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Dear Hoochies,
	 Welcome	to	2009	and	to	the	fourth	issue	of	Hoochie	Woman.		We	are	so	glad	to	finally	
have this issue out after an entire semester of planning and collecting submissions.  Because 
we’ve	sort	of	left	you,	our	beloved	readers,	hanging	for	a	semester,	I	think	we	owe	you	an	
explanation	as	to	where	we	want	this	magazine	to	go	for	the	new	few	years.		At	the	beginning	
of	this	school	year,	all	the	board	members	sat	down	and	had	a	long	discussion	concerning	the	
priorities	of	this	magazine.		Do	we	want	to	work	on	getting	it	in	print?		Do	we	want	to	work	on	
getting	it	recognized	by	BU?		Do	we	want	to	work	on	getting	more	submissions	and	a	wider	
audience?		Finally,	we	decided	the	most	important	priority	at	this	point	is	you.		We	want	to	
make	sure	our	readers	are	happy,	and	that	means	putting	the	printing	issue	on	the	backburner	
while we spend time perfecting the magazine and spreading out its audience.  We decided to 
start	working	on	a	website	in	order	to	make	the	magazine	an	“official”	e-zine,	and	once	we	feel	
we’ve	gotten	enough	support	and	are	solid	in	the	zine,	we	will	then	start	to	look	at	publication	
issues.		Argal,	this	is	the	last	issue	that	will	be	simply	in	PDF	form	on	our	blog.		Henceforth,	we	
will	be	publishing	our	issues	on	our	official	website	that	will	be	available	for	exploration	very	
soon.		We’ll	keep	you	updated	on	that	progress.

	 That	being	said,	we	are	incredibly	excited	for	this	issue	considering	the	timeliness	of	the	
theme.		Nearly	every	time	we	told	potential	submitters	our	theme	was	perspectives	during	a	
political	season,	they	got	a	little	nervous	and	quietly	explained	their	work	was	not	so	political	
and	probably	would	not	be	appropriate	for	the	issue.		We	then	tried	to	explain	our	openness	
to	submissions	and	our	broad	interpretations	of	all	of	our	themes,	including	this	one.		So	if	you	
start	reading	an	article	or	a	poem	and	think	it	has	nothing	to	do	with	the	theme,	look	a	little	
closer,	think	a	little	wider,	and	hopefully	you’ll	see	where	we,	and	our	dear	submitters,	are	com-
ing from.

	 Disclaimers	aside,	we	hope	this	issue	really	gets	you	thinking	critically	about	President	
Barack	Obama,	Secretary	of	State	Hillary	Clinton,	and	media	monger	Sarah	Palin.		I’ll	spare	
you	a	prolix	explanation	of	my	feelings	about	all	of	this	(maybe	if	you	read	further,	you’ll	find	my	
opinion	expressed	in	more	detail	::hint,	hint::),	and	I’ll	just	leave	this	letter	with	an	open-ended	
challenge	for	you	to	open	your	minds,	dig	into	our	issue,	and	enjoy	the	plethora	of	opinions	and	
perspectives	we	are	proud	to	present	to	you	in	this	magazine!

Love,
					Your	Hoochie	Staff

The Editor’s Desk
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   Snapshots of 
      My Political Perspective

 Do you do drugs?
 Um...no.
 Then why is your hair three different         
colors?
 Because I like it like that.
 Well, are you a skater?
 Nope, a dancer.
 And they let you have a nose ring?
 Who’s they?
 I don’t know...your dance teachers?
 Yes, they let me have a nose ring.  Some-
times they even let me go outside alone, but not  
 for long, because girls don’t belong outside 
alone.  Right?
 Ha. Ha.  You’re sarcastic too.  Crazy liberal.
The	first	time	I	learned	to	claim	that	word	as	part	
of	my	identity.		Liberal.		My	freshman	year	of	col-
lege;	it	was	always	proceeded	by	crazy.		So	who	
did	I	think	I	was?		A	liberal?		A	feminist?		Crazy.		
But	not	for	their	reasons.		Crazy	for	going	to	
school	in	the	heart	of	the	Confederacy.		Crazy	for	
going	to	a	university	smaller	than	my	high	school.		
Crazy	about	my	best	friend,	who	took	a	leave	of	
absence	to	go	to	rehab	just	before	I	transferred.		
Crazy	about	fields	of	red	poppies	on	the	high-
way	to	my	hippie	haven.		Crazy	for	trying	to	be	
my	sister—ADPi	is	forever!		Shine	on,	you	crazy	
diamond;	just	keep	your	black	wool	away	from	
the	rest	of	us.		“You	belong	in	the	city”	really	just	
meant,	“get	the	fuck	away	from	here.”

If	Hillary	Clinton	loses	the	Presidential	election,	
women	will	never	have	a	chance	at	breaking	the	
glass ceiling again.
 I’ve been talking to your father, and you’re 
just lucky you’re graduating.
 Why?
 Let’s just put it this way—if Obama had 
been president when you graduated high   
 school, you’d be going to the University of 
Central Florida.
 Because of his tax plan?
 Don’t you realize that if he wins, we might 

not be able to afford retirement?
 I disagree with you, but what do you 
want me to do about it?
 Don’t vote for him!

My	family	has	ceased	discussing	politics	with	
me,	and	I	have	come	to	accept	my	position	as	
the silent dissenter.
 Hillary is too mean.  Hillary’s healthcare 
plan was a complete failure.
 Are you going to watch the Presidential 
debate?  We’re having a debate party.  You 
should   come over.  Did you watch 
it?  What do you think?  Don’t you just 
looooove Obama???
 Obama loves the gays.  Plus, Sarah Palin 
will make abortion illegal.

Personally,	I’m	a	Clinton	fan.		Always	was	and	
always	will	be.		But	shouldn’t	I	be	happy	that	
Obama	won?		Shouldn’t	I	be	reveling	in	the	fact	
that we no longer have to suffer under Repub-
lican	Fascism?  Shouldn’t I find solace in the fact 
that, in the words of my high school English teacher, 
“it sure is nice to fall asleep nights without hearing 
the words ‘President Palin’ emanating ominously 
from my fearful	subconscious”?		Yes,	yes,	yes,	
but	that	doesn’t	mean	I’m	going	to	walk	around	
with	a	“Barack	the	Vote”	t-shirt	or	a	pin	dis-
playing	an	amalgamation	of	the	queer-friendly	
rainbow	with	Obama’s	campaign	symbol	on	my	
bag.		I	could	give	a	corpulent	explanation	of	my	
personal	preferences,	but	I	don’t	want	to	turn	
this	into	a	political	debate.		Albeit	I	am	thrilled	I	
no longer have to lose sleep over the threat of 
President	Palin,	I	won’t	deny	feeling	more	ela-
tion	over	Clinton	becoming	Secretary	of	State	
than	Obama	becoming	President.	 

By Emily Calvin



 Should I not be 
  considered a feminine woman
For	the	vast	majority	of	my	life,	I	have	been	con-
sidered	to	be	more	a	boy	than	a	girl.	When	I	was	
little,	my	parents	dressed	me	in	very	cute	dresses	
(not	that	I	remember,	but	I	have	seen	the	pictures)	
but	it	was	as	if	something	changed	when	my	first	
sibling	was	born.	I	did	a	lot	of	stuff	to	be	like	him,	
for	instance	I	cute	my	curly	braids	off,	refused	
to	wear	anything	but	jean	over-alls	with	match-
ing	flannel	shirts	and,	apparently,	I	also	asked	my	
mum	to	buy	me	a	penis…	My	favorite	thing	to	do	
in	the	winter	was	to	go	sliding	and	I	was	the	brav-
est	kid	of	all	(which	is	not	the	case	anymore	when	
it	comes	to	downhill	skiing).	I	had	some	real	fights	
with	my	brother	about	who	was	to	use	the	orange	
slider,	and	because	I	was	bigger	than	him	I	always	
won the battles.

In	first	grade	I	took	advantage	of	the	fact	that	
Swedish	schools	give	all	children	a	proper	meal,	
and	because	I	loved	(and	still	love)	food	I	didn’t	
eat	any	less	at	home.	Consequently,	my	best	
friend	and	I	got	fairly	fat.	My	legs	and	arms	were	
almost	normal	sized;	I	just	had	a	gigantic	belly.	
With	increased	body	size	it	was	not	enjoyable	to	
dress	in	tights	or	pink	early	90’s	girlie	clothes	(and	
it	was	probably	even	more	horrible	for	the	people	
that	had	to	look	at	me).	So,	I	converted	to	the	boy	
fashion	of	jeans	and	t-shirts.	The	only	problem	
with	this	was	that	I	was	so	big	around	the	waist	
that	the	jeans	that	fit	around	my	belly	were	way	
too	long.	So	I	ended	up	wearing	spandex	and	t-
shirts.

In	addition	to	this,	you	probably	should	know	that	
I	grew	up	in	a	tiny	place.
The	gorgeous	island	only	has	a	population	of	
300,	and	I’m	the	only	one	who	was	born	in	1984.	
The	year	after	me,	four	girls	were	born	and	we	all	
grew	up	together.	I	was	never	alone.	However,	
these	four	girls	were	much	smaller	than	me,	both	
height	and	length	wise,	and	as	all	of	them	were	
extremely	girlie	I	did	not	fully	relate	to	them,	even	
though	they	were,	and	still	are,	good	friends.	In	

athletic	events	I	was	always	the	last	one	to	
be	picked,	and	I	honestly	did	not	mind.	I	
knew	I	was	not	good	at	sports.	However,	one	
day	during	“sports-hour”	in	school	we	played	
“Gladiators”	and	I	ended	up	winning	the	
whole tournament in the girl’s event. No one 
was	as	strong	or	heavy	as	me	and	therefore	
I	could	get	passed	the	other	kids	trying	to	
prevent me from running the course.   

Not	that	it	was	a	major	moment	in	my	life,	
but	after	that	I	started	playing	sports	with	the	
boys	during	break	instead	of	jumping	rope	
with	the	girls.	I	never	put	on	a	skirt	as	it	was	
uncomfortable	and	annoying	to	constantly	
have	to	think	about	“keeping	the	knees	to-
gether”	when	sitting.	Makeup	did	not	inter-
est	me,	and	I	did	not	care	about	my	hair	as	
long	as	it	was	clean	and	stayed	away	from	
my	face.	However,	I	think	one	reason	as	to	
why	I	behaved	more	like	a	boy	was	that	the	
place	where	I	grew	up	was	small.	Therefore,	
“the	girl”	was	such	a	stereotype	that	I	totally	
did	not	relate	to	it.	In	eighth	grade	I	seri-
ously	picked	up	the	sport	of	rowing.	Being	
an	athlete	probably	made	people	think	of	
me	as	less	girlie.	However,	when	I	moved	to	
Boston	I	saw	so	many	different	types	of	girls	
that	I	started	finding	my	niche	of	feminine	in	
what	now	had	turned	into	an	athletic	body.	It	
started	with	a	few	sets	of	cute	earrings…

But	lets	get	to	the	issue	that	I	have	been	ap-
proaching	for	quite	some	time	now.
About	three	weeks	ago	I	was	sitting	at	the	
place	where	I	do	my	laundry	when	I	over-
heard	two	friends	(one	boy,	B,	and	one	girl,	
G,	both	aged	in	their	early	20s)	discussing	an	
article in one of the free newspapers here in 
town.	When	they	left	I	was	still	waiting	for	my	
loads	to	get	done,	so	I	picked	up	the	paper	
and	skimmed	though	the	page.	It	was	an	



Scandinavians	when	going	on	sun-vacations	
during	the	Nordic	winter	season.	It	was	not	any-
thing	special,	but	the	argument	based	on	this	ar-
ticle	sure	was.	Several	times,	G	said	she	thought	
it	was	a	good	thing	to	publish	this	kind	of	article	
in	order	to	increase	everyone’s	awareness	of	the	
sun’s	damage.	On	the	other	hand,	she	thought	
it	was	unnecessary	because	all	Scandinavian	
women	know	to	use	sunscreen	every	day	or	they	
will	have	wrinkles	before	they	are	30.	B,	on	the	
other	hand,	thought	the	article	was	stupid	as	he	
preferred	women	with	darker	skin,	naturally	or	
tanned.	They	teased	each	other	for	a	little	while	
as	G	had	extremely	pale	skin,	and	I’m	not	really	
sure	how	the	actual	argument	started	but	just	a	
few	minutes	later	they	were	in	a	wild	discussion	
as	to	if	dark	skinned	women	are	more	feminine	
than	lighter	skinned	ones.			

B	argued	that	darker	women	were	more	femi-
nine	because	they	just	looked	“comfier	to	cuddle	
with,”	but	G	countered	with	the	fact	that	B	was	
mixing	up	skin	color	and	curves.	I	can	see	her	
argument	that	darker	women	often	have	more	
defined	breasts,	hips	and	butts,	yet	I	do	not	
agree	with	the	point	that	femininity	is	defined	by	
bodily	measurements.	If	that	was	the	case,	very	
thin women without curves would be less femi-
nine.	What	about	athletic	ones?	If	you	are	asking	
me,	athletic	women	are	beautiful.	Athletic	women	
working	their	bodies,	independent	of	shape	and	
weight,	to	the	furthest	borders	is	an	art	hard	to	
describe.	The	charisma	they	show	when	they	
cross	the	finish	line	with	the	result	they	want	is	
very	similar	to	the	happy	face	one	can	see	on	
women	with	long	gone	pregnancies.	Pregnant	
women sure have more curves than the aver-
age	women,	but	that	does	not	make	sense	if	the	
point	of	femininity	is	to	attract	men	as	she,	most	
often,	already	has	one	waiting	for	her	at	home.	

To	further	this	argument	(even	though	the	people	
who	got	this	train	of	thought	started	will	probably	
never	read	this)	let	us	discuss	anorexic	women.	
A	daughter	in	a	family	who	has	a	cottage	on	the	
island	where	I	grew	up,	lets	call	her	D,	is	now	
about	27	years	old.	She	has	been	more	or	less	

anorexic since she was twelve. The fact that 
she	has	been	sick	for	more	than	half	of	her	life	
is	terrible	but	is	another	issue.	Today	she	is	
doing	fairly	well,	but	is	still	extremely	skinny.	
Her	body	wears	many	signs	of	the	starvation	
that	she	brought	on	herself,	but	even	so,	she	
is	one	of	the	most	feminine	people	I	know.	D’s	
hair	is	super	curly	and	bright	orange.	It	spar-
kles	and	it	makes	her	so	much	more	alive.	She	
is an obvious example of a thin and pale wom-
an	who	knows	how	to	carry	her	head	upright,	
but not high. 

Even	though	I’m	very	athletic	and	still	might	
be	considered	more	of	a	boy	than	a	girl	on	
some	occasions,	I	do	not	like	the	fact	that	
some	people,	like	B,	consider	me	to	be	less	
feminine.	I	may	not	have	as	much	meat	on	
my	breasts,	hips	and	butt	as	some	of	my	dark	
skinned	friends,	I	might	not	shave	my	legs	as	
often	as	I	“should”	and	I	do	not	wear	make-up	
on	a	daily	basis,	but	that	is	not	the	point.	The	
point	is	not	that	I	love	to	wear	a	pair	of	cute	
earrings	(if	the	occasion	is	right)	or	that	I	like	to	
put	on	a	dress	once	in	a	while,	it	is	not	the	fact	
that	my	nails	are	always	painted	or	that	I	enjoy	
cuddling	with	a	boy.	To	me,	the	point	is	simply	
that	femininity	is	not	something	one	shows	off	
with	a	certain	body	or	bodily	decorations.	Be-
ing feminine is being a woman independent to 
the extent the particular person is comfortable 
with. 

Femininity	is	something	every	woman	has,	
look	in	her	eyes	and	you	will	see	it.	

By Veronika Karlsson 



By Sandy Soohoo

This is how we connect: through long wires in 
the	ground,	
through spaces in walls and the space between 
walls.

I	keep	all	the	lights	on	when	I	am	home	alone.	
Keep
extra	flashlights,	batteries,	matches	in	case	of	
blackouts

or	sudden	guerilla	warfare.	There	is	a	necessary	
violence
to	our	transgressions,	missed	connections	that	
end	abruptly:

without	you	the	night	is	louder	than	I	remember.	
The	dark	
comes	with	feeling	I	could	trust	you	in	a	way	I	
wouldn't 

normally	allow,	so	I	arm	myself	with	locks	and	
books.
We	are	both	in	this	in	a	way	that	no	one	will	get	
hurt,

we're	trying	to	make	contact	at	arm's	length:	we	
want the space
and	the	trees,	and	the	space	between	the	trees.	
We	want	the	quiet

wars	of	closed	doors	and	rooms	without	keys.	
Things between
us	are	silent	like	stealth	bombers;	like	an	army	of	
bats,	we	see

each	other	by	sonar.	I	believe	we'll	get	out	alive,	
the	sky	is	burning	yellow—		
the	color	of	bruises	as	they	heal,	of	so	many	
flares	lighting	you	home.

Bomb Threats 



This	year’s	historic	presidential	election	saw	
America	taking	an	unprecedented	but	confident	
step	in	a	new	direction.	We	registered,	voted,	
discussed and acted in record numbers because 
we	sensed	all	that	was	at	stake:	an	endless	
war,	a	faltering	economy,	a	damaged	reputation	
abroad,	a	flawed	healthcare	system,	along	with	
countless other issues we face and will continue 
to	face	as	a	nation	for	years	to	come.	This	was	
not	just	any	election,	but	the	mark	of	a	new	era;	
it was a clear message from a new generation 
that	our	voices	will	be	heard,	and	that	hope	and	
change	are	not	just	romantic	ideals	of	the	youth,	
but	pillars	of	democracy	with	a	place	in	the	
White	House.	It	is	to	our	credit	that	we	arrived	to	
elect	a	leader	in	Barack	Obama	who	shares	our	
hope	for	a	different	kind	of	future,	one	in	which	
we	may	all	take	an	active	role.	
As	Emily	Haines	of	Metric	put	it,	“The	idiot	era	
has ended and it is no longer futile to give a 
shit.”
	 With	that	said,	while	America’s	progres-
sive	shift	is	encouraging,	gay	rights	seem	to	have	
taken	a	backseat	this	election	season.	As	the	
war	in	Iraq	and	our	economic	crisis	dominate	
political	debate,	the	issue	of	gay	marriage	keeps	
getting	pushed	aside	for	another	day.	And	while	
we	collectively	rejoiced	when	the	votes	for	our	
next	president	were	tallied,	the	celebration	was	
blunted	for	many	when	Proposition	8	passed	
in	California,	which	officially	defined	marriage	
as	between	a	man	and	a	woman	by	means	of	a	
state constitutional amendment.
	 Not	too	long	ago,	a	civil	rights	movement	
seized	and	shook	this	nation	with	the	might	of	a	
universal	truth:	that	freedom	and	equality	are	for	
everyone,	without	exception.	This	country	moved	
past	a	dark	period	in	its	history	by	finally	doing	
away	with	the	shame	of	racial	discrimination	by	
law.	Now,	here	we	stand	today,	just	44	years	
later,	locked	in	a	civil	rights	battle	of	a	strikingly	
similar resemblance: instead of establishing 
second-class	citizens	according	to	skin	color,	the	
law	in	most	places	across	the	country	now	dis-

advantages	Americans	based	on	gender	and	
sexual	orientation	in	a	clear	display	of	gender	
discrimination. 
	 The	Prop.	8	controversy	sparks	the	
ongoing debate over what marriage means 
and	why	same-sex	couples	are	denied	the	
right	to	legally	wed	in	all	but	two	states	Mas-
sachusetts	and	Connecticut.	The	exact	defi-
nition	of	marriage	has	proven	difficult	to	pin	
down.	Civil	marriage	by	law	evolved	into	an	
institution	from	religious	marriage,	specifi-
cally	as	it	is	practiced	among	Christians	in	the	
U.S.		According	to	a	widely	accepted	Christian	
interpretation	of	the	Bible,	marriage	is	strictly	
the	union	between	a	man	and	a	woman.		And,	
despite the supposed separation of church 
and	state	in	this	country,	a	religious	definition	
of	marriage	largely	rules—	committed	same-
sex couples cannot wed and are thus denied 
the	legal	benefits	reserved	for	married	straight	
couples. 

 
	 	 Legalities	and	religion	aside,	we	
are brought up under the impression that mar-
riage	is	an	official,	celebrated	expression	of	
love between two people who are committed 
to	each	other.	Why,	then,	should	marriage	and	
its	legal	benefits	be	reserved	for	straight	cou-
ples?	The	answer	is	disturbingly	clear	as	gay	

The Onward Fight
 for Civil Rights in 2008 and Beyond



marriage	opponents	fight	to	protect	“the	sanctity	
of	marriage”—as	if	lesbians	and	gays	would	pol-
lute	it	and	bring	it	down	because	they	are	some-
how	inferior,	unworthy	and	sinful	people.	
Prejudice	against	those	who	are	different	may	al-
ways	remain,	but	it	has	no	place	within	our	judi-
cial	system.	It	is	shocking	that	a	nation	founded	
on	freedom	and	equality	dare	sport	such	blatant	
discrimination	so	boldly.	
LGBTQ,	L-M-N-O-P!	Letters,	labels	used	to	as-
sert	our	differences,	but	are	we	not	all	human	
beings	when	it	comes	down	to	it?	If	anything,	we	
are	all	Americans,	and	there	is	no	separate-but-
equal	compromise	at	the	end	of	this	rainbow.	
There	is,	however,	love,	which	never	discrimi-
nates.	This	is	what	we	must	keep	in	mind	as	we	
continue	to	fight	for	civil	rights	with	rejuvenated	
spirits	in	this	exciting	new	chapter	of	American	
history.		In	the	inspiring	words	of	Sara	Quin	of	
Tegan	and	Sar,	“As	I	type,	I	feel	hopeful.	Look	
how	far	we	have	come!”		And	while	ignorance	
and	prejudice	are	alive	and	well,	so	is	inspiration	
and	hope.	I	will	end	by	following	Sara’s	lead	in	
her	recent	column	on	Spinner.com	and	quoting	
Paul	Martin,	the	former	prime	minister	of	Cana-
da,	on	what	equality	means	today:	“Over	time,	
perspectives	changed.	We	evolved,	we	grew,	
and our laws evolved and grew with us. That is 
as	it	should	be.	Our	laws	must	reflect	equality	
not	as	we	understood	it	a	century	or	even	a	de-
cade	ago,	but	as	we	understand	it	today.”

By Jessy Bartlett 



 ray Matter
“One	of	the	things	that	I	focused	on	heavily	when	taking	
the	pictures	were	people’s	faces.	They	are	just	“ordi-
nary.”	In	a	good	way.	I	feel	like	when	most	people	
think	of	Gay	protests	a	certain	“gay”	face	is	conjured	in	
our	minds.	But	these	faces,	seem	to	run	the	opposite	of	
our	stereotype	of	what	a	gay	person	should	look	like,act	
like,	etc.”

By	Photographer	Jon	Towle













What	you	thought	was	once	isn’t	now	and	when	
it ended
you	were	left	with	so	many	broken	teeth.	Like	
arrows,
like	rows	of	a	graveyard	shattered	by	lightning,
you	grinned	like	the	winner	of	a	bar	room	brawl;
your	bloody	mouth	gaping,	shards	of	tattered	
teeth

shining	in	the	light	of	the	mirror	ball,	a	nighttime	
florescence.
Flowers	and	balloons	surrounded	the	room	in	the	
hospital where
we	crowded	your	bed	to	examine	the	wounds,	
and	you
came	out	smiling.	This	is	nothing	new,	I	know	the	
way,	

we	are	growing	you	a	new	smile	to	wear	when	
you	are	better.	
Perfect	squares,	enamel	Chiclets,	white	bits	that	
chatter in the cold; 
some	odd,	some	wordless	way	of	saying:
I’m	better,	I’m	better,	I’m	better.

Broken Teeth

By Sandy Soohoo



By Sandy Soohoo

Beef with the Hockey Mom

By Lolly Spindler

Most	people	warmed	up	to	Sarah	Palin	when	she	
made	her	joke	equating	hockey	moms	to	bull	
dogs in her acceptance speech for the Republi-
can	Vice	Presidential	nomination.

It	is	precisely	this	joke	that	turned	me	off	to	her.

First	of	all,	I	dislike	the	idea	of	the	“soccer	mom,”	
even	though	my	own	mother	was	one.	The	
“hockey	mom”	is	a	direct	offshoot	of	this	stereo-
type	and	invokes	the	same	negative	connota-
tions.
The	soccer	mom	and	the	hockey	mom	represent	
a	whole	community	of	women	who	have	taken	
on	the	identity	of	the	athlete’s	mother	and	are	
rarely	referred	to	as	anything	else.	The	hockey	
mom	is	defined	by	her	relationship	to	another	
individual.		By	accepting	the	label	of	“hockey	
mom,”	she	in	some	regards	dismisses	her	indi-
viduality	and	becomes	solely	recognized	by	her	
relationship	to	another,	more	actively	engaged	
individual	within	society:	the	athlete.
Although	being	defined	by	one’s	motherhood	is	
in	no	way	a	negative	representation	of	the	self	(in	
fact	it	is	quite	an	honorable	means	of	identifica-
tion),	the	boiled-down	representation	of	a	multi-
faceted	and	quite	possibly	talented	individual	as	
simply	the	mother	of	a	hockey	player	is	false	and	
unfair.
In	fact,	labeling	multi-dimensional	individuals	in	
such	a	small-minded	and	restrictive	manner	is	a	
direct	product	of	our	fundamentally	patriarchal	
society.		Placing	a	whole	community	of	respon-
sible	women	in	a	clearly	defined	and	neatly	
kempt	category	enables	our	patriarchal	society	
to	remain	within	its	comfort	zone.		Such	catego-
rization	allows	the	patriarchy	to	continue	to	hide	
from the fact that the mothers of our athletes 
are	also	intelligent,	responsible,	talented	and	
able human beings.  These women are individu-
als	who	do	not	necessarily	fit	into	any	category	
imposed	on	them	by	society.

It	is	not	necessarily	the	fact	that	Sarah	Palin	is	
a	hockey	mom	that	turns	me	off	to	her,	but	that	

this	politically	influential	and	educated	woman	
introduced	and	represented	herself	first	and	
foremost	as	a	hockey	mom.	
Why	would	you	want	a	woman	who	prescribes	
to	and	flaunts	a	role	that	has	been	deemed	
acceptable	by	a	patriarchal	society	to	run	our	
country?

I’m	not	a	fan.



	 I’m	supposed	to	be	in	my	Religion	and	
Philosophy	class	right	now,	but	instead	I’m	on	a	
plane	to	Milwaukee.		Let	me	explain:
                                   * * * *
								 I	was	on	the	phone	talking	to	my	mom	
outside	of	Espresso	Royale	when	a	strange	man	
approached	me.		He	reminded	me	of	Jesus,	
but shorter.  His beard appeared to be infected 
with	some	sort	of	alien-insect,	and	when	he	
scratched	it,	the	tiny	alien-insects	would	fall	out.		
I	could	hear	them	scream	as	they	dropped	to	
their death on the pavement outside of the cof-
fee	shop.		I	concluded	he	must	be	the	carrier	of	
the next big plague; he had arrived from another 
planet,	and	his	sole	mission	was	to	destroy	this	
beautiful Earth because of its wretched inhabit-
ants.  
About	time,	I	thought.
 He handed me a piece of paper with one 
word	written	on	it:		“Milwaukee.”
	 I’d	never	been	to	Milwaukee,	so	I	hailed	a	
cab	and	told	the	driver	to	take	me	to	the	airport.		
I	marched	up	to	the	ticket	counter	and	pur-
chased	a	ticket	to	Milwaukee.
	 Now,	I,	along	with	fifty	other	passengers,	
am	defying	gravity	by	flying	to	Milwaukee	on	a	
plane.		We	all	have	that	in	common,	but	that’s	
probably	it.		They	all	have	a	destination.		I	don’t.		
I’ve	no	place	to	stay,	no	friends	who	live	there,	
and nothing to do upon arrival.
                                   * * * *
	 Maybe	I’ll	meet	a	beautiful	cow	in	the	
middle	of	the	road.		She’ll	tell	me	how	the	whole	
world is coming to an end because the humans 
are	murdering	and	consuming	all	the	cows,	
and	the	only	reason	she	has	managed	to	stay	
alive	this	long	is	because	she’s	God.		Her	own-
ers	don’t	know	that,	though.		They	only	know	
that	she	can	produce	whisky,	vodka,	wine,	and	
beer—along	with	whole,	skim,	and	fat	free	milk—
whenever	they	ask.		They	interpret	this	as	a	sign	
of	evolution,	or	proof	that	animals	were	created	
to	serve	and	provide	for	mankind.
	 The	lady-cow	God(ess)	will	explain	to	me	
how	she	is	actually	here	to	give	back	to	women	
their	worth	in	society,	but	no	one	will	pay	her	any	

attention because she is a cow.
“Why	don’t	you	change	yourself	into	a	wom-
an?”	I’ll	ask	her.
	 “I	did	at	first,”	she’ll	respond,	“but	
people	paid	me	even	less	attention	then.”
	 I’ll	nod	my	head	and	believe	her	com-
pletely.		“What	about	a	man?”	I’ll	suggest.
	 “Tried	that,	too,”	she’ll	sigh.		“Problem	
is,	what	man	in	his	right	mind	would	claim	a	
woman’s position to be higher and more ex-
alted	than	a	man’s?		That’s	like	blasphemy	to	
them.”
	 “So	why’d	you	choose	a	cow?”	I’ll	won-
der.
	 “Well,	some	men	got	angry	at	me	as	a	
blasphemous man and chased me into a farm.  
I	hid	behind	a	cow	who	proceeded	to	tell	me	
about	the	plight	of	the	cows.		She	pleaded	
with	me	not	to	kill	her.		She	was	scared	be-
cause	all	of	her	friends	had	been	killed.		I	
promised	I	wouldn’t	kill	her	and	decided	to	
become	a	cow	to	try	to	make	cows	more	valu-
able	so	humans	would	stop	killing	and	eating	
them.”
	 “Did	it	work?”
	 “No.		Now	they’ve	killed	all	the	cows	ex-
cept	for	me,	and	I’m	stuck	producing	alcohol	
and	milk.		Not	even	God	can	escape	the	irony	
of	your	world.”
	 “I’m	sorry,”	I’ll	say,	and	mean	it	for	the	
first	time	in	my	life.
	 Then	I’ll	get	down	on	my	hands	and	
knees	and	worship	her	in	the	middle	of	the	de-
serted	road.		She’ll	ask	me	what	I	like	to	drink,	
and	I’ll	tell	her	“champagne,”	because	that’s	
my	favorite.
	 It’ll	be	the	most	amazing	champagne	
I’ve	ever	tasted	(and	I’ve	tasted	a	lot	of	cham-
pagne).		Then	she’ll	take	me	up	to	Heaven	with	
her	because	the	world	is	ending,	and	it	hurts	
too much.
                                  * * * *
	 Or	maybe	nothing	will	happen,	and	I’ll	
be	stuck	with	a	lot	of	schoolwork	to	make	up	
when	I	get	back	to	Boston.

 By Emily Calvin

Champagne
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