If “discourse” (or “language”™ or
“art” or “interpretation”) is to have
anv rcal meaning there musi be
something that is not-discourse, not-
fanguage, nol-art, not-interpretation.
The iruck that is coming down the
road is fundamentally different from
the inlerpretation “here comes a
truck.” To believe otherwise . . . s to
risk becoming teapped in an implau-
gible and highly artificial form of
histerical idealism. . . . The truck
never comes down the road, though
we may {ind ourselves lalking end-
lessly about the ground for the possi-
bility of our knowledge {hat it is
coming.

Allan Megill, Prophets of Butremity: Nietzsche,

Heidegger, Foucaundt, Derrida

Tt has often been pointed out to me
that T tend to look at the world from
a theoretical perspective, rather than
one based on history or “fact” (1 find
it difficult even to write the word).

Daniel Joues, This Magazine, Jane/Tuly 1991

v the 13th of February 1994 nei-

ther discourse, language, arl nor

interpretation were sufficieni 1o

protect Daniel Jones from what they

arc not. Unable to cope with these

- absences and what they implied, he
took his own life.

Jones was part of the
Border/Lines collective for almost
two years from 1989-1990, where he
distinguished himself as an energede
and meticulous editor. Daniel left
Border/Lines, as he did so many
other similar projects, citing person-
ality and political dilferences.
Although mosi people who came into
contact with him were impressed by
his intelligence and energy, they often
found him difficult to deal with
because of his apparent moodiness
and unpredictabitity. Not all of them
realized that Jones’s carcer as a
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writer of liction and poetry, cssayist,
cditor and teacher was his form of
resisiance to a dehilitating manic
depressive disorder. Saddest ol all,
during the final moaths of his life he
pushed away almost all of the people
who cared about him and loved him,
of which there werce many.

We both knew Jones for a long
time and saw [irst hand hoth the mis-
anthropy and the generosity which
were reflecied in his writing wnd his
relationships with other people.
Jones’s self fage as an arlisi was
ted 10 a deep rooled belief that dis-
[unectionality is equated with artistic
ereativity, a Romantic notion that has
often proved more destructive than
beneficial to creative people.  lones’s
tragedy rellects not only his own life
in Toronio but the tensions inherent
in the position of the comtemporary

cultural worker in the west. The,

shamanistic role associated with the
modern ardst reveals the contradic-
tiom of living in a society that values
spontaneity and personality, but only
if it is marginalized (rom the more

Border/Lines

the road

wtilitarian spheres of socicty. There
is little doubt that economic prob-
lems due to the deteriorating position
of funding for the arts in Canada
added to Jones’s despair, and his ill-
ness exacerbated his dilliculties as a
culiural producer in the post-NAFTA
world.

There were many sides to Jones
but one of his most important roles
was as a catalyst. He wag adept at
bringing peaple together and making
things happen in the small press
scene and other fringe artistic com-
munilies in Toronte, [Me was author
ol a collection of poetry, The Brave
Never Write Poetry {Coach House
Press, 1985), and Obsessions, a work
of cxperimental fiction (Mercury
Press, 1992). His last work, The
People One Knows, is scheduled to
come oul later this year from
Mercury Press. He published cxten-
sively in the Toronto small press
and, with Robyn Gillam, had his own
imprint, Streetcar Editions. e was
involved with Piranha and What!
magazing, and over the last year he
was editor of Paragraph alter two
years of being Book Reviews Editor.
Many of these with whom he was
involved, parlicularly in recent years
as his work gained ils greatesi
momenium, were shocked at the sud-
den cessation of such productive
energy.

Jones always lound dealing with
the real world a difficult and painful
cogagement. For most of lis Jife he
pushed against. the limits of what was
sayahle, and his final act ultimately
went beyond art, language or inter-
pretation. When the truck finally
came down the road, there was no
one there.

Bobyn was married to Daniel Jones
for eight years. Joe worked with
Daniel Jones and knew him for over
len years.

Adios, Amazon Nation

BY Cynthia Wright

Arlene Stein, ed., Sisters, Sexperts,
Queers: Beyond the Lesbian Nation.
New York: Plume, 1993.

In the twenty years since Jill
Johnston published her classic sepa-
ratist polemic, Lesbian Nation, lesbian
culture and politics have undergone a
remarkable redefinition. Many young
dykes have sought exit visas from the
Amazon Nation, decrying what they
see as the sexual silences, parochial
politics and dull culture of seventies-
style lesbian feminism.

Sisters, Sexperts, Queers brings
together sixteen of these young {and a
few middle-aged) dissenting voices to
consider four themes: sexuality and
lesbian identity; dykes in/and popu-
lar culture; lesbians, home and “the
family”; and political organizing.
Many of the contributors are hip,
urban things out of the universities,
film schools and queer magazines of
New York and California, and their
essays reflect that reality. Despite this
limitation (and it is an important one),
there is much that is valuable in this
collection.

In contrast to the much tamer
Lesbians in Canada, with its virtual
silence on lesbian sexuality, Sisters,
Sexperts, Queers opens with four
essays on lesbian lust, sexual repre-
sentation and identity. While lesbians
are often stereotyped as the voracious
sexual creatures of straight porn, the
fact is that seventies-style lesbian fem-
inists fought hard to “desexualize”
the category “lesbian.” It was a shared
commitment to feminism, rather than
sexual orientation as such, that
brought many lesbians together and
into alliances with heterosexual

women. Even as lesbian-straight splits
ravaged some women’s organiza-
tions, lesbian feminists were far more
likely to work with straight women
than gay men,

By the early eighties, with the out-
break of what feminists would later
call the “sex wars,” the sexual silences
within feminism, including lesbian

feminism, were dramatically ruptured
by furious debates about pornogra-
phy, censorship and sadomasochistic
sex. While deep divisions on these
issues continue to divide many femi-
nists and lIesbians, one positive result
has been the emergence of alot more
talk about lesbian sexual practice.

In “The Year of the Lustful
Lesbian,” Arlene Stein skillfully dis-
sects the work of Susie Sexpert and
JoAnn Loulan, two California-based
lesbian sex experts. Susie Sexpert,
familiar to many for her cameo in the
Monika Treut film, Virgin Machine, is
the former editor of the highly-suc-
cessful lesbian porn magazine, On
Our Backs, and an outspoken advocate
of lesbian sexual libertarianism.
JoAnn Loulan, by contrast, might be
described as Susie Sexpert Lite. She's
a suburban, reassuring and folksy sort
of gay gal, perfect for those women a
bit too timid to go to the San
Prancisco lesbian strip shows champi-
oned by Susie Sexpert. But as Stein
argues, Loulan reaches lesbians
whose experience of sex carries emo-
tional pain as well as pleasure, some-
thing rarely admitted in Susie
Sexpert’s hip landscape. And despite
their many stylistic differences, both
women display a very California
savvy about the market for sexual
material.

Has all this talk about lesbian sex
actually produced much change in
lesbian sexual practice? Stein has her
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doubis: “as many lesbian therapists
could tell you, for all but a feisty sexu-
al fringe, the sexual revolution [within
lesbian culture] was probably more
about changes in representations of
sexuality than about changes in
behavior.” On the other hand, that
“sexual fringe” is, well, still feisty.
Tracy Morgan's essay on butch-
femme, for example, is part of the
ongoing recovery and celebration of
prefeminist lesbian sexual culture
which began with Joan Nestle's work
on femme identity and which also
informs the recent National Film
Board production, Forbidden Love. This
work has been generated out of a
rejection of the lesbian-feminist argu-
ment that butch/femme is oppressive
and “male-identified”; Nestle, in par-
ticular, argues that butch-femme is a
rich erotic vocabulary which lesbians
should claim as part of their sexual
heritage.

Other dykes have looked to gay
male porn and sexual practice for new
models, a strategy enthusiastically
pursued by Susie Sexpert and lesbian
porn writer, Pat Califia. But Vera
Whisman, in “Identity Crises: Who is
a Lesbian Anyway,” questions the
positioning of gay men as the stan-
dard for queer behaviour and sug-
gests that the problem is not just les-
bian sexual repression, but our
oppression as women. As Liz Kotz
says elsewhere in the collection, the
lesbian

tendency to locate sexual expres-
sion within [the] pastoral, mythi-
cal realm ray say a lot about how
distant any public expression of
sexuality has been from most
women's lves, particutarly within
the kinds of urban spaces that gay
men have long had access tc.
Whisman’s piece also explores the lat-
est acrimonious debate about sexual
practice to hit the dyke scene: lesbians
who sleep with men (“hasbians”). She
argues that twentieth-century defini-
tions of “who is a lesbian” rely heavi-
ly on constructions of “true” versus
“false” lesbians and don’'t always take
into account the complexity of per-
sonal and political identities.

Now that we are in the era of
“dyke chie,” fesbians appear to be
both everywhere (on the cover of
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Newsweek and Vanity Fair} and yet
nowhere. Part Two of Sisters, Sexperts,
Queers explores this paradox in main-
stream popular culture, and also
examines the cultural productions
(particularly film, music and ‘zines) of
leshians themselves. The most inter-
esting and original essay in this sec-
tion is Jackie Goldsby’s “Queen for
307 Days: Looking B(llack at Vanessa
Williams and the Sex Wars.” It is one
Black lesbian’s take on what hap-
pened when Vanessa Williams, the
first African-American woman to
become Miss America, was forced to
step down after Penthouse magazine
published photos of Williams
engaged in lesbian sex with a white
woman. Goldsby both examines her
attraction to these photographs in the
context of the dearth of black lesbian
sexual imagery, and alse interrogates
“the premises on which we assumed
then and continue to assume now that
‘whiteness’ figures the normative cen-
ter of political and theoretical discus-
sions about sexuality” - including les-
bian sexuality.

Part Three of Sisters, Sexperts,
Queers explores the meaning of home,
kinship and “family” in a lesbian con-
text. The right wing has consistently
constructed lesbians and gay men as
rootless, urban predators bent on
destroying the heterosexual nuclear
family and childhood innocence. In
the current hysteria over family val-
ues, the immense creativity and ten-
derness of lesbian and gay kinship
and support systems (particularly in
the face of AIDS) have gone unrecog-
nized. Some of that creativity is cap-
tured in anthropologist Kath Weston's
article on the lesbian baby boomlet,
“Parenting in the Age of Aids.”
Dorothy Allison, author of the
acclaimed new novel Bastard Out of
Caroling, contributes a typically pow-
erful piece on growing up as poor
white lesbian trash in the Southern
USA. Important as her piece is, it is
largely personal; the collection as a
whole lacks a more analytical discus-
sion of class and the lesbian commu-
nity.
The lesbian and gay movement in
North America is right now engaged
in a difficult internal battle over the
merits of re-claiming notions of “fami-
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ly” and “spouse” for queer liberation.
Catherine Saalfield’s polemic,
“Lesbian Marriage ... [KInot!,” takes
on monogamy, “compulsory couple-
dom,” the family, lesbian marriage
and spousal benefits. She is disturbed
by the increasing willingness of
queers to embrace oppressive hetero-
sexual institutions such as marriage,
and asks whether “the conservative
backlash of the Reagan/Bush era and
the crisis of AIDS doomed alternative
possibilities once and for all, Jeaving
us to wallow in a whirlpool of cyni-
cism and apology?” Lourdes
Arguelles’ evocative and celebratory
essay on the “crazy wisdom” of
Cuban lesbians also decries the tame-
ness and conservatism of contempo-
rary lesbian life. Referring to Teresa, a
tortillera {dyke] she knew in Havana,
Arguelles writes:

the memory of her disdain for ‘tit-

ting in’ keeps alive for me the

archetype of the lesbian as a

stranger, a misfit, one who is

homeless, mysterious, unpre-
dictable, and barren. For me this
balances the increasing ‘ladyfica-
tion” of our lesbian communities,
with their penchant for ordinari-
ness, procreation, and convention-
ality.
Saalfield and Arguelles are welcome
reminders that there are still some
crazy tortfilleras and strange sisters out
there who continue to make trouble,
even if the rest of the community is
actively embracing a domesticated
lesbian existence.

In the end, however, I found this
section on home the least satisfying of
the four sections in Sisters, Sexperis,
Queers. While Saalfield touches on
many important questions, her essay
is too brief to provide any sustained
analysis of the intense homophobia
and heterosexism embedded in the
right-wing’s “family values” cam-
paign, and its effects on lesbian and
gay lives, sexual/domestic arrange-
ments and political strategy.

Part Four, on community and
activism, unfortunately does not take
up this question either; the focus of
this section is largely on internal
queer community politics. Two essays
examine the politics of women-only
groups, while two others look at
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mixed lesbian and gay organizations,
in particular ACT UP, AIDS service
organizations and Queer Nation. Both
Alisa Solomon and Lisa Kahaleole
Chang Hall focus on the tendency
within lesbian and women-only orga-
nizations to “forget the political and
obsess on the correct” as if all the
problems of the world could be
solved by altering personal behav-
iour: “You end up,” says one woman
quoted by Solomon, “with a move-
ment of five people who can follow
every single rule instead of fifty peo-
ple in struggle.”

A lot of Solomon’s examples of
“political correctness gone wrong” are
drawn from a manifesto produced by
a Boston-based disabled women’'s
group which called for, among other
things, banning scents at lesbian, gay,
feminist and left events. This has the
effect of suggesting that disabled
dykes are first among the Political
Correctness Queens, and this is partic-
ularly unfortunate given that the
anthology has nothing else to say
about the lives and issues of disabled
lesbians.

Hall reminds us of the painful real-
ity that coalition-building “often
means working with lesbians we can’t
stand.” Citing Bernice Johnson
Reagon’s well-known article on coali-
tion politics in Home Girls: A Black
Feminist Anthology, Hall argues that
“home” and “coalition” are not identi-
cal and that many women want their
coalitions to be “safe spaces” rather
than sites of struggle and transforma-
tion.

By the eighties, some lesbians were
beginning to flee the trashing, conflict
and just plain intensity of working in
women-only groups in order to join
coalitions and services made up of
both lesbians and gay men. Maxine
Wolfe, for example, became active in
ACT UP New York out of frustration
with identity politics and “the inabili-
ty of lesbians to organize around or
even figure out what their issues
were.” The final two articles in Sisters,
Sexperts, Queers explore what happens
when dykes and fags work together
politically. They detail both the sur-
prising pleasures of lesbian and gay
male political and personal alliances,
as well as the tensions, even explo-

sions, which have emerged.

Ruth Schwartz’s essay on lesbians in
AIDS activist groups and service orga-
nizations is the most probing of the
four articles in this section, while Maria
Maggenti’s impressionistic take on
Queer Nation, ACT UP and being a les-
bian in the era of “dyke chic” is less
analytical, but does capture some of the
energy of the encounter between gay
men and lesbian feminists in mixed
activist groups:

In that hothouse called AIDS

activism ... screaming, getting my

butt kicked, and loving gay men for
the first time, [ experience things
that lesbian feminism has not pre-
pared me for and I discover that
without that feminism I never
could have lasted so long in a com-
munity made up of so many men.
Feminism has not tanght me about
that delicious outrageous queer
decadence indulged in by gay men
as a survival strategy. So I dance
about in my leather jacket and help
gay-boy friends zip up the back of
their goofy dresses as we march off
to close down the stock exchange.
But feminism has given me a politi-
cal discipline that is sometimes
more useful than drag.

Similarly, gay male sexual directness
{often in the form of a constant stream
of anecdotes about sexual adventures,
crushes and tricks) made some lesbians
uneasy, while leading others to a
renewed appreciation of their “own
gayness as a proud, Justful identity”
and a dissatisfaction with the sexual
silences within lesbian culture.

Frequently, however, political dif-
ferences between lesbian feminists and
gay men in AIDS services such as hot-
lines could be painful. Schwartz writes
that “some of my most basic assump-
tions about the world, understandings
I shared with other feminist lesbians

about the role of class, race, and gender
in people’s lives, were brand-new and
highly disputed concepts for many gay
men.” In addition, the increasing
bureaucratization and professionaliza-
tion of some AIDS organizations and
the changing demographics of the
PLWA population have produced new
conflicts. Hard questions about activist
versus bureaucratic models of fighting
AIDS, and about the failure of many

gay, whife men to see the need to build
coalitions with women and people of
colour, particularly now that AIDS is
devastating the African-American and
Latino/a communities, have been
raised. Similar tensions emerged in
some AIDS activist groups such as
ACT UP.

To make matters worse, the larger
lesbian community has not always
understood, and supported, individual
lesbians committed to AIDS activism.
some lesbians have complained that
“too many women chose AIDS work
over more ‘authentically lesbian’
issues.” Lesbian AIDS activists are fre-
quently asked, “If the AIDS epidemic
had primarily affected women, would
gay men have mobilized in the same
numbers to help us?” Critics wonder
whether lesbians are simply doing
what women always do: taking care of
mett. Lesbians of colour working in
AIDS organizations are confronted by
community members who want to
know why they work with “all these
white men.”

In response, some lesbian AIDS
activists and workers have decided to
re-direct their political energies,
whether to the fight against breast can-
cer or in work with the growing num-
bers of HIV-positive women. Others
have challenged the prevailing defini-
tien of what constitutes a lesbian issue.
As Schwartz jokes, “the only exclusive-
ly lesbian issue” out there is the much
feared “Lesbian Bed Death.” But in the
end, Schwartz's article fails to articu-
late exactly why lesbians ought to
involve themselves in ATDS activism.
In my view, the writing of lesbian
AIDS activist Cindy Patton provides a
much clearer political vision. In a 1990
interview, Patton argued:

We are In the midst of a huge cul-
tural upheaval around sexuality. At
a time when so many people’s fives
are being ruined not just by getting
AIDS but by the culiural backlash
of the epidemic, to refuse to partici-
pate in a cultural event which is so
politically charged, to decide it
doesn’t apply to you, is very
strange and wrong.
It is precisely this kind of understand-
ing of the cultural construction of AIDS
within the context of a major swing to
the right in US paolitics that is missing
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from Schwartz’s otherwise important
account.

Like a Sarah Schulman novel, Sisters,
sexperts, Queers is full of young, urban
dykes in black leather and Chanel red
lipstick shouting “Get used to it!” on
their way to an ACT UP meeting or a
screening of lesbian porn. At times you
wonder, as Maggenti does, whether
they “have any cogent analysis of
where they stand in the world except
that everyone should own a black bra.”
At other points, the writing is a real
breath of fresh air for any dyke who
has ever felt like a resident alien in the
Lesbian Nation. Despite its imitatfons,
Sisters, Sexperts, Queers is fun, provoca-
tive and - best of all - risk-taking.

Cynthia Wright is a Toronto writer and
historian of mid-twentieth century shop-
ping culture.

No More Confessions

BY Francisco Thafiez-Carrasco

Proust, Cole Porter, Michelangelo,
Marc Almond and Me: Writings by
Gay Men on their Eves and Lifestyles.
National Lesbian and Gay Survey.
New York: Routledge, 1993.

Proust, Cole Porter, Michelangelo,
Mare Almond and Me is a collection of
“writings by Gay men on their lives
and lifestyles.” Its 195 pages are divid-
ed into eight sections; every section
presents a specific theme preceded by
intriguing titles such as “pride”,
“virus”, “law”, and “together.” It is dif-
ficult to situate this book in a specific
field such as anthropology or eth-
nomethodology. It is difficult to call it
“journalistic” or to call it “fictional.”
This ambiguous location is sympto-
matic of this collection's inability to
meet some of what have become basic
standards in the burgeoning field of
lesbian and gay writing. We queers are
not easily pleased anymore with a
book that is ambiguously sexy, scientif-
ic, informative or controversial.

The information presenied in
Froust, Cole Porter... was gathered by
means of a “Mass Observation” project
conducted through the 1980s. This pro-
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