Furthermore, since sex does indeed 
sell lackluster teen-age vocal ensembles, and Britney 
made her mark as a pop-star by first playing the virgin 
and then declaring herself to be “not that innocent” (a 
very popular business strategy, see Jessica Simpson’s 
career), desire for Britney Spears as a sexual being, 
or a want to emulate her as such, is accountable for a 
significant portion of her non-hypothetical wealth as 
well. By portraying herself as a valuable sexual com-
modity, Britney gained copious amounts of attention. 
Unfortunately for Britney (and Federline’s car), elicit-
ing sexual attention, as one may find out in strictly 
empirical terms by riding the T in a mini skirt and 
trying not to get eye-fucked from every angle, 
or viciously stared down by “competitors,” is 
not always empowering. Often, it is nothing 
but downright stressful. The definition of nega-
tive stress, the kind that masseurs tell you has 
solidified into a granite-like substance in your 
upper rhomboidal area and that lavender body 
washes promise to eradicate from your life 
with moisture beads, is a bodily response to 
environmental demands that one feels require 
a level of control that is impossible to exert. 
Remembering that the body includes the brain, 
and that “environmental” is not synonymous 
with “melting ice cap,” but involves social 
laws and expectations, one can imagine that 
having a purported half the population of Earth 
want you, and the other half want to be and/or 
kill you, which is, as I envision it, Britney 
Spears’ position in the world, might cause one 
to experience such a reaction. 

But why are we paying attention to Britney 
Spears in the first place? Aren’t we feminists? 
Don’t we focus on noteworthy figures like Hil-
ary Clinton and important issues like how to 
elect noteworthy figures like Hilary Clinton? 
Well, yes, some of us do spend a significant 
portion of time thinking about Hilary Clinton 
(sometimes her wishy-washy war attitude, 
sometimes the fact that she’s still with Bill, 
mostly about how her campaign reviews un-
fairly include descriptions of her cleavage), but 
it is not Clinton’s cleavage we are bombarded 
with in line on innocent trips to the supermar-

ket for Boca Burgers. Our eyes are constantly directed 
toward dames whose breasts are readily accessible 
(and widely televised, see Janet Jackson at Super 
Bowl half-time 2004). And, like it or not, Britney was 
a highly influential figure even in the days when she 
sang on the fascinating topic of soda pop fizzing, a 
song I’ve incidentally never heard, not only because of 
the aforementioned e-bay activity, but because songs 
about soda do not sell soda quite as well as Britney 
herself in half a shirt. (Another precious Super Bowl 
contribution. Thank you Pepsi.)

There are other pressing questions about the recent 
barrage of gossip about Britney, such as: Why does 
our culture enjoy the demise of the people we elect 
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or endorse to power? How many people are there that 
spend their time following her around? Couldn’t those 
people come over and help me find a Shout wipe for 
my shirt, which is now extremely dirty (and ketchup 
stained, see Boca Burger) instead? And while these are 
all questions I’d love to answer, or at least get a Shout 
wipe out of, there is really only one I feel compelled to 
ask.

Why are we calling Britney Spears a crazy psycho 
bitch, when we should be lauding her for exhibit-
ing the kind of deviance necessary to initiate social 
reform? Sure, when she “came back” (with sexy? 
without? It’s hard to tell) to speak to the masses, she 
professed a desire to “go that extra mile” for us, and 
demanded that we give her “more” of an unspeci-
fied, though indubitably sexual, something with an 
emphatic “Gimme gimme.” But for a moment the girl 
had her newly shaven head on straight. To be a woman 
today is difficult. The pressure to be perfect is im-
mense. The Dove commercials may have you thinking 
that our values have changed: that big can be beautiful 
and that we’re not as racist or sexist or homophobic, 
or even ageist as ever in this country. But don’t be 
fooled. American women shake their well sought after 
asses to embarrassingly sexist rap and attend parties 
at fraternities that require men to be on a guest list 
but let groups of women in without question. (Roofie 
anyone?) We find abominable racism, such as in the 
case of the Jena Six, not only in existence, but going 
unpunished, and we have yet to see an end to the ha-
rassment of men with beards, Middle Eastern features, 
or turbans (which are, by the way, Sikh, not Muslim) 
at airports. The world has not ceased to use “gay” to 
mean stupid, and Massachusetts has been joined, not 
by a nation in favor of freedom of speech and belief, 
but by Iowa, the “tall corn state” (other environmental 
issues concerning ethanol, oy). For a nation spending 
billions of dollars in Iraq, it seems the war on crow’s 
feet around the eyes has not let down in our collec-
tive consciousness. But don’t worry too much, there 
are several rich old ladies inundating the enemy with 
toxic chemicals and a slew of scientists in our defense 
forces. America can cover your entire face with grape 
seed extract in a matter of minutes, don’t you worry 
your pretty little head! Not only do our cultural habits 
incriminate us, but for all their merit as representatives 
of America’s diverse population, the Dove women 
are still preaching in their underwear, and (yes, we’re 
back to this) moisturizing prepubescent pits. And since 

we’ve already burnt our bras, it’s hard to boil the evi-
dence down any further. We are still, after everything, 
royally fucked in many ways, not least of all on the 
feminist front. We have turned the proverbial “stuck in 
the kitchen” conundrum into a “stuck in the bedroom” 
pandemic. Our bodies have become our biggest assets 
or, in many cases, the biggest stumbling blocks in our 
pursuit to be valuable members of society. By this I 
mean both that certain physical traits commonly in-
hibit us from reaching our full potential in our perfec-
tionist society, and that we are quick to strip women of 
their legitimacy even when they have come to eco-
nomic power and independence through their bodies, 
as in the case of Britney Spears. 

The camp that believes sexual freedom is the key to 
equality of the sexes ought to reevaluate our situation. 
Yes, good, we are able to speak about our vaginas and 
their desires now (sometimes at length, see Vagina 
Monologues), but contorting ourselves to portray 
eternally and exclusively sexual beings for the cover 
of GQ and Elle has gotten us nowhere, except into 
precisely those contortions: uncomfortable ass-in-the-
air, neck twisted in mock-coitus positions that reveal 
nothing of inner strength except perhaps in reference 
to core abdominal muscles. The stoic portraits of 
conservatively dressed men in both men and women’s 
magazines and in newspapers, are holding, not only 
most of the world’s money, but, more importantly, 
onto their dignity with a firm hand. And here is will 
probably sound as though I am an undercover misogy-
nist, urging women to grow moustaches and tape their 
breasts if they have to in order to get what they want. 
But I am not. There are the very same problems of 
misplaced perfectionism in the male sphere. America 
raises little boys to think that physical strength and 
economic achievement are their only hope for suc-
cess as human beings, causing men who “just don’t 
cut it” to spend their lives training to resemble Mr. T, 
work jobs that make them unhappy to fulfill the social 
role of “provider”, or question their sexuality if they 
can’t get into baseball. These are the signs of a people 
enslaved to their own ideas of perfection. As human 
beings in a country where freedom and equality are 
paramount, (currently more in theory than in practice), 
we have a right to be respected for being ourselves, 
whether we are perfect or not, and certainly without 
first taking off our clothing. We have a right to be 
taken seriously irrespective of our bank accounts. We 
have a right to be heard, not only seen, and we have a 
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right to be seen too, without regard for aesthetic value. 
Men and women are never going to be equal on the 
level of their bodies. That is the inherent difference 
between us, and one that is only relevant in a discus-
sion of equal rights when aimed at leveling the play-
ing field, which a constant focus on sexuality in the 
feminist realm is most definitely not doing. We must 
shift the focus.

Goodness knows 
there are plenty 
of places to start. 
Women take 
home ��% less 
than their male 
counterparts 
ten years after 
first entering the 
workforce. The 
ten best-paid 
executives as of 
2006 were not 
only men, but 
men making � to 
� times as much 
as corporate 
women. I offer 
examples of cor-
porate pay rates 
first because of 
their relevance a 
prevalent Bos-
tonian agenda 
to live posh 
lives that in 
no way entail 
dish washing, 
and which will 
crescendo into 
retirement in a 
beachside condo 
surrounded by 
crisp Benjamin Franklins, but we are failing in several 
non-business related areas to demonstrate our worth 
as individuals and as a group. We perform especially 
poorly when it comes to accepting other women. 
Books such as “Queen Bee” by Chynna Clugston-Ma-
jor, demonstrate the vicious tactics young girls employ 
to ensure their social superiority, a popular topic of 
recent research and discussion made popular by Lind-

say Lohan (another charming case of an inability to 
meet expectations of perfection + cocaine) in “Mean 
Girls.” Women, while dominating college campuses 
nationwide, still fall short population-wise in sci-
ence and engineering fields, though I doubt “issues of 
intrinsic aptitude” are to blame (see Harvard President 
Lawrence Summers is a condom. Next, see substitut-
ing “condom” for “douche” in everyday conversation 

and seeing how 
it fares). Most 
frighteningly, we 
have ceased to 
question our ac-
tions and our mo-
tives, something 
we absolutely 
cannot afford to 
do if we are to 
progress and gain 
the credit we de-
serve in this soci-
ety.  I will leave 
my best-formed 
suggestions for a 
recoup to future 
issues, not only 
because I have 
just chewed your 
ear off quite a bit, 
but because these 
things come to 
me at about the 
same rate as my 
new hair has, 
which is to say 
in the creepiest, 
crawliest, god-
awfully-slow 
manner imagin-
able. 

But in the mean-
time, while I never could have envisioned this happen-
ing, let alone in a public manner, I want to thank Brit-
ney Spears from the bottom of my perfectly functional 
heart. Because without ever having articulated the 
shaving of her head to be a testimony to the existential 
quandaries of a woman enslaved by a prerogative that 
has indubitably been confused with capitalism and a 
sexist agenda, or even having actually sustained any 
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Maria Thurrell
Feminism is Alive and Kicking

For years now, people have argued that feminism is 
dead. According to these people, feminism won. We 
women have the right to work, and we are allowed to 
vote. Clearly, we have nothing left for which to fight. 
Even Time magazine has swallowed this idea, publish-
ing an article in 1998 called “Is feminism dead?” in 
which the conclusion was drawn that yes, feminism is 
indeed dead – the “good” form of feminism anyway.  
All that is left are the man-hating, ugly, hairy women 
and the gays. All the “respectable” women celebrated 
their victory and have since gone home.
According to the Merriam-Webster Dictionary femi-
nism is: “�: the theory of the political, economic, and 
social equality of the sexes.   �: organized activity on 
behalf of women’s rights and interests.” If the diction-
ary definition is the ruler, then feminism as a move-
ment will be over when the sexes are equal in every 
aspect. As this has yet to be achieved, it is clearly a 
gross overstatement that feminism is toe-up. 
Unfortunately, the same people who argue feminism 
is dead also argue the sexes are equal in modern day 
America. If men threw up their food just as frequently 
as women do and were just as susceptible to rape as 
women are, then it could be argued that the two sexes 
are equal. But, as it stands, women make up 90 percent 
of all eating disorder cases, and one in four women 
will be raped before she is 30, a number that the men 
do not even begin to approach. 
Both of these issues, and many more, stem from the 
social environment in which women are raised. Pop 
media tells women they are too fat if they weigh more 
than a stick, and the justice system makes it near im-
possible for a rapist to be convicted, thus enforcing the 
idea that a women is lower than a man and can there-
fore be used any way a man wishes. Perhaps this is an 
overgeneralization, but if men truly respected women 
and saw them as equals, could a man bring himself to 
use force on said equal? 
That debunks social equality. If two out of three were 
enough to qualify as equality, then maybe feminism 
would have a chance at dying. Even if that were the 
case, feminism would still have a reason, or two, to 
stick around. One look at the political race this year 
and it is clear that women are not equal politically. 
One of the major debates surrounding the Democratic 
primary is whether America is ready for a woman 
president, and if a woman can be an effective presi-

dent. Because genitalia have everything to do with 
being a good leader, right? If the sexes were equal 
politically, then what Hilary Clinton stands for would 
be the issue, not her capacity to lead a country in con-
sideration of her being a woman. 
Two down, one to go – economic equality, or lack 
there of. According to the U.S. Department of Labor, 
“Women who worked full-time in 2006 had median 
weekly earnings of $600. This was 80.8 percent of the 
$743 median weekly earnings of men.” The data col-
lected for this statistic was non-industry specific. Of 
course, some women out there make as much money, 
if not more, than some men do. But overall, women 
make 80 cents for every dollar that a man makes 
– even when comparing equivalent work. In the news 
recently was a story about a woman who had started 
at the same salary as her male counterparts. However, 
over the years, even though she was a model employ-
ee, her raises were less than the men’s, resulting in her 
earning substantially less money than her co-workers. 
But women are equal to men, right?
So, if women are still second-class citizens, then 
why are they constantly bombarded with messages 
that feminism and the fight for equality are passé? 
Because, it is advantageous to everyone, except the 
women who are being discriminated against, to keep 
women in their place. Think about it, if women were 
happy with their bodies, and not told that wrinkles are 
bad, how would cosmetic companies and the makers 
and providers of botox turn a profit? If women felt 
empowered, more of them would speak out against the 
injustices in the workplace, in society and in the law. 
American consumerism doesn’t want this though. If 
fact, “they” are fighting tooth-and-nail to keep women 
doubting themselves. This is because numerous indus-
tries profit off of women not being equal. For example, 
Valentine’s Day in 2006 was a 13.7 billion-dollar-day 
for the retail industry. Just imagine if women said, 
“No thanks sweetie. I don’t need roses. I don’t need a 
contrived day to reassure me that I am worthwhile.” 
There goes 13.7 billion dollars down the tube. 
No, the sexes are not equal. And that is why feminism 
is still alive and kicking. And it isn’t as if feminists 
enjoy the fight. It would be wonderful if feminism no 
longer had to exist. It would mean that the sexes were 
finally equal. And that would be the greatest victory of 
all. 
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Feminist Magazines as a Third Wave Attack on 
Anti-Feminism
 “Do you ever burn with self-conscious-
ness when a guy checks you out—even if it’s your 
boyfriend trying to cop a stare as you make a dash 
sans clothes to the bathroom?  Learn to love being 
ogled and your sex appeal—and confidence—will 
go through the roof.”  A Cosmopolitan article titled 
“Feel Sexy in Your Skin” advises young women 
on how to relish in the attention of being sexually 
objectified by acquaintances, intimate partners, and 
anyone else who might glance their way.  Instead 
of addressing the fundamental problems of guys 
checking girls out and girls being self-conscious 
about their own bodies, this article attempts to 
teach young girls how to “love” when their boy-
friends sneak a peak at their naked bodies and 
disregard their obvious desire for privacy.  Most of 
the magazines geared towards young girls today 
discuss their sex appeal as synonymous with their 
confidence, showing a direct correlation between 
the two and breeding a society of Lolitas.
 Fortunately, the “Third Wave” of feminism 
in which we live today has taken magazines and 
turned them into a tool for tackling the objectifi-
cation of young women in the media.  Feminist 
magazines such as Bitch, Mother Jones, and Bust, 
provide an alternative to the magazines of pop 
culture—Cosmopolitan, Elle, and Glamour.  These 
magazines provide a safe place for women to 
discuss the pressure they face as young women in 
today’s society and allow for a positive approach 
to combating the negative, disempowering effect 
magazines such as Cosmopolitan have on young 
women.  
 The media plays a major part in the public 
consciousness, for better or for worse, and maga-
zines have always been in the forefront of shaping 
public opinion.  Magazines such as Cosmopolitan, 
Elle, and Glamour earned their popularity from the 
very beginning by targeting a young, influential 
audience, attacking their readers’ self-confidence, 
and then promising a quick fix through makeup, 
hair products, and other forms of vain consumer-
ism geared towards pleasing the male sex.  
 In the mid-1960s, a woman named Helen 
Gurley Brown discovered the Hearst publishing 
company, which was publishing a magazine geared 
towards the general interested and calling it Cos-
mopolitan.  Brown, who had just recently pub-

lished a book titled Sex and the Single Girl—a fiction about 
a single woman who lived to prove that she did not need a 
man to control how and when she has sex, pointed out that 
the magazine was losing money and convinced the Hearst 
company to hand the magazine over to her for a trial run.
 In September 1965, Brown successfully published 
her vision of Cosmopolitan, complete with tips on birth 
control and getting the most pleasure in bed while remain-
ing safe and in control.  The stereotype of the “Cosmo girl” 
developed in the following years, and by the 1990s, young 
girls were reading the magazine and following its tips 
closer than the Ten Commandments.  “Cosmopolitan put 
female sexuality right out there on the front page, where 
everyone could see it,” explains Janna L. Kim, PhD, post-
doctoral research fellow at the Center for Research on Gen-
der and Sexuality at San Francisco State University.  Brown 
attempted to sexually liberate girls and grant them indepen-
dence in ways they have never experienced before, but in 
attempting to tackle both at the same time, she brought the 
two into too close of a correlation with one another.  Young 
girls began to get the impression that the only way they can 
be confident, successful, and independent is to learn how 
to sexually please men.  The magazine began to preach 
that girls can gain control and power over men by making 
themselves sexually appealing, and the separation between 
sex and independence disappeared rapidly.
 Never hesitant to speak against an injustice, femi-
nists raised their voices against this magazine, among 
many others, and the message it sends to young girls in our 
already over-sexed society.  Feminists argue that magazines 
such as Cosmo perpetuate women’s dependence on men 
and sexual objectification rather than stressing sisterhood 
and the woman’s fight for equality and liberty.  Brown 
argues, “Cosmo is feminist in that we believe women are 
just as smart and capable as men are and can achieve any-
thing men can, but it also acknowledges that while work is 
important, men are too.  The Cosmo girl absolutely loves 
men!”
 Besides the obvious heterosexism inherent in this 
statement and the heteronormative agenda Cosmo perpetu-
ates, the direct correlation it draws between a woman’s sex 
life and her independence and strength has proved to be in-
credibly dangerous and harmful.  “The Cosmo girl” grows 
up believing that her worth is determined by how many 
men want to have sex with her while thinking that she can 
only be truly independent if she learns to take control of 
her own sex life.  She must be sexy but unavailable, will-
ing to do anything to please her man in bed while always 
controlling what she wants in a relationship.  Contradic-
tions abound and confusion sweeps a nation of young girls 
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attempting to find their place in a sex-obsessed society. 
 Feminists refused to keep quite, though, and in 
March 1988, Sandra Yates, an Australian feminist and 
CEO of Matilda Publications, together with editor-in-
chief Jane Pratt, founded Sassy Magazine.  When Sassy 
made its debut, it “changed the face of teen magazines 
in the United States, paved the way for the unedited 
voice of blogs, and influenced the current crop of smart 
women’s zines, such as Bust and Bitch, that currently 
hold sway.”  It was created based on the magazine 
Dolly, which was an extremely popular Australian 
magazine that challenged society’s views of sex and 
did not stray away from the otherwise taboo topics.  
Sassy created an image as an alternative magazine that 
pushed the norms of pop culture, but it still appealed 
to an audience of teenage girls going through puberty 
and stressing about zits and crushes.  “In Sassy, though, 
boy-craziness and self-reliance coexisted;” wrote Kara 
Jessella and Marissa Meltzer—authors of How Sassy 
Changed My Life—in a Nerve.com article, “it’s not 
like the magazine taught girls to sit at home and wait 
for their crush to put down his guitar and pick up the 
phone.”  It developed a way to show girls how to have 
relationships and crushes while maintaining their inde-
pendence and strength.
 While Sassy Magazine appealed to teenage 
girls, many other feminist magazines emerged with 
a wide variety of audiences, including the famously 
political Mother Jones.  I personally first discovered 
feminist magazines through Mother Jones, so I felt 
overwhelmingly surprised and pleased upon my first 
reading of this magazine in comparison to all the su-
perficial vanities usually fed to me through the media.  
Sassy arrived in the midst of the political upheaval 
of the 1960s, and about a decade later, Mother Jones 
entered the public arena in the aftermath of civil rights 
and antiwar movements, bloodshed, and unjust war in 
Vietnam.  Also, in 1974, the Watergate scandal shook 
up Americans’ faith in politicians, and investigative 
journalism entered the political sphere of public opin-
ion.  “We thought the country was ready for a magazine 
of investigative re-porting that would focus on the great 
unelected power wielders of our time,” explains Adam 
Hochschild in the May/June 2001 Issue.  “Mother 
Jones’ founders envisioned a magazine devoted to a 
new brand of socially conscious journalism—one that 
took on corporate as well as political power.”  Women 
characterize a largely underrepresented political power, 
and Mother Jones has devoted itself to giving an al-
ternative perspective on politics, including women’s 

perspective on women’s and global issues.
 A magazine does not have to be political in 
order to attract a more mature, post-pubescent audience 
though, as Bitch proves in its appeal to women in their 
20s and 30s as a “feminist response to pop culture” 
(Bitch tagline).  Bitch magazine represents many of 
the goals of my magazine, Hoochie Woman in that it 
speaks out against pop culture and not only provides an 
intelligent alternative to Cosmopolitan, but deals with 
why such magazines are so problematic and detrimen-
tal to our society.  “Bitch is about formulating replies 
to the sexist and narrow-minded media diet that we 
all—intentionally or not—consume,” explain founders 
Lisa Jervis, Benjamin Shaykin, and Andi Zeisler.  “It’s 
about critically examining the images of femininity, 
feminism, class, race, and sexuality that are thrown at 
us by the media.”  Bitch Magazine positioned itself in 
the middle of pop culture in order to make a statement 
about the way the media deals with body image and the 
sexual objectification of women.  It features women 
who are fighting for feminism and making a difference 
in the world through music, art, or any other form of 
expression, and it refuses to succumb to the popular 
icons that contribute to our society’s violent view of 
women.  It points out the problems with our culture 
and finds ways for us to fight back.
 Feminism never settles for just the political 
and the popular though, and alongside magazines like 
Mother Jones and Bitch come radical zines including 
Off Our Backs and The F-Word.  Although some might 
say these magazines are less popular because of their 
extreme approach to feminism and the media, they 
still contribute a strong voice to the cause of fighting 
against sexual objectification in our society.  They call 
for direct and immediate activism in any way possible.  
 Off Our Backs focuses on the lack of women’s 
political participation and encourages women to envi-
sion a world where we have equal power in politics.  
“One reason might be that we are made to feel any-
where from agonized to merely insecure about our 
looks,” explores Jennie Ruby of the Off Our Backs 
Collective.  “There is always a sense that women are 
being measured up in a way that is just not the same for 
men.  Images of women appear in the media far more 
than women’s voices and opinions.”  Off Our Backs 
believes that if women can make their voices heard, 
society will lose the ability to use our bodies as blank 
canvases on which to write its political statements of 
dehumanization and commodification.
 An equally radical zine called The F-Word is 
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an ezine that prides itself on being “a radical feminist handbook for the revolution” (http://www.thef-wordzine.
com).  It features Do It Yourself articles teaching girls to be self-sufficient.  The first issue also featured articles 
about sexuality and gender, international feminism, arts, entertainment, and music, and selected creative writing 
pieces from women.  As it says on its website, The F-Word is a “new publication that strives to expose/defeat all 
the bad ‘isms’ in the world.”  It forces feminism into the public eye and opens girls minds to its radical prac-
ticality and the independence they can gain from throwing away the latest Glamour for a copy of The F-Word 
or anything that promotes independence and self-sufficiency.  It is extremely accessible and open to anyone’s 
submissions, which allows women to read great feminist writings while giving them the opportunity to let their 
voices be heard as well.
 With all the destructive magazines in our society brainwashing girls into thinking they need a man to 
be happy and complete, this growing genre of feminist magazines provides just the breath of fresh air we need 
to clearly recognize the problem of normalizing sexual objectification and commodification of women in our 
society.

- Emily Calvin
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A Selected History of Women in Music
Amanda Matossian

 Women have played quite an underrated role 
in the history of music.  In general, it is presumed that 
this is due to the gender roles assigned to women as the 
“weaker sex,” who were to learn music, but only rarely 
use their skills in public.  This status, of course, disinte-
grated over time, and more and more women were able 
to have a greater influence in music.  
 Maddalena Casulana was an Italian composer, 
lutenist, and singer of the sixteenth century.  She was the 
first known female composer to have music printed and 
published in the history of western music.  She com-
posed madrigals and was close with the Medici family.  
She dedicated her first book of madrigals to Isabella 
de’ Medici, saying that she wanted to show the world, 
through her music, the error of thought that only men 
had the gifts of intellect and artistry.
 Maria Anna Walburga Ignatia Mozart, nicknamed 
“Nannerl,” was a famous musician in eighteenth century 
Europe and was the older sister of Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart.  Early on, she was viewed as a child prodigy 
with the clavier, and her father took her and her siblings 
on tours throughout Europe.  She was able to acquire 
top billing at times and was renowned for her skill on 
harpsichord and piano.  However, due to such paradigms 
of women as mentioned earlier, from 1769 onwards she 
was no longer allowed to tour because she had reached a 
marriageable age.  Maria was forced to stay home with 
whichever parent remained home while Wolfgang was 
on tour with the other.  It is believed by scholars that 
she did compose, due in part to letters from Wolfgang 
lauding her efforts, but none of her compositions have 
survived. 
 Although there were important female musicians 
and composers in the nineteenth century, let us jump 
forward to more contemporarily relevant music; more 
relevant in that it has had far greater influential reach 
as well as widespread popularity.  Bessie Smith was an 
important figure in early twentieth century music in the 
United States, and makes a quintessential example of the 
blues music that has had enormous influence around the 
globe ever since its marketing promulgation got under-
way.  She was called “Empress of the Blues” because of 
the soul and boldness she brought to the genre.  She was 
born in Chattanooga, Tennessee in 1894 and wanted to 
be relieved of poverty by having a career in show busi-
ness.  In 1923, after about ten years of performing with 
a traveling minstrel show, the Moss Stokes Company, 

Smith was signed to Columbia Records, for whom 
her first recording sold nearly 800,000 copies.  Ac-
cording to the Rock And Roll Hall of Fame, Smith 
was the highest-paid black performer of the time 
and arguably reached a level of success greater than 
that of any African-American entertainer before her.  
She sang raw, plainspoken songs about everyday life 
in the South, many of which were about liberated 
women.  Smith has been known to have influenced 
musicians such as Billie Holiday, Aretha Franklin, 
and Janis Joplin.
 Billie Holiday had one of the most unique 
voices ever heard in jazz music, especially because 
of her distinctive phrasing and dramatics.  She never 
had musical training and could not read music, but 
began her career in nightclubs singing along to 
Bessie Smith and Louis Armstrong and eventually 
moved to New York to sing in nightclubs in Harlem.  
She began recording at the age of eighteen and short-
ly gained acclaim in the industry.  According to her 
official website, when Holiday joined Count Basie in 
1937 and then Artie Shaw in 1938, she became one 
of the very first black women to work with a white 
orchestra, an impressive accomplishment of her time.  
Billie Holiday’s vocal style is incomparable and she 
is one of the most revered jazz vocalists of all time.
 Patsy Cline is one of the most influential, 
venerated, and acclaimed female vocalists of the 
twentieth century.  She garnered success with honky-
tonk, country, and country-pop crossover music dur-
ing the age of the Nashville Sound in the late 1950s 
and early 1960s.  Known for her inimitably versatile 
voice, Cline has won countless awards and has sold 
millions of albums.  In 1999, she was voted number 
eleven on VH1’s special The 100 Greatest Women 
in Rock and Roll of all time by members and art-
ists of the music industry.  In 1961, Cline became a 
member of the Grand Ole Opry, a weekly Saturday 
night country music radio program in Nashville, Ten-
nessee, that happens to be the longest continuously 
run radio program in the United States.  Cline was 
one of the Opry’s most successful performers, and is 
the only Opry star in its history to receive member-
ship by just asking for it.  She was the first female 
country artist to surpass her male contemporaries in 
sales of concert tickets and records and is known for 
having been a pioneer in a male-dominated industry.  
Due to her success, Patsy Cline was an in-demand 
performer, and was one of the first women to head-
line her own shows and receive top billing.  Often, 
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women were only able to perform as opening acts for 
the more popular, better-paid male performers.  Cline 
controlled her own career, having a great influence over 
the choice of what songs that she released and recorded, 
and by demanding to be paid before her performances so 
that promoters could not cheat her out of payment as was 
common at the time.  Patsy Cline has influenced countless 
female musicians with her musical style as well as her 
proactive treatment of her career; these include Loretta 
Lynn, Barbara Mandrell, Reba McEntire, Faith Hill, and 
Carrie Underwood.
 In the early sixties, Joni Mitchell began her career 
as a musician and songwriter.  From her home in Sas-
katchewan, Canada, she moved to Southern California 
where the folk scene was flourishing.  Mitchell’s style 
is fascinating because she incorporated elements of jazz 
and classical music, and played guitar in various tun-
ings in order to accommodate for her difficulty with her 
left hand, weakened by childhood polio.  Joni Mitchell’s 
music is recognizable due to her smooth, sweet voice and 
her incredible high range.  Her music is also notable for 
her intimate, personal style and socio-political commen-
tary, and her songs have been covered by Judy Collins and 
Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young.
 Selena was a Mexican-American singer often 
referred to as “the queen of Tejano music.”  She released 
her first record at age twelve and won the Female Vocalist 
of the Year award in 1987 at age seventeen at the Tejano 
Music Awards.  After signing a recording contract with 
EMI, her popularity began to skyrocket, especially in 
Spanish-speaking countries.  In 1990, her album Ven Con-
migo became the first Tejano album by a female to attain 
gold status.  She won a Grammy for Best Mexican-Amer-
ican Album in 1994 for Selena Live! and her album Amor 
Prohibido from that year was also nominated and gener-
ated four number-one Spanish-language hits.  In 1995 she 
was killed by the president of her fan club for a dispute 
over stolen funds.  The record Dreaming of You, which 
included new songs of hers in both English and Spanish, 
debuted at number one on the Billboard charts that year, 
making Selena the first ever Hispanic singer to realize this 
achievement.

 KT Tunstall is a contemporary female musician 
who is stunning in her performance qualities as well as 
her song-writing abilities.  She has sold over four million 
records, been nominated for a Grammy in 2007 for Best 
Female Pop Vocal Performance, and received three BRIT 
award nominations for Best British Live Act, British 

Breakthrough Act, and British Female Solo Artist, 
the last of which she won.  Tunstall participated in 
several indie bands in her early twenties and gained 
notoriety through television appearances and an 
American Idol performance of her song, “Black 
Horse And The Cherry Tree.”  In writing her own 
songs and playing them fearlessly and vivaciously, 
Tunstall is setting a precedent for other female musi-
cians.  Her concerns are with rock n’ roll, not with 
the prettiness or sex appeal often concentrated upon 
by females in the music industry.
 These women and many others have had a 
tremendous influence in music, forging the way for 
other women to have success in a field notoriously 
dominated by men.  Their advancements have made 
possible all the incredible work women do with mu-
sic 
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